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THE 

POETICAL  HISTORY 

OF  THE 

PROPHET  J  O  N  A  PI. 


CANTO  I. 

I 

Xn  ages  paft,  when  fmit  with  v/armth  fubllme. 

Their  bards  foretold  the  dark  events  of  time, 

And  piercing  forward  through  the  myilic  fnade. 

Kings  yet  to  come,  and  chiefs  unborn  furvey’d, 
Amittai^s  fon  perceiv’d,  among  the  reft. 

The  mighty  flame  ufurp  his  labouring  breaft : — ■ 

For  thus,  in  dreams,  the  voice  unerring  came 
■  Of  HIM,  who  lives  through  every  age  the  fame: 
Arise  I  and  o’er  the  intervening  wafte, 

‘^To  Nineveh’s  imperial  turrets  hafte; 

**  That  mighty  town  to  ruin  I  decree. 

Proclaim  deftruftion,  and  proclaim  from  me: 

,  *^Too  long  it  ftands,  to  God  and  man  a  foe, 
‘^Without  one  virtue  left  to  fliield  the  blow; 

Guilt,  black  as  night,  their  fpecdy  ruin  brings, 

/  And  hotteft  vengeance  from  the  King  of  Kings,’' 
The  prophet  heard — but  dar’d  to  difobey, 

(Weak  as  he  was)  and  fled  a  different  way; 

In  Joppa’s  port  a  trading  Ihip  he  found 
Far  o’er  the  main  to  diftant  Tarfliiih  bound; 

■  The  price  of  paffage  to  her  chief  he  paid, 

And  there  conceal’d  with  rutfhan  failors  flay’d. 

His  purpofe  flxt,  at  once  perverfe  and  blind. 

To  leave  his  country,  and  his  God  behind. 

But  he  who  fpread  the  ocean’s  vaft  expanfe. 

And  views  all  nature  with  a  Angle  glance, 

A 


POEMS  ON  SEVERAL  OCCASIONS. 


Forth  from  Its  prifon  bade  the  temped  fly — 

The  tempell;  IwelPd  tiie  oc^an  to  the  fky; 

The  trembling  barqae,  as  Uie  flerce  billow  knocks. 
Scarce  bears  Uie  fury  of  repeated  Ihocks; 

Her  crew  diilrefl:,  aftoniiliM  and  afraid. 

Each  to  his  various  god  in  angaiili  pray’d, 

Tvl  )r  trufl:  alone  to  penitence  and  prayer, 

'Fney  clear  the  decks,  and  for  the  word  prepare. 

The  cofliy  lading  to  the  deep  they  throw. 

That  lighter  o’er  the  billows  ihe  ma.y  go. 

Nor  with  regret  the  wealthy  cargo  fpar’d. 

For  wealth  is  nothing,  when  with  life  compar’d. 

But  to  the  fhip’s  remotell  chambers  fled 
There  penfive  Jonah  droop’d  his  languid  head. 

And,  new  to  all  the  dangers  of  the  deep. 

Had  funk,  dejefled,  in  the  arms  of  deep — 

’Twas  then  the  mailer  broke  the  prophet’s  refl. 

And  as  he  crv’d,  he  fmote  his  frantic  bread — 

O  fleeper,  from  thy  flupid  ilumbers  rife. 

At  fuel  an  hour  Ctn  deep  invade  thine  eyes? — * 

‘Hf  ever  thou  to  heaven  didil  fend  a  prayer, 

‘‘Now  fend  thy  warmell  fupplications  there, 

“  Periiaps  thy  God  may  pity  our  diflrefs, 

“  And  fave  us,  foundering  in  this  dark  abyfs.” 

Thus  warn’d,  the  feer  his  vows  repentant  paid— 
Meantime,  the  feamen  lo  their  fellows  laid : 

“  No  common  waves  our  fnatter’d  velfel  rend, 

“  There  mull  be  fur  whom  thefe  llorms  impend, 

“  Some  wretch  w'e  bear,  for  whom  thefe  billows  rife, 
“  Foe  to  the  gods,  and  hated  by  the  Ikies; 

“  Come,  fince  the  billows  ail  our  arts  defy, 

“  Come,  let  the  lot  decide  for  whom  we  die.” 

Instant  the  lots  amid  the  vafe  they  threw. 

And  the  markt  lot  dejeTed  Jonah  drew! 

Then  thus  their  chief  the  guiliy  man  addrefs’di 
‘^‘Say,  for  what  crime  of  tnine  are  we  diflrelH 
“What  is  thy  country,  what  thy  calling,  fay, 

“  Whence  doll  thou  come,  what  potentate  obey.^ 

“  Unfold  it  ail,  nor  be  the  truth  deny’d.’^ - 

The  mailer  fpoke— -and  Jonah  thus  -eply’d: 

“  A  HiiEREw  I,*from  neig'hbouring  regions  came, 
“A  Jewirh  prophet,  not  unknown  to  fame; 

“  That  God  1  fear  who  fpread  this  raging  fea, 

“  Who  fixt  the  Ihores  by  his  fa,Tcme  decree, 

“  And  reigns  throughout  immeai arable  fpace, 

“  His  footflool  earth,  the  heaven  his  dwelling  place, 
“  But  I,  regardlefs  of  his  high  command, 

“  His  mandate  flighting,  fled  my  native  land. 

Fool  that  I  was,  from  Joppa’s  port  to  fly. 

Who  thOueht  to  ihun  his  all  pervading  eyel-«« 
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P'or  this  the  temped  rends  each  tatter’d  fail, 

^^For  this,  your  veh'el  Icarce  lupports  the  gale  I” 
The  I'eamen  heard,  diftrafted  and  diiniay’d; 
When  thus  again  their  trembling  captain  faid: 

'^How  couldlt  thou  thus,  ungenerous  as  thou  art, 
“x‘\fFront  tny  patron,  and  witii  us  depart; — 

Lo!  for  thy  crimes,  and  not  our  own,  \vc  die; 
Mark:,  how  the  wild  waves  threaten  from  on  high. 
Our  fails  in  fragments  flit  before  the  blalt,  ^ 
^‘Scarce  to  its  Ifation  ,we  confine  the  mail;  \ 
“What  fhall  we  do,  unhappy  man,  declare. 

Flow  fhall  we  aCl,  or  how  diretlf  our  prayer. 

That  angry  Neptune  may  his  rage  rellrain, 

And  hufh  ance  more  tliefe  tumults  of  the  main?” 
The  feer  reply’d,  “Tiie  means  are  in  your  power 
‘^To  dill  the  temped  in  this  dreadful  hour;— 

“Hieh  on  the  fea-bcat  prow  will  I  afeend. 

And  let  the  bolded  of  your  crew  attend 
To  plunge  me  headlong  from  that  giddy  deep 
Down  to  the  bofom  of  the  unfathom’d  deep; 

‘■‘^So  diall  the  ocean  from  its  rao-ino-  ccaic,, 

o  o 

And  the  fierce  temped  foon  be  huiii’d  to  peace:— 
’Tis  for  my  crime  this  angry  ocean  raves, 

’Tis  for  my  fm  we  plough  thefe  fearful  waves; 
Didodge  me  foon — the  dorm  iriail  then  decay. 
Which  dill  grows  louder  while  on  board  1  day.” 

T  HUS  he— bat  they,  to  dive  their  vagrant  guefl 
Refuf’d  as  yet  to  grant  his  drange  requed. 

And  thouo-h  aloft  on  mountain  waves  they  ride. 

And  the  tod  galley  reels  from  fide  to  fide. 

Yet  to  their  breads  they  drew  the  dveepy  oar. 

And  vainly  drove  to  gain  the  didant  diore; 

The  ruffian  winds  refufe  that  wilh’d  retreat. 

And  fierccT'O’er  the  decks  the  billows  bear. 

Then  to  the  ffiies  the  chief  his  praver  addred, 

■i.  *  ^ 

“  Thou  Jove  fupremc,  the  grcateil  and  the  bedl 


B«caufe  thy  fovereign  pleafure  doth  require 
That  death  alone  mud  fatisfy  thine  ire, 


O  fpare  us  for  thy  dying  prophet’s  fake, 
^‘Nor  let  us  perifh  for  the  life  we  take; 


if  we  are  wrong,  his  lot  was  thy  decree, 

V'And  thou  had  done  as  it  feem’d  bed  to  thee.” 

1'hen  from  the  fummit  of  the  waihy  prow. 

They  plung’d  the  propiiet  to  the  depths  below. 

And  draight  the  winds,  and  draight  the  billows  ceaffi, 
And  every  threatening  furge  lay  iiuffi’d  in  peace; 

The  trembling  "crew  adore  the  Power  Supreme 
Who  kindly  thus  fiorn  ruin  refeued  them  ; 

Their  vows  they  fend  to  his  imperial  throne. 

And  victims  oder  to  this  God  unknovva. 


■  1:2  : 


®  I; 
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HEN  from  the  prow’s  intimidating  height 
They  plung’d  the  prophet  to  the  realms  of  night> 
Not  long  he  languidi’d  in  the  briny  deep. 

In  death’s  cold  arms  not  yet  decreed  to  fleep.-^ 
Jehovah  faw  him,  from  the  abodes  of  biifs, 

Sunk  to  the  bottom  of  the  vaft  abyfs. 

And  bade  a  whale,  the  mightieft  of  the  kind. 

His  prophet  in  thefe  difmal  manfions  hnd — 

The  hoilile  form,  approaching  through  the  wave. 
Receiv’d  him  living  to  a  living  grave. 

Where  three  long  days  in  dark  diilrefs  he  lay. 

And  oft  repenting,  to  his  God  did  pray — 

The  power  benign,  propitious  to  his  prayer. 

Bade  the  huge  hih  to  neighbouring  Ihores  repair — 
Inftant  the  whale  obey’d  the  high  command. 

And  call  him  fafe  on  Palekina’s  llrand. 

The  prophet  then  his  pad  tranfgreffions  mourn’d. 
And  grateful,  thus  to  heaven  his  thanks  return’d: 

Afflicted  from  the  depths  of  hell  I  pray’d, 

‘^‘The  dark  abyfs  of  everlafting  fflade; 

^‘My  God  in  mercy  heard  the  earned  prayer. 

And  dying' Jonah  felt  thy  prefence  there. 

Becaufe  I  dar’d  thy  mandate  difobey, 

^^Far  didd  thou  plunge  me  from  the  face  of  day: 
*^Hn  the  vad  ocean,  where  no  land  is  found, 

‘^The  mighty  waters  clof’d  thy  prophet  round; 

On  me  the  waves  their  utmod  fury  fpent. 

And  all  thy  billows  o’er  my  body  went. 

Yet  then,  furrounded  by  the  difmal  fflade, 

‘■f  Thus  to  my  Maker  from  the  depths  I  faid: 
Though  hid  beneath  the  caverns  of  the  main. 

To  thy  bled  temple  will  I  look  again. 

Though  from  thy  fight  to  utter  darknefs  thrown, 
Still  will  I  trud,  and  trud  on  thee  alone — 

^•^With  anguiffl  deep  I  felt  the  billows  roll, 

^"Scarce  in  her  manfion  day’d  my  frighted  foul; 
About  rny  head  were  wrapt  the  weeds  of  night. 
And  darknefs,  mingled  with  no  ray  of  light; 

I  faw  the  caves  the  briny  ocean  nils, 

I  faw  the  bafes  of  the  infernal  hills. 

Earth,  with  her  bars,  encompafs’d  me  around. 
Yet,  from  the  bottom  of  that  dark  profound 
Where  life  no  more  thefwelling  vein  fupplies. 
And  death  repofes,  didd  thou  bid  me  rife.  < 
When  fainting  nature  bow’d  to  thy  decree. 

And  the  lone  fpirit  had  prepar’d  to  flee. 

Then  from  my  prifon  I  remember’d  thee. 
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My  prayer  towards  thy  heavenly  temple  came. 

The  temple  facred  to  Jehovah’s  name, — 

Unhappy  they,  .who  vanities  purfne. 

And  lies  believing,  their  own  fouls  undo-— 

But  to  thine  ear  my  grateful  fong  fhall  rife. 

For  thee  fhall  fmoke  the  joyous  facrifice, 

My  vows  I’ll  pay  at  thy  imperial  throne. 

Since  my  falvation  was  from  thee  alone.”'  . 


CANTO  III. 


Once  more  the  voice  to  humbled  Jonah  came 
Of  HIM,  who  lives  through  every  age  the  fame: 

Arife!  and  o’er  the  intervening  wailc 
**  To  Nineveh’s  exalted  turrets  halle. 

And  what  to  thee  my  Spirit  fhall  reveal 
That  preach — -nor  dare  the  facred  truth  conceal— 

To  defolation  I  that  town  decree; 

Proclaim  deftra£lion,  and  proclaim  from  me.” 

-  Obedient  to  Jehovah’s  high  command. 

The  prophet  rofe,  and  left  Judea’s  land. 

And  now  he  near  the  fpiry  city  drew, 

(Euphrates  pafs’d,  and  rapid  Tigris  too:) 

So  vail  the  bulk  of  this  prodigious  place. 

Three  days  were  fcant  its  lengthy  fireets  to  trace; 

But  as  he  enter’d,  on  the  firft  fad  day. 

Thus  he  began  his  tidings  of  difmay : 

‘^O  Ni  neveh!  to  Heaven’s  decree  attend! 

Yet  forty  days,  and  all  thy  glories  end; 

**  Yet  forty  days,  the  Ikies  protra6l  thy  fall. 

And  defolation  then  fhall  bury  all, 

'  Thy  proudefl  towers  their  utter  ruin  mourn,  ^  ^ 

*^And  domes  and  temples  unextinguifh’d  burn! 

O  Nineveh!  the  God  of  armies  dooms. 

Thy  thoufand  flreets  to  never-ending  glooms: 

Through  mouldering  fanes  the  hollow  winds  fhall  roar,, 
And  vultures  fcream  where  monarchs  lodo-’d  before! 
Thy  guilty  fons  fliall  bow  beneath  the  fword. 

Thy  captive  matrons  own  a  foreign  lord.— 

“  Such  is  the  ven2:eance  that  the  heavens  decree. 

Such  is  the  ruin  that  mufl  bury  thee!” 

The  people  heard,  and  fmit  with  inflant  fear. 

Believ’d  the  fatal  warnings  of  the  feer: 

This  fudden  ruin  fo  their  fouls  diftreil. 

That  each  with  fackcloth  did  his  limbs  invell:, 
jrom  him  that  glitter’d  on  the  regal  throne. 

To  him  that  did  beneath  the  burthen  ^roaiir — — ^ 


.  .  .  ..._ . .  ■T.'-^'fi-ik^’  ,  ^.. 
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Soon  tn  tl'icir  monarch  came  tliis  voice  of  fate, 

V/ho  left  ills  throne  and  collly  robes  of  date. 

And  o'er  his  limbs  a  veil  of  Eickcloth  drew. 

And  late  in  allies,  forrowful  to  view — 

Ills  lords  and  nobles,  now  repentant  grown, 
vk  ith  equal  grief  their  various  fms  bemoan. 

And  through  the  city  fent  this  loud  decree, 

V  ith  threatening  back’d,  and  dreadful  penalty:- 
Ye  Ni..evitcs,  your  wonted  food  refrain, 

‘‘Nor  touch,  yc  beads,  the  herbage  of  the  plain, 

“  1  ‘Ct  all  that  live  be  humbled  to  the  dud, 

“  Nor  lade  the  waters,  though  ye  die  of  third: 

“  In't  men  and  beads  the  garb  of  forrow  v/ear, 

“  And  h^g  yon’  ikies  thefe  guilty  walls  to  fpare: 

“  ]..et  all  repent  the  evil  they  purfue, 

“  And  curie  the  mifehief  that  their  hands  would  do¬ 
pe  rhaps  that  God,  who  leans  to  mercy  dill. 

And  lent  a  prophet  to  declare  his  will. 

May  yet  the  vengeance,  he  defigns,^  adjourn, 

“  And,  ere  we  penlh,  from  his  anger  turn.” 

Jehovah  heard,  and  pleas’d  beheld  at  la.d; 

Their  deep  repentance  for  tranfgreifions  pad, 

Mkt  h  pity  mov’d,  he  heard  the  earned  prayer 
Of  this  vad  city,  humbled  in  defpair; 

Though  judly  due,  his  anger  dies  away. 

He  bids  tlie  angel  of  dedruflion  day —  : 

'The.  obedient  angel  hears  the  high  command. 
And  fheatiies  the  Iword,  he  drew  to  finite  the  land. 


A  < 
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CANTO  IV. 

■p_ 

Ji  rUT  anger  fwell’d  the  Jtaughty  prophet’s  breaft, 
liage  burn’d  within,  and  robb’d  his  foul  of  reft: 
bucli  was  hA  pride,  wifn’d  they  all  in  flame 
Alight  rather  perifli  than  belie  /j/s  fame, 

^  Eiiid  Goj^s  own  bolts  the  tottering  towers  aflail. 
And  millions  perifli,  than  ^Js  word  fhould  fail. 

Then  to  the  heavens  he  fent  this  peevifli  prayer — 
(Vain,  impious  man  to  fend  fuch  pinins:?  there): 

“While  yet  within  iny  native  land,  I  flay’d, 

“  This  would  at  lad  reward  my  toil,  I  faid, 

“  DeftruftxOn  through  the  Aflyrian  dreets  to  cry, 

“  And  then  the  event  my  million  falflfy; 

“  For  this  I  ferove  to  flmn  tliv  fipht  before, 

“  And  fought  repofc  upon  a  foreign  fliorc ; 

“  I  knew  thou  wert  fo  gracious  and  fo  kind, 

*ID 

“  Such  mercy  fways  thy  all  creating  mind, 

“  Averfe  thv  boits  of  vengeance  to  employ, 

“  And  dill  relenting  when  thou  ihouidd  dedroy^ 


/ 


t 


POEMS  ON  SEVERAL  OCCASIONS. 


O' 

i 


^^  That  when  I  had  decb.r’d  thy  facrcd  will, 

I'iioii  wouidft  not  what  I  prophefyM  fulfil. 

But  leave  me  thus  to  fcorn,  contempt,  and  fhame, 
A  lying  prophet,  blifled  In  my  fame  — 

And  now,  I  pray  thee,  grant  my  laft  requed, 

O  take  my  life,  fo  wretciied  and  unb’ed! 

If  here  I  day,  his  but  to  grieve  and  figh; 

^'Then  take  my  life — tis  better  fiir  to  dic.’^  ^ 

Is  it  :iiy  place  to  fvveii  with  r  ige  and  pride, 
(Thus  to  his  pining  prophet,  God  replyM) 

Say  is  it  juft  thy  heart  fliould  burn  with  ire 
Becaufe  that  city  is  not  wrapt  in  fire? 

What  if  I  choofe  its  ruin  '  o  deby. 

And  fend  deftruflion  on  fome  future  day, 

*‘Muft  thou,  for  that,  with  wafting  anguifti  figh, 
And,  hoftile  to  my  pleafure,  willi  to  die?” 

Then  jonah  parted  from  the  mourning  town,,. 
And  near  its  eaftern  limits  fate  him  down, , 

A  booth  he  buiided  with  aftiduous  care, 

(Form’d  of  the  cyprefs  boughs  that  flourifti’d  there) 
And  anxious  now  beneath  their  ftiadow  lay. 
Waiting  the  iffue  of  the  fortieth  day — - 
..As  yet  uncertain  if  the  Pow^r  Divine 

Or  wpuid  to  mercy,  or  to  wrath, incline - ^ 

Meantime,  the  leaves  that  roof’d  his  arbour  o’er. 
Shrunk  up  and  faded,  fheitered  him  no  more; 

But  God  ordain’d'  a  thrifty  gourd  to  rife. 

To  fereen  his  prophet  from  the  fcorching  Ikies; 
High  o’er  his  head  afpir’d  the  fpreading  leaf. 

Too  fondlv  meant  to  mitigate  his  grief, 

So  clofe  a  foiiap-e  o’er  his  head  was  made. 

That  not  a  beam  cou’d  pierce  the  happy  fhade: 
The  wondering  feer  perceiv’d  the  branches  grow 
And  biefs’d  the  ftiadow  that  reliev’d  his  woe; 

But  when  the  next' bright  morn  began  to  ftiine 
(So  God  ordain’d)  a  worm,  attack’d  the  vine. 
Beneath  his  bite  its  goodly  leaves  decay. 

And  wafting,  withering,  die  before  the  day! 

Then  as  the  lamp  of  heaven  ftiil  higher  rofe  , 
From  eaftern  Udes  a  fultry  tempeft  biows. 

The  vertic  fun  as  fiercely  pour’d  his  ray,  ^ 

And  beam’d  around  infufferable  day, 

How  beat  thofe  beams  on  Tonah’s  fainiincr  Iieadl 
How  oft  he  wiin’ji  a  place  among  the  dead! 

All  he  could  do,  was  now  to  grieve  and  figh, 

His  life  deteft,  and  beg  of  God  to  die. 

Again,  J  e  h  o  v  a  h  to  his  prop  net  fai  J , 
ft  thou  ib  ungry  for  thv  vanish'd  ihade — 

For  a  mere  rnadow.doft  thou  well  to  grieve, 

this  poor  iofs  woaldft  thou  thy  being  leaver^ 
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^^M'Y  rage  is  jufl:,  (the  frantic  prophet  cry’d). 

My  lalt,  my  only  comfort  is  deny’d — 

The  fpreading  vine  that  form’d  my  leafy  bower;- 
Behold  it  vanifh’d  in  the  needful  hour  ! 

To  beating  winds  and  fultry  funs  a  prey. 

My  fainting  fpirit  droops  and  dies  away— 

Give 'me  a  manfion  in  my  native  dull. 

For  though  I  die  with  rage,  my  rage  is  juft.’’ 

Once  more  the  Almighty  deign’d  to  make  reply 
Does  tills  loft  gourd  thy  forrow  fwell  fo  high, 

IVIoofe  friendly  ftiade  not  to  thy  toil  was  due;, 

Aione  it  fprouted,  and  alone  it  grew; 

A  night  beheld  its  branches  waving  high. 

And  the  next  fun  beheld  thofe  branches  diej 
And  ftiould  not  pity  move  the  Lord  of  all 
‘"To  fpare  the  vali  Alfyrian  capital, 

V/ithin  whofe  walls  uncounted  myriads  ftray, 
riieir  Father  I,  my  finful  offspring  they?— 

Should  they  not  move  the  great  creating  mind 
**  VVith  fix  fcore  thoufand  of  the  infant  kind, 

‘‘  And  herds  untold,  that  graze  the  fpacious  held, 
f  or  whom  yon’ meads  their  ftores  of  fragrance  yield 
Should  1  this  royal  city  wrap  in  flame. 

And  daughter  millions  to  fupport  thy  fame. 

When  now  repentant  to  their  God  they  turn, 

“■And  their  paft  follies,  low  in  afties,  mourn?— 
‘"Vain  thoughtlefs  wretch,  recall  thy  weak  requeft. 
Death  never  came  to  man  a  welcome  gueft;— 

Why  wifti  to  die — what  madnefs  prompts  thy  mind. 
Too  long  the  days  of  darknefs  thou  fhalt  And; 

Life  was  a^blefling  by  thy  Maker  meant, 

Doft  thou  defpife  the  blefiings  he  has  lent— - 
Enjoy  my  gifts  while  yet  the  feafons  run 
True  to  their  months,  and  focial  with  the  fun; 
When  to  the  duft  my  mandate  bids  thee  fall, 

Ab  thefe  are  loft,  for  death  conceals  them  all' _ 

No  more  the  fun  illumes  the  fprightly  day, 

‘"The  feafons  vanifh,  and  the  ftars  decay: 

‘"The  trees,  the  flowers,  no  more  thy  fenfe  delight, 

‘"  Death  fliades  them  all  in  ever-during  nio-hc. 

‘"  Then  think  not  long  the  little  fpace  I  lent _ 

‘"  Of  thy  own  fins,  like  Nineveh,  repent; 

‘"Rejoice  at  laft  the  mighty  change  to  fee, 

""  And  bear  with  them  as  I  have  borne  with  thee,” 
[Done  in  1768. J  ^ 
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OPRUNG  fr-m  a  race,  that  long  had  till’d  the  foil. 
And  fir  It  difrob’d  it  of  its  native  trees. 

He  wilh’d  to  heir  their  lands,  bat  not  their  toil. 

And  thought  the  ploughman’s  life  no  life  of  eafe : — 
^^’Tis  wrong  (faid  he)  thefe  pretty  hands  to  wound 
With  felling  oaks,  or  delving  in  the  ground: 

I,  who,  at  dealt,  have  forty  pounds  in  cafh 


Thefe  fields  that  Ihrubs,  and  weeds,  and  brambles  bear. 
That  pay  me  not,  and  only  bring  me  care  1” 

Some  thoughts  had  he,  long  while,  to  quit  the  fod 
In  fea-port  towns  to  try  his  luck  in  trade. 


F’*om  gralTy  plats  to  pchbled  ^^alks  remov’d—*  , 
The  more  he  thought  of  them,  the  lefs  he  lov’d: 

The  city  fprings  he  could  not  drink,  and  (till 
Preferr’d  the  fountain  near  fome  bulky  hill : 

And  yet,  no  fplendid  obje£ts  there  were  feen. 

No  diltant  feen-es,  in  gaudy  colours  clad, 

Look  where  you  would,  the  profpect  Itiil  was  mean. 
Scrub-oaks,  aud  fcatter’d  pines,  and  willows  fad — 
Banks  of  a  lhallow  river,  Itain’d  with  mud; 

A  Itream,  where  never  fwell’d  the  tide  of  Hood, 

No  lofty  fhip  her  topfails  did  unlofe. 

Nor  Tailor  fail’d,  except  in  log  canoes. 

It  would  have  puzzled  Fauftus,  to  have  told. 
What  did  attach  him  to  this  paltry  fpot; 

Where  even  the  houfe  he  heir’d,  was  very  old. 

And  all  its  outworks  hardly  worth  a  groat: 

Yet  fo  it  was,  the  fancy  took  his  brain 
A  country  fhop  might  here  fome  cuftom  gain* 
Whifkey^  he  knew,  would  always  be  in  vogue. 
While  there  are  country  fquires  to  take  a  cotrue , 
Laces  and  lanxms  would  draw  each  rural  maid. 

And  one  mull  have  her  ano  one  her  JhaJe— 


So  fmall  its  lize,  that,  in  a  jelling  mood. 

It  might  be  call  d  a  houfe  turn’d  out  of  doors-*—- 
*  Yet  here,  adjacent  to  an  aged  oak. 
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Nor  ceas’d  the  trade,  ’till  worn  with  years  and  fpcnt, 
o  PibUo’s  Noke-houie  he,  himfeif,  was  fent. 

Hither  our  merchant  turn’d  his 'curious  eye. 

And  mus’d  awhile  upon  this  fable  {hell; 

‘"Here  father  fmok’d  his  hogs  (he  faid)  and  why 
In  truth,  may  not  our  garret  do  as  well?” — 

So,  down  he  took  Ins  hams  and  bacon  flitches, 
Jkeioiv’d  to  fill  the  place  with  other  riches; 

From  every  hole  and  cranny  brufli’d  the  foot. 

And  fixt  up  ihelves  throughout  the  crazy  hut: 

A  counter,  too,  mofl:  cunningly  was  piann’d, 

I'eiiind  whofe  brcaft-work  none  but  he  might  hand. 
Excepting  now  and  then,  by  fpecial  grace, 

Sumx'  brother  merchant  from  fomc  other  place. 

Now,  mufler’d  up  his  caih,  and  faid  his  prayers,. 

In  Sunday  fuit  he  jigs  himfelf  for  town, 

ikvo  law-bon’d  ileeds  (deilgn’d  for  great  affairs) 

Are  to  the  waggon  hitch’d,  old  Bay  and 

Vv  ho  ne’er  had  b^en  before  a  league  from  home 

Eut  now  are  doom’d  full  many  a  mile  to  roam. 

Like  merchant -f  lips,  a  various  freight  to  bring 
Of  ribbons j  hi'-ivns^  and  many  a  tawdry  thing. 

Molajjes  too,  bleft  fweet,  was  not  forgot. 

And  ifland  Rum,  that  every  take  delights. 

And  teas,  for  maid  and  matron  mull;  be  bought, 

R-o/in  and  catgut  firings  for  fiddling  wights — 

But  why  fliould  I  his  invoice  here  repeat? 

’ I'would  be  like  counting  grains  in  pecks  of  wheatp 
Ila.f  Europe’s  toil  was  on  his  invoice  found, 

/ind  ail  was  to  be  bought  with  forty  pound! 

Soon  as  the  early  dawn  proclaim’d  the  d  y. 

He  cock’d  his  hat  with  pins  and  comb’d  his  hair: 

Curious  it  was,  and  laughable  to  fee 

The  village-merchant  mounted  in  his  chair: 

Shelves,  pil’d  with  lawns  and  linens,  in  his  head, 
Coatino-s  and  fluffs,  and  cloths,  and  fcarlcis  red — 

Ail  that  would  fait  man,  woman,  girl,  or  boy ; 
Mufiins  and  muflinets,  jeans,  grograms,  corduroy. 

Alack!  faid  I,  he  little,  little,  dreams 
That  all  the  caili  he  guards  with  fludious  care-— 

His  calhl  the  mother  of  a  thouiand  fchemes. 

Will  hardly  buy  a  load  of  earthen  ware! 

But  why  Ihould  I  excite  the  hidden  tear 
Ey  whifpering  truths  img'atcful  to  his  ear; 

Still  let  him  travel  on,  with  fchemdng  pate. 

As  difappointment  never  comes  too  iate.-*« 
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THROUGH  woods  obfcure  and  dull  perplexing  ways. 
Slow  and  a. one,  he  urg'd  the  clumiy  wheel; 

N-)w  ilopping  ihort,  to  let  his  horfes  graze. 

Now  treating  them  with  draw  and  Indian  meal: 

At  lengch  a  /:/{}>  fteeple  caught  his  eye, 

Higher  (thought  he)  than  ever  kite  did  fly: — 

But  fo  it  is,  thefe  churchmen  are  fo  proud 
Th"y  ever  will  be  climbing  to  a  cloud; 

Bound  on  a  ficy-blue  cruife,  they  always  rig 
The  longefl:  fteeple,  and  the  largeft  wig.” 

Now  iafe  arrived  upon  the  pebbled  way. 

Where  well-born  fteeds  the  rattling  coaches  trail. 

Where  ftiops  on  fttops  are  feen — and  ladies  gay 
Walk  with  their  curtains  fome,  and  fome  their  veil; 
Where  fons  of  art  their  various  labours  ftiow 
And  one  cries  jijh!  and  one  cries  7nuffjis  ho! 

Amaz’d,  alike,  the  merchant,  and  his  pair 
Of  fcare-crow  fteeds,  did  nothing  elfe  but  ftare; 

So  new  was  all  the  feene,  that,  fmit  with  awe. 

They  grinn’d,  and  gaz’d,  and  gap’d  at  all  they  faw. 

And  often  ftopp’d,  to  afle  at  every  door. 

Sirs,  can  you  tell  us  <where^s  the  cheapeft  (lore!'*'* 

The  cheapeft  Jiore  !  ( a  fly  retailer  faid) 

Cheaper  than  cheap,  guid  faith,  I  ha  ve  to  fell ; 

Here  are  fojne  coloudd  cloths  that  never  fade: 

No  other  Jhop  can  ferve  you  half fo  vjell y 
W anting  fottie  money  7iovj,  to  pay  my  rent, 

Pll  fell  thern  at  a  lofs  of  one  per  cent, — 

Hnm-hums  are  here — and  mufins — vjhat  you  pleafe-— 
Bandanas ,  baft  as,  pullcats,  India  teas', 
hsiprov' d  by  age,  and  novo  gro^evn  very  old, 
f  And  given  avoay,  you  may  depend ;  not  fold!^^ 

Lur’d  by  the  bait  the  wily  fhopman  laid. 

He  gave  his  fteeds  their  mefs  of  ftraw  and  meal. 

Then  gazing  round  the  fliop,  thus,  cautious  faidp 
Well,  if  you  fell  fo  cheap,  I  think  we’ll  deal;  ' 

But  pray  remember,  ’tis  for  goods  I’m  come. 

For,  as  to  polecats,  we’ve  enough  at  home- — 

Full  forty  pounds  I  have,  and  that  in  gold 
(Enough  to  make  a  trading  man  look  bold) 

Unrig  your  fhelves,  and  let  me  take  a  peep; 
y ’Tis  odds  I  leave  them  bare,  you  fell  fo  cheap. 

The  city  merchant  ftood,  with  lengthen’d  jaws , 

And  ftar’d  awhile,  then  made  this  fliort  reply — 

“  You  clear  my  fhelves  1  (he  faid) — this  flielf  of  gauz4. 
‘’Us  more  than  all  your  forty  pounds  can  buy:— - 
On  yonder  board,  whofe  burthen  feems  fo  fmall 
*^That  one  man’s  pocket  might  contain  it  all, 

'‘More  value  lies,  than  you  and  all  your  race 
From  Adam  down^  could  piirchafe  or  pofteis,” 
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Convinc’d,  he  turn’d  him  to  another  Ereet, 

Where  humbler  jQiopmen  from  the  crowd  retreat; 
Here  caught  his  eye  coarfe  callicoes  and  crape. 

Pipes  and  tobacco,  ticklenburghs  and  tape. 

Pitchers  and  pots,  of  value  not  fo  high 
But  he  might  fell,  and  forty  pounds  would  buy* 
Some  jugs,  fome  pots,  fome  hfty  ells  of  tape, 

A  keg  of  wine,  a  calk  of  low  proof  rum. 

Bung’d  clofe— “for  fear  the  fpirit  fhould  efcape 
That  many  a  fot  was  waitino^  for  at  home: 

A  grofs  of  pipes,  a  cafe  of  home  made  gin. 

Tea,  powder,  Ihot—rfmail  parcels  he  laid  in; 

Molafies,  too,  for ykviche/l* -lov'mg^  wights, 

{S^.vichell,  that  wings  Sangrado’s  boldeft  flights. 

When  burfling  forth,  the  wild  ideas  roll, 

Flafh’d  from  that  farthing-candle,  call’d  his  foul:) 

All  thefe  he  bought,  and  would  have  purchas’d  more. 
To  riirnifli  out  his  Lilliputian  flore; 

But  cafh  fell  lltort-— and  they  who  fmil’d  while  yet 
The  cafh  remain’d,  now  took  a  ferious  ft—: 

.No  more  t^e  fiiop-giri  could  his  talk  endure. 

But,  like  her  cat,  fat  fallen  and  demure-7— 

The  dull  retailer  found  no  more  to  fay. 

But  fhook  his  head,  and  wifh’d  to  fneak  away. 
Leaving  his  Ijoufe-dog,  now,  to  make  reply. 

And  watch  the  counter  with  a  lynx’s  eye——  - 
Our  merchant  took  the  hint,  and  off  he  went, 
Refolv’d  to  fell  at  t-wenty  Ji^e  per  cent. 
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RETURNING  far  o’er  many  a  hill  and  flone 
And  much  in  dread  his  earthen-ware  would  break. 
Thoughtful  he  rode,  and  uttering  many  a  groan 
Left  at  fome  worm-hole  vent  his  calk  fhould  leak— 
His  cafk,  that  held  the  joys  of  rural  fquire 
Which  even,  ’twas  faid,  the  parfon  did  admire. 
And  valued  more  than  all  the  dufty  pages 
That  Calvin  penn’d,  and  fifty  other  fages — 

Once  high  in  fame — beprais’d  in  verfe  and  profe. 
But  now  unthumb’d,  enjoy  a  fafe  repofe. 

At  dulk  of  eve  he  reach’d  his  old  abode. 

Around  him  quick  his  anxious  townfmen  cam$. 

One  afk’d  what  luck  had  happ’d  him  on  the  road. 
And  one  'ungear’d  the  mud-befpatter’d  team. 

While  on  his  cafk  each  glanc’d  a  loving  eye. 

Patient,  to  all  he  gave  a  brifk  reply - 

Told  ail  that  had  befall’n  him  on  his  way. 

What  wonders  in  the  town  detain’d  his  flay— 

*  Mokftes  and  v.utjr  ;  A  beverage  mwch  wfed  in  the  Eaftcrn 
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Houfes  as  high  as  yonder  nvhite-oak  tree 

And  boats  of  monjirous  fze  that  go  to  feay  * 

Streets  throng'd  nxiith  biify  folk,  like  fwar7niHg  hi<ve ' 
^‘The  lord  knows  how  they  all  contrive  to  li<ve — 
iVo  -ploughs  I  faw,  no  hoes,  no  care,  no  charge. 

In  fa6l,  they  all  are  gentlemen  at  large. 

Arid  goods  fo  thick  on  euery  window  lie,  ) 

'They  all  feem  born  to  fell — and  none  to  buy," 


ALACK-a-day!  on  life’s  uncertain  road 
How  many  plagues,  what  evils  muft  befall;— « 

Jove  has  on  none  unmingled  blifs  bellow’d. 

But  difappointment  is  the  lot  of  all : 

Thieves  rob  our  ftores,  in  fpite  of  locks  and  keys. 

Cats  Heal  our  cream,  and  rats  in  fell  our  cheefe. 

The  gayeil  coat  a  greafe-fpot  may  alTail, 

Or  Sufan  pin  a  dilh-clout  to  its  tail. -  ’ 

Our  village  merchant  (truft  me)  had  his  (hare 
Of  vile  mis-haps — for  now,  the  goods,  unpackt, 

Difeover’d,  wkat  might  make  a  deacon  fwear 

Jugs,  cream-pots,  pipes,  and  grog-bowls  fadly  crackt - 

A  general  groan  throughout  the  crowd  was  heard ; 

Moil  pitied  him,  and  fome  his  ruin  fear’d; 

Poor  wight!  ’twas  fad  to  fee  him  fret  and  chafe. 

While  each  enquir’d,  Sir,  is  the  rum-cajh  fafe?" 

Alas!  even  that  fome  mifehief  had  endur’d- - ; 

One  rafeal  hoop  had  darted  near  the  chine ! — 

Then  curioudy  the  bung-hole  they  explor’d. 

With  dem  of  pipe,  the  leakage  to  define — 

Fi^e gallons  muf  he  charg'd  to  lofs  and  gain! — - 

— Finje  gallons!  ( cry' d  the  merchant,  writh'd  with  pain)--— 
“  Now  may  the  cooper  nenjer  fee  full  fiajk, 

‘‘  But  f  ill  be  drinjing  at  an  einpty  caf- - - 

Five  gallons  might  have  ?nellow'd  down  the  f quire 
And  made  the  captain  firut  a  full  inch  higher  3 
Five  gallons  might  have  prompted  many  a  fong. 

And  made  a  frolic  more  than  five  days  long: 

**  Five  gallons  now  are  lof,  and — fad  to  think, 

F  hat  when  they  leak'd — no  find  was  there  to  drink!" 

Now,  nightly  treated  with  a  proof-glafs  dram. 

Each  neighbour  took  his  leave,  and  went  to  bed. 

All  but  our  merchant:  he,  with  grief  o’ercome. 

Revolv’d  drange  notions  in  his  fcheming  head — 

“For  lodes  fuch  as  thefe,  (thought  he)  ’tis  meant, 

That  goods  are  fold  at  twenty -five  per  cent: 

“  No  doubt  thefe  trading  men  know  what  is  jud, 

“  ’Tis  twenty  five  times  what  they  cod  at  firdl” 

So  rigging  off  his  dielves,  by  light  of  candle. 

The  ancient  fmoke-houfe  v/alls  begin  to  diine: 
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flood  Ms  tea-pots — fome  without  a  handle* 

A  Mfoken  jar — and  there  his  keg  of  wine^ 

Pipi's,  many  a  dozen,  ordered  in  a  row; 

Jugs,  mugs,  and  grog-bowls - lefs  for  fale  than  fhow; 

The  leaky  calk,  replenifhM  from  the  well, 
iloird  to  its  birth — hut  njje  7io  tales  njuill  tell 
Catching  the  eye  in  elegant  diiplay. 

All  was  arranged  and  fnug,  by  break  of  day: 

The  blu  dra?n-bottle,  on  the  counter  plac’d. 

Stood,  ajfl  prepar’d  for  him  that  buys  to  take 


Sure  bait !  by  which  the  man  of  cajh  is  taken. 

As  rats  are  caught  by  cheefe,  or  fcraps  of  bacon. 

Now,  from  all  parts  the  rural  people  ran. 

With  ready  cafli,  to  buy  what  might  be  bought: 

One  went  to^choofe  a  pot,  and  one  a  pan. 

And  they  that  had  no  pence  their  produce  brought, 

A  hog,  a  calf,  fafe  halter’d  by  the  neck; 

Potatoes  (Ireland’s  glory)  many  a  peck; 

Bacon  and  cheefe,  of  real  value  more 
Than  India’s  gems,'  or  ail  Potofi’s  ore. 

Some  queftions  alk’d,  the  folks  began  to  flare*—* 

No  foul  would  purchafe,  pipe,  or  pot,  or  pan: 

Each  fhook  his  head - hung  back- - Your  goods  Jo  dear) 

Infadi  (faid  they)  the  devif  s  in  the  man! 

Rum  7ie'’er  Jhall  meet  my.  lips  (cry’d  honefl  Sam) 

**  In  foape  o  f  toddy,  punch,  Jling,  or  dram; 

No  cajlo  of  mine youHl  get  (faid  pouting  Kate) 

While  gau'ze  is  ‘valued  at  fo-dear  a  rated’’  - 
Thus  things  dragg’d  on  for  many  a  tedious  day; 

No  cuilom  came;  and  nought  but  difcontent 

Gloom’d  through  the  fhop - Well,  let  them  have  their  >way, 

(The  merchant  faid)  Pll fell  at  cent  per  cent. 

By  njuhich,  ’tis  plain,  T fear ce  ?nyjelf  can  fave. 

For  cent  per  cent  is  juft  the  price  1  ga  ve.” 

Nov'j!  (cry’d  the  ’fquire,  who  Hill  had  kept  his  pence) 
No^uuljir,  you  re  of  on  like  a  inan  of fenfe! 

Gift 6m  njj'ill  nonjj  from  every  quarter  come; 

In  joyous  ft  reams  Jhall  flow  the  infp’iring  rum, 

’Till  every  foul  in  pie  aft ng  dreams  be  fu  :k, 

Jnd  even  our  Socrates  him] elf — —is  drunk!’* 

Soon  were  the  Ihelves  difburthen’d  of  their  load; 

In  three  fhort  hours  the  keg  of  wine  ran  dry — 

Swift  from  its  tap  even  dull  inolafTes  flow’d; 

Each  faw  the  rum-cafk  walling,  with  a  ligh— • 

Here  lies  a  worthy  cortfe  (Sangrado  faid) 

**  Its  debt  to  drunkards  novj,  no  doubt,  is  paid - - 

Well - ’twas  a  vile  difeafe  that  kill’d  if,  Jure, 

A  quick  confumption,  that  ?io  art  could  cure! 

Thus  flyall  we  all,  when  life’s  vain  dream  is  out,. 

Be  lodg’d  in  corners  dark,  or  kick’d  about 
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Time  is  the  tapjier  oj'  our  race  helouxjy 
That  turns  the  kejy  and  bids  the  juices  flo^v : 

^^uitting  my  books,  hencej'orth  be  mine  t  :e  t  ijk 
**do  7noralize  up^n  this  empty  cask-  ■ 

Thank  heaven,  vse^ve  had  the  r  jar  Uveas  vs  ell 

And Jlill,  thro'  mercy,  7nay  enjoy  the  smell  1” 

epilogue. 

WELL ! range  it  is,  that  men  vjill JiiH  apply 
Things  to  themfeTues ,  that  autuors  never  ?7iecuit : 

Each  country  merchant  ajks  Is  it  I 

On  vjhom  your  r  .yjning  ridicule  is  Jpent?" 

Friends,  hold  your  to7zgues—Tuch ,  znyriads  cf your  race 
Adorn  Cohcmbiad s fertile,  j^avoiir  d  czitnes, 

A  man  7night  rove  Je  ven  years  j'rom  place  to  place 

Ere  he  vjoidd  kztoav  the  JubjeA  of  my  rhymes - 

Perhaps  in  ferfey  is  this  creature  knovon. 

Perhaps  Neva -England  clams  him  for  her  o^s^n: 

And  if  frotn  Fancy's  world  this  wight  I  drevo. 

What  is  the  imagin'd  character  to yo-u'd 
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EPISTOLARY  LINES 
On  the  death  of  a  FIDDLER. 

Jn  Life’s  fair  morn  a  Fiddle,  was  liis  clioicc. 
This  lie  preferr’d  to  Reafon’s  fober  voice; 

Some  fcores  of  tunes,  on  cat-gut  taught  to  play. 
Sweetly  he  fcrap’d  the  dream  of  life  away: 

From  lioufe  to  houfe  (the  joy  of  all)  he  ran, 
V/elcome  to  all,  this  mufic-making  man; 

Where’er  he  went,  he  bade  all  difeord  ceafe 
And  howling  brats  by  him  were  huili’d  to  peace: 
Where’er  he  went,  to  play  for  beau  or  belle. 

Much  they  admir’d  the  god  within  the  JhelT, 

Each  grey-hair’d  dame  for  that  poftpon’d  all  care^ 
And  own’d  this  fiddle  was  a  fweet  affair. — 

No  foe  had  he  (’twas  worthy  of  remark) 

Except,  perhaps,  the  preacher  and  his  clerk. 

Some  deacon  grave,  who  liv’d  by  looking  fad. 
Some  rival  wight,  who  no  fuch  fiddle  had: 

Thefe  were,  indeed,  difgufted  with  its  tone; 
Becaufe— rtke  world  preferr’d  it  to  their  own. 

But,  mark  the  event— with  ail  his  fiddling  fkill. 
Tips  man  of  tunes  went  capering  down  the  hill: 
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From  endlefs  mirth,  an  idle  habit  fprung. 

And  years  advanc’d,  in  fpite  of  all  he  fung!— - 
Defpiung  home,  and  abfent  day  from  day, 

Perplext  with  weeds  his  little  garden  lay:— 

Hence  plagues  came  on,  and  hence,  too  foon  arofe 
From  midnight  drams  the  diamonds  on  his  nofe; 

Hence,  fancy  cares,  that  would  no  longer  wait. 

Seiz’d  all  the  man,  and  pidlur’d  out  his  jate. 

New  artifts  role;  that  each  became  his  foe^ 

Play’d  livelier  tunes  (or  people  thought  them  fo); 

Soon  out  of  date  the  grey-hair’d  fcraper  grew, 

(I'he  truth  was  this,  they  wanted  fomething  new:) 
Surpriz’d  he  faw  full  feventy  years  were  pail — 

And  do  I  wakel — (the  fiddler  cry’d)  at  lafl? 

While  others  toil’d,  to  blefs  the  rainy  day. 

Ye  gods  I  have  I  done  nothing  elfe  but  play^^\ 

With  grief  he  faw  the  patches  on  his  coat, 

Himfelf — his  fiddle — on  the  world  afloat; 

His  hat,  a  flouch  that  beggars  might  abufe. 

And  toes  uncouth,  that  peep’d  from  both  his  fhoes— • 
Then  curs’d  his  firings,  his  rofin,  and  his  art. 

And  faid — ’Tis  fo!  your  fiddler  mull  depart P*” 

Now  he  is  dead! — ye  few  that  prize  him  ftill. 

That  once  admir’d — nay,  once  ador’d  his  fkill: 

And  THOU,  to  whom  1  dedicate  my  lay. 

Ah!  for  the  joys  he  gave,  this  tribute'  pay! 

You — at  whofe  wedding  he  fo  finely  play’d. 

That  night,  when  Celia  ceas’d  to  be  a  maid, 

Whofe  charms,  that  night,  bade  every  bofom  glow. 
Charms,  that  were  toafled  twenty  years  ago! — 

To  him — that  once  you  deem’d  out-done  by  none. 

For  hiniy  provide  the  monumental  flonel 
From  other  worlds  he  had  not  much  to  hope. 

No  Have  to  Luther,  Calvin,  or  the'  Pope. 

(Perhaps  fome  better  work  employs  him  there— 
Perhaps  on  Pluto’s  coafl  no  fiddles  are! — ) 

Howe’er  that  be,  allow  me  to  remark— 

(Since  things  to  come, are  fadly  in  the  dark) 

A  Newark  stone,  companion  of  repofe. 

Should  tell  the  infcription  that  the  Mufe  bellows: 

And  ere  that  STONE  his  mouldering  dull  coniines^ 

You  give  me  but  the  hint— I’ll  write  the  lines! 


i 


1 


mm 


\ 

\  . 


i 


/ 

X  POEMS  ON  SEVERAL' occasions;  17 

ON  AMERICAN  ANTIQIJITY. 
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.,/\^MERICA,  to'  every  climate  known. 

Spreads  ner  broad  bofom  to  the  burning  zone. 

To  either  pole  extends  her  vail  domain 
Where  varying  funs  o’er*  different  fummcrs  reign. 

Wide  wandering  llreams,  vail  plains,  and  pathleis  woods. 

Bold  ihores,  conlin’d  by  circumfcribing  Hoods, 

Denote  this  land-— whole  fertile,  rlowery  breaH: 
i  Teems  with  all  life — and  man,  its  nobler  gueil. 

In  days  of  old,  from  ocean’s  deepeil  bed, 

Gulphs  unexplor’d;  and  countries  of  the  dead. 

Rous’d  by  fome  voice,  that  ihook  all  nature's  frame. 

From  the  vail  depth  this  new  creation  came: 

Perpetual  change  its  varying  nature  feels. 

The  wave  once  Hovv’d  that  now  with  froll  conp-eals, 

Suns  on  its  bread  have  fhed  a  feebler  iire,  ' 

Oceans  have  roll’d  where  mountains  now  afoire. 

The  foil’s  proud  lord  a  changeful  temper  knows. 

Fro  in  diffe  ring  earths  his  various  nature  grows: 

Long,  long  before  the  time  that  fophiils  plan 
Exiiled  in  thefe  woods  the  race  of  man,  i 

Warm’d  into  life  by  Tome  creating^  flame. 

All  worlds  pervading,  and  through  all,  th6  fame ! 

Not  from  the  weft  their  fwarthy  tribes  they  brought, 

As  Europe’s  pride  and  Afla’s  fody^taught; 

With  the  fame  eafe  the  great  difpofing  power 
Produc’d  a  man,  a  reptile,  or  a  flower: — 

See  tile  fwift  deer,  in  lonely  wilds  that  flrays. 

See  the  tali  elk,  that  in  the  valley  plays,  • 

'  See  the  fierce  tiger’s  raging,  ravenous  band,  ^ 

And  wolves  (their  race  as  ancient  as  thcdand) 

Did  thefe  of  old  from  bleak  Kamfchatka  come. 

And  traverfe  feas,  to  find  a  happier  home?- - 

No! - from  this  dud,  this  common  ditfiy  they  drew  . 

Their  different  forms,  proud  man,  that  moulded  you.*— 

At  find,  half  beads,  untaught  to  till  the  land, 

'  Carelefs,  they  fed  from  Nature’s  fodering  hand; 

In  depths  of  deferts  dream’d  their  lives  away'. 

Sought  no  new  worlds,  nor  look’d  beyond  to-day: 

The  Almighty  power,  that  lives  and  breaches  through  all. 

Bade  fome  faint  rays  on  thefe  dark  nations  i'JA; 

Early,  to  them  did  reafoning  fouls  impart. 

Inventive  genius,  and  fome  dawn  of  art; 

^Then  left  them  here,  withTenfe  snougli  to  win. 

Or  cheat  the  bear,  or  panther  of  his  Ikin; 

Mean  huts  to  build,  regardlcfs  of  their  form. 

Completely  biefi-,  if  fheltercd  from  the  dorm; 
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To  fee  the  feafons  change,  day  turn  to  night; 

Bou'  to  the  lamps  of  heaven  that  gave  them  light. 
Beam’d  in  the  fpring,  or  bade  the  fummer  glow, 
I'iieir  harvefls  ripen,  and  their  gardens  grow - 


4  BATAVIAN  PICTUfLE, 

Sons  of  the  earth,  for  plodding  genius  fam’d, 
Bata^-via  long  her  earthborn  natives  claim’d: 

Begot  from  induftry,  and  not  hom  loue. 

Swarming  at  lengtii,  to  thefe  fair  climes  they  move.*—  • 
Still  in  ti>cfe  climes  their  numerous  race  furvive. 

And,  born  to  labour,  flill  are  found  to  thrive; 

*J  hro^  rain  and  funfhine  toiling  for  their  heirs 
'I  hey  hold  no  nation  on  this  earth  like  theii^s. 

Fond  of  themfelves,  no  generous  motives  bind. 

To  thofe  chat  fpeak  their  gibberilh,  only  kind:— 

Yet  ftili  fome  virtues,  candor  mull  confefs. 

And  truth  lhall  own,  fome  virtues  they  pofTefs: 

VvTere’er  they  fix,  all  nature  fmiles  around  ’ 

Groves  bend  with  fruit  and  plenty  cloathes  the  ground; 
No  barren  trees  to  lliade  their  domes  are  feen. 

Trees  mull  be  fertile,  and  their  dwellines  clean. 

No  idle  fancy  dares  its  whims  apply,  -  \ 

Or  hope  attention  from  the  m-aller’s  eye. 

All  tends  to  fomething  that  mull  pelf  produce. 

All  for  fome  end,  and  every  thing  its  ufe: — * 

Eternal  fcowetinns  keep  their  floors  afloat 
Neat  as  the  outfide  of  the  Sunday  coat; 

"I  he  hoe,  the  loom,  the  female  band  employ, 

Thefe  all  their  pleafure,  thefe  their  darling  joy;— •  . 

The  Itrong-ribb’d  lafs  no  id’e  pailions  move. 

No  frail  ideas  of  romantic  love; 

He  to  her  hea^t  the  readiell  path  can  And 
Who  comes  wkh  gold,  and  counts  her  to  be  kind. 

She  heeds  not  valour,  learning,  wit,  or  birth,'  " 

Minds  not  the  fwain — but  alks  him”  what  he’s  worth. 

No  female  fears  in  her  firm,  breaft  prevail, 

I'he  helm  £he  handles  and  Ihe  trims  the  fail. 

In  I'ome  fmaii  barque  the  way  to  market  finds, 

Hau!s  aft  the  iheet,  or  veers  it  to  the  winds. 

While  plac’d  a-head,  fubfervient  to  her  will, 
finokes  his  pipe,  and  wonders  atiier  flrilL 
Health  to  th'^^ir  toils— thus  may  they  llili  go  on—* 
Curfe  on  my  penk  What  virtues  have  I  drawn! 

Is  this- the  general  taile?  No  (TruT  replies)— 

If  fond  of  beauty,  guiltlefs  of  dilguife. 
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See — (where,  tlie  focial  circle  meant  to  grace) 

The  fair  Cefarean  fhades  her  lovely  face, — 

She,  early  held  to  happier  ta^is  at  home,  ^ 

Prefe^rs  the  labours -that  her  fex  become, 

Remote  from  vievV,  direcls  fome  favourite  art. 

And  leaves  to  hardier  man  the  ruder  paxt» 

«i-  II.  «i— I  Ill  ■  III.,.  II  .■>!  I  III.  1 1  I  ... 

Parr;ier  DOBBINS’S  Complaint, 

T‘ 

HREE  daughters  I  have,  and  as  prettily  made. 

As  handfome  as  any  you’ll  fee. 

And  lov  rs  they  count — but  ftill  I’m  afraid 
They  alwayj^  will  hang  upon  me. 

In  writing  of  letters,  and  talking  of  love 
They  are  fooliihly  fpending  their  time; 

One  gives  them  a  ribbon,  and  one  a  new  glove. 

And  thus  they  are  paffing  their  prime. 

With  idle  romances  my  book-cafe  is  kor’d 
That  teach  not  to  praife  or  to  pray. 

And  the  Bible  itfelf  is  diicharg’d  from  the  board, 

Wiiere,  once,  with  Jack  Banyan  it  lay. 

Thefe  bucks  of  the  town,  with  their  elegant  coats-— 

I’m  fick  of  their  horfes  and  chairs 
They  plunder  my  hay,  and  they  pilfer  my  oats — 

Am  I  keeping  a  tavern,  my  dears 

\ 

Thefe  fuitors  and  lovers,  that  never  can  love. 

Content  with  a  fqueeze  of  the  hand; - - 

■Tho’  often  the  fabje.5t  of  Hymen  1  move, 

^Tis  a  fabje£l  they  can’t  underiuind. 

This  courting  and  courting,  and  never  concIuTng 
Is  nonfenfe — I’m  forry  to  fay: 

Your  killing  and  playing  is  rather  intruding 
XJnlefs — ■‘jQu  v;ill  take  them  a-veaj! 
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PY.  RAMIDS  OF  EGYPT. 

'  1  :  i  -  - 

A  DIA  LOGUE., 


i  , 


Scene.  Egypt. 

■»  ' 

Perfons.  Traveller,  Genius,  Timi* 


/  ^ 


r 


P‘raueller^ 


HERE  are  thofe  far-fam’d  piles  of  human  grandeur, 
I'kofe  fpninxes,  pyramids,  and  Pompey’s  pillar. 

That  bid  defiance  to  the  arm  of  time — 

Tell  me,  dear  Genius,  for  I  long  to  fee  them* 

I 

Genius. 

At  Alexandria  rifes  Pompey’s  pillar, 

Whofe  date  is  but  o/  yeiderday,  compar’d 

With  thofe  prodigious  fabricks  that  you  fee 

O’er  yonder  dillant  p.’ain—- upon  whofe  breaH  ^  < 

Old  Nile  hath  never  roil’d  his  fweliing  dream, 

I'he  only  plain  fo  privileg’d  in  Egypt; 

Thefe  pyramids  may  well  excite  your  wonder, 

'They  are  of  mod  remote  antiquity, 

Almod  co-eval  with  thofe  cloud-crown’d  hills 
That  wedward  from  them  rife — long  ere  the  age 
That  faw  old  Babel’s  tower  afpiring  high. 

Then  drd  the  fage  Egyptian  architefts 
Thefe  ancient  turrets  to  the  heaven  rais’d; — 

,  But  Babel’s  tower  is  gone,  and  thefe  remain!  '  \ 

^ •  ^ra'-veller. 

Old  Rome  I  thought  unrivaPd  in  her  years. 

At  lead  the  remnants  that  we  find  at  Rome, - - 

Deep  are  they  funk  in  dark  antiquity; — 

But  thefe,  you  tell  me,  are  of  older  date. 

Genius. 

Talk  not  of  Rome ’.-—before  they  lopt  a  bufli 

From  the  mven  hills  where  Rome,  earth’s  emprefs,  dood^ 

Thefe  pyramids  were  old - their  birth-day  is 

Beyond  tradition’s  reach,  or  hidory. 

^raueller. 

Then  I'et  us  hade  toward  thofe  piles  of  worder 
That  fcorn  to  bend  beneath  this  weight  of  years — 

Lo!  to  my  view,  the  aweful  manfions  rife 
The  pride  of  art,  the, deeping  place  of  death! 

Are  thefe  the  four  prodigious  monuments 
That  fo  adonilh  every  generation 
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Let  US  exasnine  this,  the  firll  and  greateft — 

A  fecret  horror,  chills  my  brcaft,  dear  Genius, 

To  touch  thefe  monument^  that  are  fo  ancient, 

Tne  fearful  property  of  ghofts  and  death!—* 

And  of' fuch  mighty  bulk,  that  I  prefuine 

A  race  of  giants  were  the  architeds.— - 

Since  thefe  proud  fabricks  to  the  heavens  were  rais’d 
H  ow  many  generations  have  decay’d,  ^ 

How  many  monarchies  to  ruin  pafs’d! 

H  ow  many  empires  had  their  rile  and  fall! 

While  thefe  remain — and  promife  to  remain 
As  long  as  yonder  fun,  that  gilds  their  fummits. 

Or  moon  or  dars  their  wonted  circuits  run. 

Genius, 

_ _ — - - - The  time  will  cornc 

Waen  thefe  llupendous  piles  you  deem  immortal. 

Wo  rn  out  ;with  age,  dtall  moulder  on  their  bafes. 

And  down,  down,  low  to  endlefs  ruin  verging, - 

O’erwhclm’d  by  dud,  be  feen  and  known  no  more! — - 

Ages  ago,  in  dark  oblivion’s  lap 

Had  they  been  flirouded,  but  the  atmofphere 

In  thefe  parch’d  climates,  holiile  to  decay, 

Is  oregnant  with  no  rain,  thit  by  its  moilture 
Might  waile  their  bulk  in  fach  excefs  of  time. 

And  prove  them  merely  mortal.— 

’Twas  on  this  plain  the  ancient  Memphis  Hood, 

Her  walls  encircled  thefe  tall  pyramids- — — 

B  it  vv  iere  is  Pharaoh’s  palace,  where  the  domca 
Of  Egypt’s  haughty  lords  all,  all  arc  gone, 

And  like  the  phantom  fnows  of  a  May  morning. 

Left  not, a  vefiige  to  remember  them! 

'traveller. 

How  lhall  I  reach  the  vertex  of  this  pile— 

How  lhali  I  clamber  up  its  flielving  hdes.? 

I  fcarce  endure  to  glance  towards  the  fummit. 

It  feems  among  the  clouds - When  was’t  thou  rais’d. 

O  work  of  more  than  mortal  majefty-^ 

Was  this  produc’d  by  perfevering  man. 

Or  did  the  gods  ere6t  this  pyramid.^ 

Genius,  , 

Nor  gods,  nor  giants  rais’d  this  pyramid — ■ 

It  was  the  toil  of  mortals  like  yourfelf. 

That  fwell’d  it  to  the  fsies - - 

Seek  thou  yon’  little  door.'’  Through  that  they  pafs’d. 

Who  rais’d  fo  high  this  ag  gregate  of  wonders  1  '  ’• 

What  cannot  tyrants  do,  ..  .  , 

When  they  ha yeTubjed  nations  at  their  .will. 

And  the  world’s  wealth  to  gratify  ambition! 

Millions  of  Haves  beneath,  their  labours  fainted. 
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Who  here  were  doom’d  to  toil  inceir.intly. 

And  years  elaps’d  while  groaning  myriads  Erove 
"I'o  raife  this  mighty  tomb — and  but  to  hide 
The' worthlefs  bones  of  an  Egyptian  king.— 

O  wretch,  might  not  a  humbler  tomb  have  done> 
Could  nothing  but  a  pyramid  inter  thee? 

Traveller. 

Perhaps  old  Jacob’s  race,  when  here  opprefs’d, 

Rais  d,  in  their  years  of  bondage,  this  dread  pile# 

Genius. 

Before  the  Jewifh  patriarchs  faw  the  light. 

While  yet  the  globe  was  in  its  infancy^  ' 

Thefe  were  erefled  to  the  pride  of  man' - - 

Sy<  thoufand  years  have  run  their  tedious  round 

Since  thefe  fmooth  ftones  were  on  each  other  laid. 

Six  thoufand  more  may  run  as  dull  a  round 

Ere  Egypt  fees  her  pyramids  decay’d.  < 

* 

Traveller. 

But  fifFer  me  to  enter,  and  behold 
The  interior  winders  of  this  edihee. 

Genius. 

^Tis  darknefs  all,  with  hateful  filence  join’d— 

Here  drowfy  bats  enjoy  a  dull  repofe. 

And  marble  colhns,  Vticant  of  their  bones. 

Show  where  the  royal  dead  in  ruin  lay! 

-By  every  pyramid  a  temple  rofe 

Where  oft,  in  concert,  thofe  of  ancient  time 

Sung  to  their  goddels  Isis  hymns  of  praiie; 

But  thefe  are  fallen! — their  columns  too  fuperb 
Are  levell’d  with  the  dull — nor  thefe  alone—  , 
Where  Ls  thy  vocal  llatue,  Memnonf  now. 

That  once,  refponlive  to  the  morning  beams, 
Harmonioully  to  father  Phoebus  fung ! 

Where  is  the  image  that  in  pall  time  Hood 
High  on  the  fummit  of  yon’  pyramid? — 

Still  may  you  fee  its  polilh’d  pedellal—  ^ 

Where  art  thou  ancient  Thebes? - all  buried  lowj 

All  vanilli’d!  crumbled  into  mother  dud. 

And  nothing  of  antiquity  remains  . 

But  thefe  huge  pyramids,  and  yonder  hills. 

Time. 

Old  Babel’s  tower  hath  felt  my  potent  arm, 

I  ruin’d  Echatan  and  Babylon, 

Thy  huge  Colodiis,  Rhodes,  I  tumbled  down. 

And  on  thefe  pyramids  I  fmote  my  fey  the; 

But  they  refid  its  edge— — -then  let  them  Hand.— « 
But  I  can  boad  a  grreater  feat  than  this, 
i  long  ago  have  dirouded  thofe  in  death 
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Who  made  thefe  flrudiires  rebels  to  my  power—* 
But.  O  return* — Thefe  piles  afe  not  immortal! 

This  earth,  with  all  its  belts  of  hills  and  mountains. 
Shill  perilh  by  my  hand— —then  how  can  thefe, 
T.icfe 'hoary -headed  pyramids  of  Egypt, 

That  are  but  dwindled  warts  upon  her  body. 

That  on  a  little,  little  Ipot  of  ground 
Excinguifh,  the  dull  radiance  of  the  fun. 

Be  proof  to  death  and  me? - Traveller  return*— 

There’s  nought  but  GOD  immortal - He  alone 

Exids  fecure,  when  Genius,  Man,  and 
(Ti  ne  not  immortal,  but  a  viewlefs  point 
In  the  vail  circle  of  eternity)  •  ^ 

Are  fwallow’d  up,  and,  like  the  pyramids. 

Leave  no^  an  atom  for  their  monument! 

[Anno  1769.] 


The  BANISHED  MAN. 

9  ^ 

Since  Man' may  every  region  claim. 

And  Nature  is,  in  all,  the  fame. 

And  lAje  a  part  of  her  wide  plan, 

Teil  me,  what  makes  The  Banish’d  Man? 

I 

The  favourite  fpot,  that  gave  us  birth. 

We  fondly  call,  our  mother  earth; 

And  hence  our  vain  diflinflions  grow. 

And  man  to  man  becomes  a  foe* 

That  friendlhip  to  all  nations  due. 

And  taught  by  reafon  to  parfue. 

That  love,  which  Ihould  the  world  corhbine. 

To  Country  why  do  we  confine! 

The  Grecian  fage  (old  dories  fay) 

When  quedion’d  where  his  country  layv 
Infpir’d  by  heaven,  made  no  reply. 

But  raised  his  finger  to  tlsic  Jky. 

No  region  has,  on  earth,  been  known 
But  fome,  of  choice,  have  made  their  own:- — 
'Your  tears  are  nOt  from  Reafon’ s  lourcc 
If  choice  can  take  the  path  oi  force, 

Alas !  (you  cry)  that  is  not  all:  _ 

My  former  frieiidfhips  I  recall. 

My  houfe,  my  farm,  my  days,  my  nights. 
Scenes  vanifh’d  now,  and  pad  deiighisN”— 
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Difiance  for  ahfence  you  miilake — — 

Here,  days  and  nighcs  their  circuits  make; 

Here,  Nature  walks  her  beauteous  round. 

And  friendfuip  may — perhaps— be  found.  / 

If  times  grow  dark,  or  wealth  retires. 

Let  Rcalon  check  your  protid  dehres: 

Virtue  the  liumbiel}:  garb  can  wear. 

And  iofs  .of  wealth  is  iofs  of  care. 

Thus,  half  unwilling,  half  refign’d, 

Defponding,  why,  the  generous  mind?— 

'1  hink  right, — -nor  be  the  hour  delayed 
That  dies  the  fun,  to  feek  the  lhade. 

,  Though  injur’d,  exil’d,  or  alone, 

Nobiy  prefume  the  world  your  own. 

Convinc’d  that,  fmce  the  world  beo-an, 

^ime,  only,  makes  ^he  Banijh^d  Man, 

X4?~.  X^  4^. 

COLUMBUS  TO  FERDINAND. 

Columbus  was  a  confiderabls  number  of, years  engaged  in  follciting  the  Court  of 
^  Spain  to  fit  him  out,  in  order  to  difcover  a  new  Continent,  which  he  imagined 
to  exift  lomevvhere  in  the  weftern  parts  of  the  ocean.  During  his  negociatioo8> 
he  is  here  fuppofed  to  addrefs  king  Ferdinand  in  the  following  fianzas.*— * 

JlLUSTRIOLIS  Monarch  of  Iberia’s  foil. 

Too  long  I  wait  permiffion  to  depart; 

Sick  of  delays,  I  beg  thy  liftening  ear — 

Shine  forth  the  patron  and  the  prince  of  art. 

♦ 

While  yet  Columbus  breathes  the  vital  air. 

Grant  his  requeh'to  pafs  the  weftern  main; 

Referve  this  glory  for  thy  native  foil, 

'  And  what  muft  pleafe  thee  more — for  thy  own  reign. 

Of  this  huge  globe,  how  fmall  a  part  we  know — 

Does  heaven  their  worlds  to  weftern  funs  deny.^ — • 

How  difproportion’d  to  the  mighty  deep 

'  The  lands  that  yet  in  human  profpedl  lie!  i 

^ . 

Does  Cyntl>ia,'when  to  weftern  Ikies  arriv’d. 

Spend  her  fweet  beam  upon  the  barren  main  ,  , 

And  ne’er  illume  with  midnight  fplendor,  ftie. 

The  natives  dancing  on  the  lightfcme  green—? 

I 

Should  the  vaft  circuit  of  the  world  contain 
Such  waftes  of  ocean,  and  fuch  fcanty  land?— • 

’Tis  reafon’s  voice  that  bids  me  think  not  fo  5  * 

I*  think  more  nobly  of  the  Almighty  hand. 
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t 

Does  yon’  fair  lamp  trace  half  the  circle  round 
To  light  the  waves  and  monilers  of  the  feas? — 

No — be- there  maft, 'beyond  the  billowy  wadcj 
Iflands,  and  men,  and  animals,  and  trees. 

f 

An  unremitting  flame  my  breafl:  infpires 
To  feek  new  lands  amidll  the  barren  waves. 

Where  fal  ing  low,  tue  fource  of  day  defcends_. 

And  tiie  blue  fea  his  evening  vifage  laves.  * 

Hear,  in  his  tragic  lay,  Cordova’s  fage:  * 

time  njoill  come,  'when  numerous  years  are 
"The  ocean  jhall  iinlooj'e  the  bands  of  things ,  /  . 

And  an  esetended  region  rife  at  lafj 

And  TypHis  Jhall  Jiflofe  the  ?nighfy  land 
Far,  far  a^vay,  where  none  hanje  rov^d  before ; 

Nor  Jhall  the  world' s  remoteft  region  be 
Gibraltar's  rock,  or  Thule’s  favage  foreN 

Fir’d-at  the  theme,  I  languifli  to  depart. 

Supply  the  barque,  and  bid  Columbus  fail. 

He  fe.irs  no  florms  upv)n  the  untravell’d  deep; 

Reafon  {hall  fleer,  and  flail  difarm  the  gale. 

\ 

Nor  does  he  dread  to  lofe  the  intended  courfe. 

Though  far  from  land  the  reeling  galley  ilray. 

And  /kies  above,  and  gulphy  feas  below 
Be  the  foie  objeds  feen  for  many  a  day. 

•  *  *  • 

Think  not  that  Nature  has  unveil’d  in  vain 

The  rayflic  magnet  to  the  mortal  eye  : 

So  late  have  we  the  guiding  needle  plann’d 

Oniy  to  fail  beneath  our  nativ-’e  fky? 

Ere  this  was  known,  the  ruling  power  of  all 
Form’d  for  our  ufe  an  ocean  in  the  land. 

Its  breadth  fo  fniall,  we  could  not  wander  long. 

Nor  long  be  abfent  from  the  neighbourino^  llrand.  ' 

Short  was  the  courfe,  and  guided  by  the  ftars. 

But  ftars  no  more  /hall  point  our  daring  way; 

The  Bear  fliall  fmk,  and  every  guard  be  drown’d. 

And  great  Ardurus  fcarce  efcape  the  fea,  * 

When  fouthward  we  /hall  fteer — — O  grant  my  v/ifli. 

Supply  the  barque,  and  bid  Columbus  fail. 

He  dreads  no  tempefts  on  the  untravcll’d  deep, 

Reafon  ftiall  fteer,  and  fkill  diftirrri  the  gale. 

*  Seneca  the  Poet,  native  of  Cordova  in  ^^diin.—^Vcmcnt  amni  icrcula  sens,  quihui 
eceanus  nnncula  rerum  laxet,  et  ingcns  .patent  tcltus,  Typhhqiie  no<iios  d  orbes  j  nee 
sit  terns  ultima  Seneca.  Med.  ACt  iii.  V.  375. 
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$ 

THE  DESERTED  FARM-HOUSE. 


HIS  antique  dome  the  infatiate  tooth  of  tinle 
Now  level  with  the  dull  has  almolt  laid;— 

Yet  ere  ’tis  gone,  I  feize  niy  humble  theme 
Irom  tj^iefe  low  ruins,  that  his  years  have  made. 

JBehold  the  unfocial  hearth] — where  once  the  fires 
Blaz’d  high,  and  foothhi  the  wintry  traveller’s  woes; 
See  the  weak  roof,  that  abler  props  requires. 

Admits  the  winds,  and  fwift  defcending  fnows. 

Here,  to  forget  the  labours  of  the  day,  ^ 

No  more  the  fwains  at  evening  hours  repair. 

But  wandering  flocks  aflhme  the  well  known  way 
To  fhun  the  rigours  of  the  midnight  air. 

In  yonder  chamber,  half  to  ruin  gone. 

Once  flood  the  ancient  houfewife’s  curtain’d  bed — « 
Timely  the  prudent  matron  has  withdrawn. 

And  each  domeflic  comTort  with  her  fled. 

i 

The  trees,  the  flowers  that  her  own  hands  had  rear’d,, 
The  plants,  the  vines,  that  were  fo  verdant  feen, — 
The  trees,  the  flowers,  the  vines  have  difappear’d. 
And  every  plant  has  vanilh’d  from  the  green.-  ( 

So  fits  in  tears  on  wide  Campania’s  plain 
Rome,  once  the  miflrefs  of  a  world  enflav’d; 

.That  triumph’d  o’er  the  land,  fubdued  the  main. 

And  Time  himfelf,  in  her  wild  tranfports,  brav’d. 

\ 

I  ^ 

So  fits  in  tears  on  Paleftirta’s  fhore 

The  Hebrew  town,  of  fplendor  once  divine - - 

Her  kings,  her  lords,  her  triumphs  are  no'  more ; 

Slain  are  her  priefts,*and  ruin’d  every  Ihrine, 

Once,  in  the  bounds  of  this  deferted  room. 

Perhaps  fome  fwain  noflurnal  courtfhip  made, 

Perhaps  fome  Sherlock  mus’d  amidft  the  gloom;  ^ 

Since  Love  and  Death  forever  feek  the  lhade. 

■** 

Perhaps  fome  mifer,  doom’d  to  difeontent. 

Here  counted  p’er  the  heaps  acquir’d  with  pain: 

He  to  the  dull — his  gold,  on  traffick  fent. 

Shall  ne’er  difgrace  thefe  mouldering  walls  again. 

Nor  fliall  the  glow-worm  fopling,  funfhine  bred. 

Seek,  at  the  evening  hour,  this  wonted  dome— — ^ 
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Time  His  reduc’d  the  f.ibrlck  to  a  (Hed, 

Scarce  fit  to  be  the  wandering  beggar’s  home. 

And  none  but  I  its  difmal  doom  lament — 

None,  none  but  I  o’er  its  cold  allies  niaurn, 

Smt  by  the  mufe — (the  time  perhaps  mis-fpent — ) 

To  write  dull  ftanzas  on  this  dome  forlorn. 

#*##*4j:#*#****####  *##**#**#’^' 

THE  DEBTOR’S  SOLILO  QJJ  Y. 

.y^LLUR’D  by  tru^,  from  ftiop  to  fhop  I  ran. 

Gaz’d  at  the  windows  deckM  with  gaudy  gear 
Aluilins,  and  lawns,  and  laces;  papers,  books. 

And  cloths,  the  nneft  from  Britannia’s  looms; 

'1^00  tempting  to  the  eye! — Much  did  I  talk 
XVith  that  thrice  happy  wight,  who  confiant  Hands 
Muling  behind  the  counter — all  his  aim 

*l'o  catch  the  pence  of  lady  or  of  fquire,' 

•  / 

Moll  things  I  bought,  but  always  figh’d  for  more. 

I  bought,  i  deed — but  not  one  ounce  of  wit; 

Mark  that,  and  mark  it  down  to  nly  confufion — - 
O  credit,  credit,  what  a  cheat  art  thou! — 

'  ^  f  \ 

I  paid  no  cafii — ’twas  noted  for  a  crime 

By  that  recording  hand,  which  waste-book  keeps.  ' 

Nor  fhaf  a  one;  but  cruelly  transfers 
To  Journaly  Ledyer — and  the  lord  knows  what. 

Away  I  went;  my  bayinp-s  fafely  flow’d, 
nether  on  negro’s  head,  or  dray — no  matter— 

Soft  pafs’d  the  joyous  months  that  interven’d^ 

While  yet  the  bufy  hours  ran  fweetly  on, 

Wnile  yet  no  ’prentice  boys  approach’d  my  door 
'  W  th  leH:ures  fhort,  but  ferious  as  the  grave. 

Preaching  up  mournful  truths  from  bcardlefs  dun  I 

But  PAY-DAY  came  at  laft — and  with  it  brouo-Iit  ^ 

Unnumber’d  plagues  and  cares,  and  doubts,  ancl  fears, 

A;id  grants,  and  growls,  and  grumblings  without  end. 

And  quirks,  and  quibbles,  lies  and  fubterfages. 

Billets  and  notes  with  compliments  cut  ihort; 

Ay — fach  as  fcarcely,  Liu,  — humhle  fervant! 

Whene’er  I  wmlk’d  the  Hreets,  I  found  no  red— 

And  rather  would  have  met  (horn’d,  tail’d,  and  hoof’d,)  ■ 

Old  Satan’s  jfeifi  than  fac’d  one  creditor - - 

The  knocker  had  no  interval  of  paufe. 

And  every  man. that  came,  came  with  a  dun. 

And  fancy  looks,  and  fliff  impertinence. 
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And  heavy  lowering  brow,  that  fpoke  no  good!  ■ 

'I'ols’d  to  and  fro’  upon  a  fca  of  debt 
Each  day  beheld  me  more  and  more  diilrefs’d 
A  paper-kite  aniidil  the  raging  ftorms, 

A  ichool  boy’s  boat  upon  the  Atlantic  wave! 

What  could  I  more  ? - -I  bundled  up  my  duds. 

Pull’d  to  the  door,  that  flood  upon  a  jar,  • 

Beneath  the  threfhold  laid  the  landlord’s  key. 

And  at  the  hour  when  ghoils  are  faid  to  walk 
March’d  off,  and  left  even  Mafier  Snip,  unpaid! 

Blame  me,  ye  men  of  cold  philofophy. 

That  fear  no  Iheriifs,  coudables,  or  writs——— 

Blame  me  who  will — I  relilh  not  a  jail. 

And,  be  my  trotters  in  what  plight  they  may, 

(Even  tho’  my  ponderous  jack-hoots  were  unfoai’d) 

Still  ^ould  they  bear  me  from  thofe  dull  retreats 
Where  want  of  fpirit  keeps  the  priioner  fail, 

'And  wretches  pine,  and  harpies  turn  the  key. 

-r —  ~ —  — i—  ~ 

1'  H  E 

vS  A  B  B  A  T  H-D  AY  C  H  A  C  E. 

1 

On  a  line  Sunday  morning  I  mounted  my  deed 
And  fouthward  from  Hartford  had  meant  to  proceed; 

My  baggage  was  flow’d  in  a  cart,  very  fnug. 

Which  Ranger,  the  gelding,  was  fated  to  lug; 

AVith  his  harnefs  and  buckles,  he  loom’d  very  grand. 

And  was  drove  by  young  Darby,  a  lad  of  the  land— • 

On  land,  or  on  water,  mod  handy  was  he, 

A  jockey  on  diore,  and  a  failor  at  fea. 

He  knew  all  the  roads,  he  was  fo  very  keen. 

And  the  Bible  by  heart,  at  the  age  of  fifteen. 

As  thus  I  jogg’d  on,  to  my  faddle  confin’d. 

With  Ranger  and  Darby  a  didance  behind; 

At  lad  in  full  view  of  a  deeple  we  came 

With  a  cock  on  the  fpire  (I  luppofe  he  was  game; 

A  dove  in  the  pulpit  may  fuit  your  grave  people. 

But  always  remember— a  cock  on  the  deeple) 

Cries  Darby— Dear  mader,  I  beg  you  to  day; 

Believe  me,  there’s  danger  in  driving  this  way ; 

Our  deacons  on  Sundays  have  power  to  arred 
And  lead  us  to  church — if  your  honour  thinks  bed 
Tho’  dill  I  mud  do  them  the  jiidice  to  tell. 

They  would  choofe  you  fhould  pay  them  the  fine-full  as  well*  ^ 

The  fine  (faid  I)  Darby,  how  much  may  it  be— . 

A  fliillinfr  or  fucoence? — why  now,  let  me  fee. 
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« 

V  ’ 

Three  (hillings  are  all  the  fmall  pence  that  remain. 

And  to  change  a  half  joe  would  be  rather  profane. 

Is  it  more  than  three  (hillings,  the  fine  that  you  fpeak  on; 

What  fay  you  good  Darby — will  that  fervc  the  deacon? 

“  Three  Ihiiiings  (cried  Darby)  why  mafler  you^re  jelling! — 
Let  us  while  we  can  and  make  fare  of  our  ^ejiing — > 

Forty  Jh'tllings,  excufe  me,  is  to )  much  pay 
It  would  take  my  month’s  wages — that’s  all  Tvc  to  fiy! — 

By  taking  this* road  that  inclines  to  the  right 
The  fquire  and  the  fexton  may  bid  us  good  night. 

If  once  to  old  Ranger  I  give  up  the  rein 
The  parfon  himfeif  may  purfue  us  .in  vain.” 

Not  I,  my  good  Darby  (I  anfwer’d  the  lad) 

Leave  the  church  on  the  left!  they  would  think  we  were  mad 
I  would  fooner  rely  on  the  heels  of  my  heed. 

And  pafs  by  them  all,  like  a  Jehu  indeed; — 

As  long  as  I’m  able  to^lead  in  the  race 
Old  Ranger,  the  gelding,  will  go  a  good  pace, 

As  the  deacon  purfues,  he  will  lly  like  a  fvvaiiow. 

And  you  in  the  cart  muh,  undoubtedly,  follow,” 

Then  approaching  the  church,  as  we  pafs’d  by  the  door 
The  fexton  peep’d  out,  with  a  faint  or  two  more, 

A  deacon  came  forward  and  wav’d  us  his  hat, 

A  fignal  to  drop  him  fome  money — mind  that — ! 

Now,  Darby  (I  whifper’d)  be  ready  to  fk.ip, 

Eafe  off  the  curb  bridle — give  Ranger  the  whip; 

While  you  have  the  rear,  and  myfelf  lead  the  way. 

No  doTor  or  deacon  fhall  catch  us  to  day.” 

By  this  time  the  deacon  had  mounted  his  poney 
And  chac’d  for  the  fake  of  our  fouls,  and — our  money— 

The  faint,  as  he  follow’d,  cried — Stop  them,  halloo!” 

As  fwift  as  he  follow’d,  as  fwiftly  we  flew— 

Ah  mailer!  (laid  Darby)  I  very  much  fear 
We  mufl  drop  him  forne  money  to.  check  his  career. 

He  is  gaining  upon  us,  and  waves  with  his  hat 
There’s  nothing,  deaf  mailer,  will  (lop  him  but  that— 
Remember  the  Beaver  (you  Vi^ell  know  the  fable) 

Who  flying  the  hunters  as  long  as  he’s  able. 

When  he  finds  that  his  efforts  can  nothing  avail 
But  death  and  the  puppies  are  clofe  at  his  tail, 

Inllead  of  defponding  at  fuch  a  dead  lift 
He  bites  off  their  ohje^,  and  makes  a  free  eift— 

Since  fortune  all  hope  of  efcaping  denies  ,, 

Better  give  them  a  little,  than  iofe  t'le  whole  prized* 

But  fcarce  had  he  fpoke,  when  we  came  to  a  place 
Whofe  muddy  condition  concluded  the  chace, 

Down  fettled  the  cart — and  old  Ranger  iluck  fall 
Aha!  (/aid  the  Saint)  have  I  catch* d ye  at  la/? 

;  ,  Cetera  defunt.  . 
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MONUMENT  OF  PHAON 


i'raon,  the  admirer  of  Sappho,  both  of  the  Ifle  of  LefboS,  privately  forfook  this 
fii'ft  objeft  of  his  affebbion.,  and  fat  out  to  vifat*'  foreign  countrie-.  Sappho^ 
aUcr  having  long  mourned  iai^  abfence  (which  i  the  fubjedt  of  one  cf  Ovid’s 
fineft  epiftles)  is  here  fuppoled  to  fail  into  the  company  of  Ifmenius,  a  travel¬ 
ler,  who  informs  her  that  he'faw  the  tomb  of  a  certain  Phaon  in  Siedy,  eredbed 
to  his  r.emory  by  a  lady  of  che  ifia-’d,  and  gives  her  the  inferipdon,  hinting 
to  her  thn,  in  all  probab'lity,  it  b  Tongei  ^  to  the  fame  perfon  fhe  bemoans. 
She  thereupon,  in  a  fit  of  rage  and  defpiir,  tbrovvs  herfelf  froui  the  famous 
Leucadian  ruck,  and  perilhes  in  the  gulph  bclowv— • 

,  '  Sappho* 


'e: 
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^  O  more  I  fmg  by  yonder  fhadel  dream. 

Where  once  int  anc’d  1  fondly  pafs’d  the  day> 
Supremely  bled,  when  Phaon  was  my  theme. 

But  wretched  now,  when  Phaon  is  away ! 

Of  all  the  youths  that  grac’d  our  Lefbiari/iile  • 

Pie,  only  he,  my  heart  propitious  found. 

So  foft  his  language,  and  fo  fweet  his  fmile. 

Heaven  was  my  own,  when  Phaon  clafp’d  me  round! 

✓ 

But  foon,  too  foon,  the  faithlefs  lover  Hed, 

To  wander  on  fome  didant  barbarous  fhore— 

Who  knows  if  Phaon  i^  alive  or  dead. 

Or  wretcKed  Sap ho  diall  behold  him  more. 

\ 

; 

Ifmenius* 

As  late  m  fair  Sicilia’s  groves  I  dray’d. 

Charm’d  with  the  beauties  of  the  vernal  feene 
I  fate  me  down  amid  the  yew  tree’s  fhade, 

Flowers  blooming  round,  with  herbage  frelh  and  greem 

Not  didant  fiir  a  monument  arofe 

Among  the  trees,  and  form’d  of  Parian  done. 

And,  as  if  there  fome  dranger  did  repofe,  > 

,It  dood  neglected,  and  it  liood  alone. 

Along  its  ddes  dependent  ivy  crept,  . 

1  he  cyprefs  bough,  Plutonian  green,  was  mear, 

A  fculptured  Venus  on  the  fummlt  wept, 

A  penfive  Cupid  dropt  the  parting  tear: 

Strains  deep  engrav’d  on  every  fide  I  read*  . 

How  Phaon  died  upon  that  foreign  diore — 

Sappho,  I  think  your  Phaon  mud  be  dc^ad: 

Sad  were  the  drains  that  did  his  fate  deplore;  ' 
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Sappho., 


An  faithlefs  ?haon,  thus  from  me  to  rove, 

'  And  blefs  my  rival  in  a  foreign  grove ! 

Could  Sicily  more  charming  fdrefts  fhow 
Than  thofe  that  in  thy  native  Lefbos  grow — 

Did  fairer  fruits  adorn  the  bending  tree 
Than  thofe  that  Lefbos  did  prefent  to  thee!  .  ^ 

Or  didft  thou  find  through  all  the  changing  fair 
'  One  beauty  that  .with  Sappho  cou  d  compare! 

So  foft,  fo  fweet,  fo  charming  and  fo  kind, 

A  face"  fo  fair,  fuch  beauties’  of  the  mind — 

I’ll  go!  and  from  the  high  Leucadian  fteep- 
Take  my  laft  farewell  in  the  lover’s  leap, 

I  charge  thee  Phaon,  by  this  deed  of  woe. 

To  meet  me  in  the  Elyiian^liades  below. 

No  rival  beauty  ihalkprdtend  a  fliare, 
vSappho  alone  fhall  walk  with  Phaon  there. 

She  fpoke,  and  downward  from  the  mountain’s  height 
Plung’d  in  the  plafhy  wave  to  everlading  niglit. 
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ODE  to  FANCY. 


^  Ever  wandering  on  the  wing. 

Who  thy  wondrous  fource  can  find. 
Fancy,  regent  of  the  mind; 

A  fpark  from  Jove’s  refplendcnt  throne 
But  thy  nature  all  unknown. 

This  fpark  oi  bright,  celeflial  flame. 
From  Jove’s  feraphic  altar  camo. 

And  hence  mankind  in  man  may  trace, 
Refemblance  to  the  immortal  race.  , 

Ah  !  what  is  all  this  mighty  whole, 

^  Thefe  funs  and  flars  that  round  us  roll! 
What  are  "they  all  where’er  they  Ihine, 
But  F ancies  of  the  Power  Divine ! 

What  is  this  globe,  thefe  lands,  and  feas , 
And  heat ,  and  cold,  and  Jioujers,  and  trees. 
And  life,  and  death,  and  beaft,  and  man, 

^  And  that  with  the  fun  began — 

But  thoughts  on  reafon’s  fcale  combin’d. 
Ideas  of  the  Almighty  mind! 

Fancy,  thou  the  mufes’  pride. 

In  thy  painted  feaims  refide 
Fndldfs  images  of  things. 

Fluttering  each  on  golden  wings, 

Iceal  obje£ls  inch  a  flore. 


The  univerfc  could  holdmo^  more: 
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Fancy,  to  thy  power  I  owe 
Half  my  happinefs  below; 

By  thee  Elyfian  groves  were  made,  ’  ' 

'I'hine  were  the  notes  that  Orpheus  play’d; 

By  thee  was  Pluto  charm’d  fo  well  .  ‘ 

While  rapture  feiz’d  the  fons‘ of  hell — 

Come,  O  come — perceiv’d  by  none, 

.  You  and  I  will  walk  alone. 

*  • 

% 

THE  PRAYER  OF  ORPHEUS. 

Sad  monarch  of  the  world  below,*  . 

Stern  guardian  of  this  drowfy  ihade, 
dl'hrough  thefe  unlovely  realms  I  go 
Te  feek  a  captive  thou  haft  made. 

O’er  Stygian  waters  have  I  pafs’d,  '  ' 

Contemning  Jove’s  iinjuft  decree. 

And  reach’d  thy  fable  court  at  lail 
To  find  my  loft  Eurydice.  •  ' 

*• 

Of  all  the  nymphs,  fo  d'eckt  and  dreft 
Like  Venus 'of  the  ftarry  train,  ‘ 

She  was  the  lovelieft  and  the  beft. 

The  pride  and  glory  of  the  plain. 

O  free  fronx  thy  defpotic  fway 

This  nymph  of  heaven-defcended  charms. 

Too  foon  fhe  came  this  dufky  way -  ^ 

Keftors  thy  captive  to  my  arms.  '  '  .. 

m  I 

As  by  a  ftream’s  fair  verdant  fide 
In  myrtle  fhades  fhe  rov’d  along, 

A  ferpent  ftung  my  blooming  bride. 

This  brighteft  of  the  female  throng — -  , 

'The  venom  haftening  thro’  her  veins 
Forbade  the  freezing  blood  to  flow. 

And  thus  fhe  left  the  Thracian  plains  .  - 

For  thefe  dejefted  groves  below. 

i  ( 

Even  thou  may’ft  pity  my  fad  pain, 

.Since  Love,  as  ancient  ftories  fay,  ^ 

Forc’d  thee  to  leave  thy  native  reign,  < 

And  in  Sicilian  meadows  ftray:.  •. 

Bright  Proferpine  thy  bofom  fir’d,  * 

For  her  you  fought  unwelcome  light,  . 

,  Madnefs  and  love  in  you  confpir’d 
To  feize  her  to  the  fhades  of  night. 
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But  if,  averfe  to  my  requefl. 

The  vanifli^d  nympii,  for  whom  I  mourn, 

'Mull  in  Plutonian  chambers  reft. 

And  never  to  my  arms  return— 

Take  Orpheus  too— his  warm  clelirc  ^ 

Can  ne^er  be  quenched  by  your  decreed  < 

In  life  or  deatii  he  muft  admire. 

He  muft  adore  Eurydice. 


THE  citizen’s  RESOLVE. 


be  the  dull  and  heavy  day 
And  toil,  and  reftlefs  care,  from  me*— ^ 

Sorrow  attends  on  loads  of  gold. 

And  kings  arc  wretched,  I  am  told. 

Soon  from  the  noify  town  remov’d 
Ta  fuch  wild  fcenes  at  Shenftone  lov’d* 

**  Where  plac’d  the  leaflefs  oaks  between, 

Leis  haughty  grow^  the  winter  green, 

**  There,  Night,  will  I  flock’d  in  thy  arms. 

Sweet  goddefs  of  the  fable  charms) 

**  Enjoy  the  dear,  delightful  dreams 
That  fancy  prompts  oy  lylvan  ftreams. 

Where  wood-nymphs  walk  their  evening  round. 
And  fairies  haunt  the  moonlight  ground* 

**  Beneath  fome  mountain’s  towering  height 
In  cottage  low  I  hail  the  night. 

Where  jovial  fwains  with  heart  fincere 
Welcome  the  new  returning  year;-— • 

Each  tells  a  tale  or  chants  a  fong 
**  Of  her,  for  whom,  he  ligh’d  fo  long, 

**  Of  Cynthia  fair,  or  Delia  eoy, 

'  '5^  Neglefting  ftill  her  love-lick  boy— 

While,  near,  the  hoary  headed  fage 
Recalls  the  feats  of  youth’s  gay  age. 

All  that  in  paft  time  e’er  was  feen. 

And  many  a  frolic  on  the  green. 

How  champion  he  with  champions  met. 

And  fiercely  they  did  combat  it - - 

Or  how,  full  oft,  with  horn  and  hound 
''  They  chac’d  the  deer  the  foreft  round-i- 
**  The  panting  deer  as  fwiftly  flies. 

Yet  by  the  well-aim’d  mufquct  dies!  ' 

Thus  pafs  tlie  evening  hours  away. 

Unnotic’d  dies  the  parting  day ; 

'‘^Unmcafur’d  flows  that  happy  juice, 

^  Which  mild  Odlobef  did  produce, 

'  C 
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No  fiirly  fage  too  frugal  found. 

No  niggard  houfewife  deals  it  round, 

**  But  fwift  as  changing  goblets  pafs 
They  blefs  the  virtues  of  the  glals. 

But  now  the  moon,  exalted  high. 

Adds  luflre  to  the  earth  and  Iky, 

And  in  the  mighty  ocean^s  glafs 
Admires  the  beauties  of  her  face— -» 

About  her  orb  you  may  behold 
**  The  circling  liars,  that  bluflv  with  cold— —* 
But  they  in  brighter  feafons  pleafe. 

Winter  can  find  no  charms  in  thefe, 

V/hile  lefs  ambitious,  we  admire. 

And  more  eftecm  domeftic  fire. 

O  couldT  there  a  manfion  find 
Suited  exactly  to  my  mind 
Near  that  induflrious,  heavenly  train 
“  Of  ruftics  honed,  neat^  and  plain; 

The  days,  the  weeks,  the  years  to  pafs 
With  fome  good  natur’d,  longing  lafs. 

With  her  the  cooling  fpring  to  fip. 

And  feize,  at  will,  her  damalk  lip; 

The  groves,  the  fprings,  the  lhades  divine. 
And  all  Arcadia  Ihould  be  mine. 

“  Steep  me,  deep  me,  fome  poppies  deep 
In  beechen  bowl,  to  bring  on  deep; 

Love  hath  my  foul  in  fetters  bound. 

Thro’  the  dull  night  no  deep  I  found;— 

O  gentle  deep !  bedow  thy  dreams 

Of  fields,  and  woods,  and  murmuring  dreams. 

Deep,  tufted  groves,  and  grottoes  rare. 

And  Flora,  charming  Flora,there. 

**  Dull  commerce,  hence,  with  all  thy  train 

Of  debts,  and  dues,  and  lofs,  and  gain ; - - 

To  hills,  and  groves,  and  purling  dreams. 

To  nights  of  eafe,  and  heaven-born  dreams 
**  While  wifer  Damon  hades  away. 

Should  I  in  this  dull  city  day. 

Condemn’d  to  death  by  flow  decays'  , 

And  care,  that  clouds  my  brighted  days?— 

No—— by  Silemis*  felf,  I  fwear. 

In  rudic  fliades  I’ll  kill  that  care.” 

So  fpoke  Ly f under i  and  in  hade 
His  clerks  difeharg’d,  his  good  re-cas’d. 

And  to  the  wedern  foreds  flew 
With  fifty  airy  fehemes  in  view; 

His  fhips  were  fet  to  public  fale— 

But  what  did  all  this  change  avail  ?— 

In  three  Ihort  months,  fick  of  the  heu'venly  trains 

la  three  Ihort  months— he  mov’d  to  town  again. 
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The  F  A  I  R  B  U  G  K.  L  E-T  H  I  E  F 

A  Country  girl,  from  Flufhing’s  coafl. 

Of  three  miles  round  the  pride  and  boaft. 

To  market  came  with  early  fruit. 

Apples  that  might  the  townfmen  fuit. 

With  cabbage-head,  and  parfnip  root. 

■With  hat  of  ftraw  and  homefpun  gQwnj 
(Her  Sunday  fuit)  Ihe  came  to  town 
To  fee,  and  walk  the  city  through. 

With  leather  ftring  in  leather  {hoe> 

But  fighing  much  for  buckles  new. 

Six  hours,  and  more,  Ihe  patient  flood 
.  And  traded  oiF  whatever  Ihe  couM  ; 

But  calh  was  fcarce,  and  times  were  hard. 

Her  apples  met  with  fmall  regard,  ^ 

She  did  not  get  her  due  reward. 

Her  calh  receiv’d-— alas !  how  fmall— ^ 

With  penfive  heart  Ihe  left  the  ftall — 

Look’d  at  her  ihoes,  and  curs’d  the  firings^ 

Like  mother  Eve  (as  Milton  lings) 

Impatient  for  forbidden  things  * 

Arriv’d  ,at  length,  before  a  Ihop,  • ' 

Some  glittering  gtw-gaws  made  her  flop— 

There  buckles  hung,  of  various  lize. 

The  diamonds  dazzled  on  her  eyes,* 

And,  pray,  why  mayn’t  fhe  feize  the  prize  ? 

The  Ihopman  abfent  from  his  door. 

She  feiz’d  the  buckles  from  his  ftore. 

And  off  fhe  walk’d  an  eafy  gait. 

With  iightfome  ftep,  and  look  fedate. 

Things  purchas’d  at  fo  cheap  a  rate — 

But  Jrgus,  with  his  hundred  eyes. 

Miffing  his  buckles,  in  furpr^ze. 

The  fair  retreating  nymph  attack’d^ 

The  buckles  from  the  bag  unpack’d. 

And  quickly  ma^e  her  own  the  fa£l*  ^ 

Now,  (cry ’d  a  neighbour)  honeft  Jg^, 

Come,  take  a  kifs  and  let  her  go.” 

— — Not  I — (the  furly  fhopman  faid)— 

**  To  jail  fhall  go  this  country  jade- —  ' 

The  debt  to  juflice  mull  be  paid.” 

How  can  you  have  fo  hard  a  heart.? 

Come,  let  this  country  girl  depart — 

**  'Like  Adames  njjife,  fhe  went  aferay; 

Her  daughters  all  will  have  their  way ; 

And  men  mufl  for  the  frolic  pay.’^  ■' 
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Loll  was  this  logic  on  his  e^rs. 

And  vain  were  Biouzelinda’s  tears — 

And  go  Ihe  mud — and  go  fhe  mud! 

But,  if ’twas  faid,  the  laws  were  jud, 

’I'heir  mercy  fhe  was  loth  to  trud. 

Conducted  to  a  junior  ’fquire 
(  vV'hom  all  the  neighbouring  girls  admire) 

He  afk’d  her,  “  What  Ihe  haa  to  fay 
Why  juftice  fhould  not  have  its  way 
‘‘  On  nymphs  by  buckles  led'adray?’^ 

Alack  (fhe  cry’d)  I  cannot  utter 
A  word — my  foul’s  in  fach  a  flutter*^ 

While  you  my  mittimus  prepare 
Pray  let  me  take  a  moment’s  air; 

**  Thefe  fummer  heats  require  fome  lhade. 

And  Nature,  fir,  mull  be  obey’d”*— 

So  dealing  back,  as  fairies  do, 

(The  ’/quire  too  moded  to  purfue) 

Without  a  fall. 

She  fcaPd  the  will. 

And  left  their  worfhips  talking  Law} 

<41^ 

THE 

RISING  GLORY  OF  AMERICA* 

>  Being  part  ^  a  Dialogue,  pronounced  on  a  public  occafion^ 

ARGUMENT. 

The  fubjeft  propofed— The  difcovery  of  Arnerlca  by  Columbus*’"  ■  '  "A  philolb#* 
phical  enquiry  into  the  origin  of  the  favages  of  America— ——The  firft  plancen 
from  Europe— —Caufes  of  tireir  migration  to  America— ‘The  difficulties  they 
encountered  from  the  jealoufy  of  the  natives— Agricult%ire  defcanted  on—* 
Commerce  and  navigation— Science— Future  profpefts  of  Jiridfh  ufurpati« 
on,  tyranny,  and  devaftation  on  this  fide  the  Atlantic— ‘The  itwg  comforte-^ 
ble  one  of  Independence,  Liberty  and  Peace— ConcUifion. 


Acafio, 

fhall  the  adventurous  mufe  attempt  a  theme 
More  new,  more  noble,  and  more  flufh  of  fame 
Than  all  that  went  before — 

Now  through  the  veil  of  ancient  days  renew 
The  period  fam’d  when  firft  Columbus  touch’d 
Thefe  fhores  fo  long  unknown — through  various  toils# 
Famine,  and  death,  the  hero  forc’d  his  way. 

Thro'  oceans  pregnant  with  perpetual  ftorras. 
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And  cUraates  hoftik  to  advent’rous  man. 

Buc  why,  to  prom  )t  your  tears>  fhould  we  refume 
The  tale  of  Cortez,  furious  cliief,  ordain’d 
With  Indian  blood  to  dye  the  lands,  and  choak. 
Fam’d  Mexico,  thy  dreams  with  dead?  or  why 
Onc^  more  revive  the  tale  fo  oft  rehears’d 
Of  Atahilipa,  by  third  of  goidV 

iAll  conquering  motive  in  the  human  bread) 
)epriv’d  of  life,  which  not  Peril’s  rich  ore 
Nor  Mexico's  vad  mines  could  then  redeem? 

Better  theie  northern  realms  deraand  our  fong 
Dedgn'd  by  nature  for  the  rural  reign. 

For  agriculture's  toil. — No  biood  we  Ihed' 

For  metals  ourled  in  a  rocky  waxde. - - 

Curs’d  be  that  ore,  which  brutal  mak  s  our  race 
And  prompts  mankind  to  Ihed  a  brother’s  blood, 

Eugenio,  .  . 

. .  —  »- ■  .  But- whence  arofe 

That  vagrant  race  who  love  the  diady  vale,  » 

And  choofe  the  fored  for  their  dark  abode?— 

For  long  has  this  perplext  the  fages’  Ikill 
To  invedigate. — Tradition  lends  no  aid  , 

To  unveil  this  fecret  to  ihe  montal  eye, 
fP'hen  fird  thefe  various  nations,  north  and  fouth, 
PolTed  thefe  ftiores,  or  from  what  countries  came.—  , 
Whether  they  fprang  from  Tome  primaeval  head 
In  their  own  lands,  like  Adam  in  the  ead,— 

Yet  this  the  facred  oracles  deny. 

And  reafon,  too  rec  aims  againd  the  thought:  ^ 

For  when  the  general  deluge  drown’d  the  world 
Where  could  their  tribes  have  found  fecurlty. 

Where  hnd  their  fate,  but  in  the  ghadly  deep?— * 
Unlefs,  as  others  dream,  fome  cholen  few 
High  on  the  Andes  ’fcap’d  the  general  death. 

High  on  the  Andes,  wrapt  in  endlefs  {how. 

Where  winter  in*his  wilded  fury  reigns. 

And  fubtile  ^thcr  fca'rce  our  life  maintains. 

But  here  philofophers  oppofe  the  fciiemc : 

Tills  eartii,  fay  they,  nor  hills  nor  mountains  knew 
Ere  yet  the  univerfal  Hood  prevail’d; 

But  when  the  mighry  waters  role  aloft. 

Rous’d  by  the  winds,  they  iliook  their  folid  bafe, 
And,  in  convullions,  tore  the  delug’d  world, 

^fili  by  the  winds  aliliag’d,  again  they  fell,' 

And  all  their  ragged  bed  expos’d  to  view. 

Perhaps,  far  wandering  toward  the  northern  polc^ 
The  llreighrs  of  Zembla,  and  the  frozen  zone. 

And  whsre  the  ealjtern  Greenland  aimofi:  ioins 
America’s  north  point,  the  hardy/tribes  "  . 

Of  banilh’d  Jews,  Siberians,  Tartars  wild 

Came  over  icy  mountains,  or  qn  floats 
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Fiill  readied  tliefe  coafts,  hid  from  the  world  befide.- 
And  yet  another  argument  more  ftrange, 

Relerv’d  for  men  of  deeper  thought,  aad  late. 

Pi  efent3  itfeif  to  Yicw  dciysy 

^So  fays  the  Hebrew  feer^s  unerring  pen) 

This  mighty  , mafs  of  earth,  this  foiid  globe 
deft  in  twain,— diuided^^  eaft  and  weft. 

While  ftfaiaht  between,  the  deep  Atlantic  rolPd.— 

And  traces  indifputabie  remain 

Of  this  primaeval  land,  now  funk  and  loft.— 

1  he  iflands  rifmg  in  our  eaftern  main 
Are  but  fmail  fragments  of  this  continent, 

Whofe  two  extremities  were  Newfoundland 
And  St.  Helena, — One  far  in  the  north. 

Where  ^ivering  feamen  view  with  ftrarige  furprize- 
The  guiding  pole-ftar  glittering  o’er  their  heads 5 
The  other  near  the  fouthern  tropic  rears 
Its  head  above  the  waves — Bermuda’s  ifles. 

Cape  Verd,  Canary,  Britain,  and  the  Azores, 

With  fam’d  Hibernia,  are  bat  broken  parts 
Of  fome  prodigious  wafte,  which  once  fuftain’d 
Nations  and  tribes,  of  vanifh’d  memory, 

Forefts,  and  towns,  and  beafts  of  every  clafs. 

Where  navies  now  explore  their  briny  way. 

Leander, 

Your  fophiftry,  Eugenio,  makes  me.fmile: 

7  he  roving  mind  of  man  delights  to  dwell 
On  hidden  things,  merely  becaufe  they’re  hid: 

He  thinks  his  knowledge  far  beyond  all  limit. 

And  boldly  fathoms  Nature’s  darkeft  haunts— 

But  for  uncertainties,  your  broken  ifles. 

Your  northern  Tartars,  and  your  wandering  JewS;* 
(The  ftimfy  cobwebs  of  a  fophift’s  brain) 

Hear  what  the  voice  of  hiftory  proclaims— 

The  Carthaginians,  ere  the  Roman  yoke 
Broke  their  proud  fpirits,  and  enflav’d  them  too^ 

For  navigation  were  renowned  as  much 
As  haughty  Tyre  with  all  her  hundred  fleets. 

Full  many  a  league  their  vent’rous  feamen  fail’d 
Thro’  ftreighf  Gibraltar^  down  the  weftem  ihore 
Of  Africa,  to  the  Canary  ifles : 

By  them  call’d  Fortunate;  fo  Flaccusf  flngf, 

Becaufe  c.ernal  fpring  there  clothes,  the  fields 
And  fruits  delicious  bloom  throughout  the  year.— ^ 
From  voyaging  here,  this  inference  1  draw, 

Perhaps  lorae  barque  with  all  her  numerous  crew 
Falling  to  leeward  of  her  deftin’d  port. 

Caught  by  the  eaftern  Trade,  was  hurried  on 
Before  the  unceafing  blaft  to  Indian  ifles, 

Gen.  X.  25.  d  Her.  £pod,  16. 
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Brazil,  La  Plata,  or  the  coafts  more  fouth — 

There  flranded,  and  unable  to  return,^ 

Forever  from  their  native  Ikies  eftran^’d 
Ooubtlefs  they  made  thefe  virgin  climes  their  own. 

And  in  the  courfe  of  long  revolving  years 
A  numerous  progeny  from  thefe  arofe. 

And  fpread  throughout  the  coalls — thofe  whom  w*c  call 
Brazilians,  Mexicans,  Peruvians  rich. 

The  tribes  of  Chili,  Patagon,  and  thofe 

Who  till  the  Ihores  of  Amazon’s  long  ftream. — *  ,  , 

When  firll  the  power  of  Europe  here  attain’d 
Vaft  empires,  kingdoms,  cities,  palaces 
And  polifli’d  nations  ftock’d  the  fertile  land. 

Who  has  not  heard  of  Cufco,  Lima,  and 
The  town  of  Mexico — huge  cities  form’d 
From  Europe’s  architecture;  ere  the  arms 
Of  haughty  Spain  difturb’d  the  peaceful  loll.— — — 

But  here,  amid  this  northern  dark  domain 
No  towns  were  feen  to  rife. — No  arts  were  here; 

The  tribes  unlkill’d  toVaife  the  lofty  mall. 

Or  force  the  daring  prow  thro’  adverfe  waves. 

Gaz’d  on  the  pregnant  foil,  and  crav’d  alone 
Life  from  the  unaided  genius  of  the  ground,- — 

This  indicates  they  were  a  different  race; 

From  whom  defcended,  ’tis  not  ours  to  fay — 

That  power,  no  doubt,  who  furnilh’d  trees,  and  plants,  '  , 

And  animals  to  this  vail  continent. 

Spoke  into  being  man  among  the  red,' - 

But  what  a  change  is  here! — what  arts  arife  ! 

What  towns  and  capitals !  how  commerce  waves 
^Her  gaudy  flags,  where  filence  reign’d  before  I 

"  Acajio. 

Speak,  My  Eugenio,  for  I’ve  heard  you  tell 
The  difmal  ftory,  and  the  caufe  that  brought 
The  firfl:  adventurers  to  thefe  weflern  fliores; 

The  glorious  caufe  that  urg’d  our  fathers  firfl 
To  vifit  climes  unknown,  and  wilder  woods 
Than  e’er  Tartarian  or  Norwegian  faw, 

,And  with  fair  culture  to  adorn  a  foil 
That  never  felt  the  induftrious  fwain  before,. 

Eugenio. 

All  this  long  flory  to  rehearfe,  would  tire, 

Befldes,  the  fun  toward  the  weft  retreats, 

Nor  can  the  nobleft  theme  retard  his  foeed, 

Nor  loftieft  verfe — not  that  which  fang  the  fall 
Of  Troy  divine,  and  fierce  Achilles  ire. 

Yet  hear  a  part:— By  perfecution  wrong’d,  ^ 

And  facerdotal  rage,  our  fathers  came 

From  Europe’s  hoftile  Ihores  to  thefe  abodes,  '  ,  '  ' 

Here  to  enjoy  a  liberty  in  faith. 

Secure  from  tyranny  and  bafe- controul. 
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For  this  they  left  their  country  and  their  friends^' 
And  djirM  the  Atl.intic  wave  In  qucil  of  peace; 

And  found  new  ihores,  and  f/ivan  fettiements/ 

And  men,  alike  unknowing  and  unknown. 

Hence,  by  the  care  of  each  adventUi*ous  chief 
governmexits  (their  wealth  unenviea  yet) 
torm’i  on  liberty  and  virtue’s  plan. 

^^e/e  learching  out  uncultivated  tra(^s 
Conceiv’d  new  plans  of  towns,  and  capitals. 

And  fpacious  provinces — Why  Iftould  X  name 
i^hee,  Penn,  the  Solon  of  our  weflern  lands;; 
Sagacious  legi.lator,  whom  the  world 
Admires,  long  dead:  an  infuit  colony, 

NursM  by  thy  care,  now  nfes  o’er  the  reft 
Like  that  tali  Pyramid  in  Egypt’s  walfe 
O’er  all  the  neighbouring  piles,  they  alfo  great. 

Why  fhould  I  name  thofe  heroes  fo  well  known. 

Who  peopled  all  the  reft  from  Canada 
To  Georgia’s  fartheft  coafts.  Weft  Florida, 

,  Or  Apulachian  mountains.? — Yet  what  ftream^ 

Of  blood  were  ftiedl  what  Indian  iiofts  were 
Before  the  days  of  peace  were  quite  reftor’d ! 

Leander, 

TTes,  while  they  overturn’d  the  rugged  foil 
And  fwept  the  forefts  from  the  (haded  plain 
’Midft  dangers,  foes,  and  death,  fierce  Indian  tribes 
With  vengeful  malice  arm’d,  and  black  defig^. 

Oft  murdered,  or  difpcrs’d,  thefe  colonies — 
Encourag’d,  too,  by  Gallia’s  huftiie  ions, 

A  warlike  race,  who  late  their  arms  dilplay’d 
At  ^ebec,  Montreal,  and  fartheft  Coafts 
Of  Labrador,  Or  Cape  Breton,  where  now 
The  Britifh  ftandard  awes  the  fubjedft  hoft. 

Here,  thofe  brave  chiefs,  who,  luvifti  of  their  bloody 
Fought  in  Britannia’s  caufe,  in  battle  fell! — 

What  heart  but  mourns  the  untimely  fate  of  Ifo^e 
Wiio,  dying,  conquer’d  1 — or  what  bread  but  beats 
To  ihare  a  fate  like  his,  and  die  like  him! 

Acafio, 

But  why  alone  commemorate  the  dead. 

And  pafs  thofe  glorious  heroes  by,  who  yet 
^  Breathe  the  fame  air,  and  fee  the  light  with  us?— 
The  dead,  Leander,  are  but  empty  names. 

And  they  who  fall  to-day  the  fame  to  us 
As  they  who  fed  ten  centuries  ago — ! 

Loft  are  ciu  y  ail  that  (hin'd  on  earth  before; 

Rome’s  boldeft  champions  in  the  dull  are  laid, 

Ajax  and  great  Achtiles  are  no  more, 

And  Philips  warlike  fon,  an  empty  (hade!— i 
A  vVashingtox  among  our  fons  of  fame  ' 

We  boaft  confpicuous  as  the  mpriung  iiar 
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Arrong  the  inferior  lights  ^  > 

diftant  wilds  Virginia  fent  him  forth¬ 
with  her  brave  fons  ae  gallantly  oppvjs  d 
The  bold  invaders  of  his  country’s  rights. 

Where  wiid  Ohio  pours  the  mazy  flood. 

And  mignty  meadows  fkirt  his  fubje6f;  dreams.-* 
iluc  now^  delighting  in  his  elm  tree  s  fhade, 

AVhere  deep  Poio'voincic  Ip.vcs  the  enchanting  ihorc#  , 

pie  ortines  the  tender  vine,  or  bids  the  foil 

Luxuriant  harvefts  to  the  fun  difplay . - - 

“Beliold  1  different  fcene— not  thus  employ'd  ^ 

Were  Cortex.,  and  I'lxarro,  pride  of  Spain, 

Whom  blood  and  murder  only  ladsf  ^’d, 

And  all  to  glut  clieir  avarice  and  ambition!——* 

Engejiio^ 

Such  is  the  curfe,  Acafto,  where  the  foul 
Humane  is  wanting — but  we  boail  no  feats 
Of  cruelty  like  Europe's- murdsring  breed— 

Our  milder  epithet  is  merciful. 

And  each  American,  true  hearted,  loarns  '  , 

To  conquer,  and  to  fpare;  for  coward  fouls 
Alone  feek  vengeance  on  a  vanquifli’d  foe. 

Gold,  fatal  gold,  Aviis  the  alluring  bait 
To  opain’s  rapacious  tribes — hence  rofe  the  wars 
From  Chili  to  thie  Caribbean  fea. 

And  Montezuma's  Mexican  domains : 

More  bleil  are  we,  with  whole  unenvied  foil 
Nature  decreed  no  mingling  gold  to  fliine. 

No  flaming  diamond,  precious  emerald. 

No  blufliing  fapphire,  ruby,  chryfolite. 

Or  jafper  red — more  iioble  riches  flow  ^ 

From  agriculture,  and  the  induftrious  fw'ain. 

Who  tills  the  fertile  vale,  or  mountain’s  brow;^  - 

Content, to  lead  a  fafe,  a  humble  life. 

Among  his  native  hills,  romantic  fliades 
Such  as  the  mufe  of  Greece  of  old  did  fcign> 

Allur'd  the  Olympian  gods  from  chryflal  fleiesy 
Envying  fucH  lovely  feenes  to  mortal  man. 

Leander, 

Long  has  the  rural  life  been  juftly  fam'd, 

*  And  bards  of  old  their  pleafing  pictures  drew 
Of  flowery  meads,  and  groves,* and  gliding  dreams; 

H  ence,  old  Arcadia — ^wood-nymphs,  fatyrs,  fawns; 

And  hence  Elyfium,  fancied  heaven  below! — 

Fair  agriculture,  not  unworthy  kings. 

Once  exercis'd  the  royal  hand,  or  thofe  ^ 

Whole  virtues  rais'd  them  to  the  rank  of  gods. 

See,  old  Laertes*  in  his  Ihcpherd  weeds 

Far  from  his  pompous  throne  and  court  auguff, 

♦  Horn.  Odyfl*.  B.  24,  »  . 
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P'gging  the  grateful  foil,  where  round  him  rife,  ' 
ions  of  the  earth,  the  tali  afpiring  oaks. 

Or  orchards,  boalling  of  more  fertile  boughs. 

Laden  with  apples  red,  fweet  Rented  peach, 

.  ear  cherry,  apricot,  or  fpungy  plumb ; 

'Th  '  ^  ^  bO|igh  tile  glebe  the  induftrious  oxen  draw 
The  earth-inverting  plough.-Thofe  Romans  too, 
i]^abricms  and  Camiiius,  lov’d  a  life 
Of  neat  fimplicity  and  ruftic  blifs,  (  .. 

And  from  the  noify  Forum  haftening  far, 

and  crowns, 

Whe!l  f fields  fpent  the  remains  oi  life, 
where  full  enjoyment  Hill  awaits  the  wife 

How  grateful,  to  behold  the  harvefts  rife. 

And  mighty  crops  adorn  the  extended  plains  !— 
hair  pienty.fmiles  throughout,  while  lowing.herds 
a.k  o  er  the  llirubby  hill  or  gralTy  mead, 

Wat  fome  fhallow  river  flake  their  thirft.- _ - 

The  Mo/unr,  now,  fucceeds  the  fhepherd’s  care. 

Vet  milk-whitc  flocks  adorn  the  well  flock’d  farm,. 
And  court  the  attention  of  the  induflrious  fwain— • 
leir  fleece  rewards  him  well;  and  w'hen  the  winds 
Blow  with  a  keener  blafl,  and  from  the  north 
i"our  mingled  tempefts  through  a  funlefs  fky 
(Ice,  fleet,  and  rattling  hail)  fecure'he  fits 
,  Warm  in  his  cottage,  tearlefs  of  the  flor^ 
iinjoying  now  the  toils  of  milder  moons. 

Yet  hoping  for  the  fpring. - Such  are  the  joys. 

And  iuch  me  toils  of  thofe  whom  heaven  hath  blefs'd 
V/ith  fouls  enamour’d  of  a  country  life.  '  ‘ 

Acajio, 

Such  are  the  vifions  of  the  ruftic  reign— 

I>ut  this  alone,  the  fountain  of  fupport. 

Would  fcarce  employ  the  varying  mind  of  man; 
i^ach  feeks  employ,  and  ea€h*a  different  way: 

Strip  Commerce  of  her  fail,  and  men  once  more 
W ould  be  converted  into  favages — 

No  nation  e’er  grew  focial  and  refln’d 
Till  Commerce  firfl  had  wing’d  the  adventurous  prow^ 
Or  fent  the  flow-pac’d  caravan,  afar. 

To  waft  their  produce  to  fome  other  clime. 

And  bring  the  wifh’d  exchange— thus  came,  of  old, 
Golconda^s  golden  ore,  and  thus  the  wealth 
Of  Ophir,  to  the  wifefl  of  mankind. 

Eugenio 

Great  Is  the  praife  of  Commerce,  and  the  men 
Deferve  our  praife,  who  fpread  the  undaunted  fail. 

And  traverfe  every  fea-— -their  dangers  great. 
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Death  ftlll  to  combat  in  the  unfeeling  gale. 

And  every  billow  but  a  gaping  grave 
There,  (kies  and  waters,  wearying  on  the  eye. 

For  weeks  and  months  no  other  profpeft  yield 
But  barren  wades,  unfathom’d  depths,  where  not 
The  blifsful  haunt  of  human  form  is  feen 

To  cheer  the  unfocial  horfors  of  the  way - 

V»t  all  thele  bold  defigns  to  Science  owe 
Their  rife  and  glory-— Hail,  fair  Science!  thou, 
Tranfnlanted  from  the  eaftern  (kies,  dod  bloom 

In  thefe  Wed  regions - Greece  and  Rome  no  more 

Detain  t'^e  Mnfes  on  Cithteron’s  brow. 

Or  oW  0!m<>us,  crown’d  with  waving  woods. 

Or  Frrmus'  ton,  where  once  was  heard  the  harp, 
Sw-et  Or/»W’  harn,  that  gam  d  his  caufe  below,  , 
And  pierc’d  the  heart  of  Orcus  and  his  bride; 

'That  hull’d  fi'ence  by  its  voice  divine 

V  w<aters,  and  the  gaxCS 

O  Fehu^!  that  o’er  thy  farface  blow.— 

Na  IT  re  the  maids  round  Alpheus’  waters  ftray, 
Wher^  he  with  Arethufa^ s  dream  dotii  mix. 

Or  wher^  fwift  Tiber  difembogues  his  waves 
Into  the  Tt'^lian  fea,  fo  long  unfang;  ^ 

Hither  they  wing  their  way,  the  lad  the  bed 
Of  countries,  where  the  a-ts  diall  rife  and  grow. 
And  arms  ihall  have  their  day-even  now  we  boad 
A  Franklin,  prince  of  all  philofophy, 

A  ^-nius  piercing  as  the  ekanc  fire. 

Bright  as  the  behtning’s  fialh,  explain  d  fo  well 
Bv  him,  the  rival  of  Britannia  s  fage.*  > 

This  Is  the  land  of  every  joyous  found, 

O^  Vibertv.  and  life,  fweet  liberty  .  ^ 

Without  wbofe  aid  the  nobled  genius  fails. 

And  Science  irretrievably  mud  die. 

Leanaer 

/  But  come,  Eugenio,  fir.ce  we  know  the  pad - 

What  hinders  to  pervade  with  fearching  eye 
The  mvdic  Icenes  of  daric  futurity .  ^  ^ 

*  Sav,  di'ill  we  afic  what  empires  yet  mud  rue, 

Whnt  kingdoms,  powers  and  states,  wher 
Mere  drp'^rv  wades  and  awful  folitude. 

Where  Melancholy  fits,  with  eye  forlorn, 

And  time  anticloates,  when  we  (hall  fpread 
Dominion  from  the  north,  and  fouth,  ana  wed. 

Far  from  the  Atlantic  to  Pacific  diores. 

And  lhackle  half  the  convex  of  the  mam 


43 


now  are  ken 


A  glorious  them'^I— but  how  fhall  mortals  dare 
To  pkree  the' dark  events  of  future  years 
And  feenes  unravel,  only  known  to  fate 
^  Newton. 
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W?.-^u  ^  a!ter  o,  cherubic  fire 

V  ,  ,ch  touch  d  Ifaiah’s  lips—or  if  the  fpirit 

f  P^phets  old, 

W’jht  i well  the  heaving  hreaft - -.T  i  r., 

And  empires  rifing  where  the  fun  defeends!-. 

Trie  OA.  foon  (hall  glide  by  many  a  town 

y  fore.is  maded,  now  runs  weeping  on 
Natiorts  (hall  grow,  and  states  nft  lefs'^in  fame 
Than  Greece  and  Rome  of  old  i_we  too  ft"aU 
Our  Scipio's.  Solon’s.  Cato’s,  fages.  chiefs 
hat  in  the  womo  of  time  yet  dormant  lie, 

W.ming  the  joyous  hour  of  life  and  lio-ht _ _ 

U  ^atch  me  hence,  ye  mufes,  to  thofe^’days 
^  hen  through  the  veil  of  dark  antiquity  ^ 

hat  blofibm  d  in  the  morn  of  days- _ Alas’ 

in  the  dawning  of  thefe  .mighty  times, 
hofe  feenes  are. painting  for  eternity! 

■  Diffentjons  that  (hall  fwell  the  trump  of  fame. 

And  rum  brooding  o’er  all  monarchy! 

Nor  (hall  thefe  angry  tumults  hfre  fubfide 

Nor  murders*  ceafe,  through  all  thefe  provinces  . 

Till  foreip  crowns  have  vanilh’d  from^our  view' 
nd  dazzle  here  no  more— — no  more  prefume 
T  o  awe  tne  (pint  of  fair  Liberty— 

■  cut  the  thread— And  Britain  fim,. 

WiJl  curfe  her  fatal  obftinacy  for  it'  ^  ^  ^  ‘ 

Bent  on  the  ruin  of  this  injur’d  country. 

She  will  not  Men  to  our  humble  prayers. 

Though  oifer’d  with  fubmilTion:  ^  ^ 

Like  vagabonds,,  and  objeds  of  deftruaion, 

mankind  are  fworn  to  hate, 
ohe  cafts  us  off  from  her  proteftion. 

And  will  invite  the  nations  round  about, 

Kuffians  and  Germans,  (laves  and  favaees. 

a  o  come  and  have  a  (hare  in  our  perdition _ _  '  , 

O  cruel  race,  O  unrelenting  Britain 

Who  bloody  heads  will  hhe  to  cut  oar  throats. 

prattling  innocence. 

And  balely  murder  unoffending  women  ! - - 

Will  flab  their  pnfoners  when  they  cry  for  quarter. 

5'^’  »77°>  »  !>=«  more  particutoly  gi 
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"Will  burn  our  towns,  and  from  his  lodging  turn 
The  poor  iiiaabkant  to  deep  in  teinpciis!- — 

Tiiefe  will  be  wrongs,  indeed,  and  nil  lufficient  ' 

To  kindle  up  our  fouls  to  deeds  of  horror, 

And  give  to  every  arm  the  nerves  of  Sa:npja  t — 
Thefe  are  the  men  that  fill  the  world  witn  ruin. 

And  every  region  mourns  thek  greedy  fway. - - 

Nor  only  for  ambition*— . . — — - - 

But  what  are  this  world’s  goods,  that  they  for  th^m 
Should  exercife  perpetual  butchery.? 

What  are  thefe  rniglity  riches  we  pOiTefs, 

That  they  fhould  fend  fo  far  to  plunder  them — ? — - 
Already  have  we  felt  their  potent  arm— 

And  ever  fince  that  inaufpicious  day. 

When  firfl;  Sir  Francis  Bernard 

His  cannons  planted  at  the  council  door, 

,  And  made  the  alTembly  room  a  home  for  flrumpets. 
And  foldiers  rank  and  file — -e’er  fince  that  day 
This  wretched  land,  that  drinks  its  children’s  gore; 
Has  been  a  feene  of  tumult  and  confufion — ! 

Are  there  not  evils  in  the  world  enough,? 

Are  we  fo  happy  that  they  envy  us? 

Have  we  not  toil’d  to  fatisfy  their  harpies, 

King’s  deputies,  that  are  infatiabie; 

Whofe  pradtice  is  to  incenfe  the  royal  mind 
And  make  us  defpicable  in  his  view.? 

Ifiavc  we  not  all  the  evils  to  contend  with 
That,  in  this  life,  mankind  are  fubject  to. 

Pain,  ficknefs.  poverty  and  natural  deaths 

But  into  every  wound  that  nature  gave 

They  will  a  dagger  plunge,  and  make  them  mortal! 

Le  under. 

Enough,  enough — fuch  difmal  feenes  you  paint, 
i  almoft  fhudder  at  the  recoUedlion — 

Wl^at,  are  they  dogs  that  they  would  mangle  us.?— 
Are  thefe  the  men  that  come  with  bafe  defign 
Ter  rob  the  hive,  and  kill  the  indudrious  bee  !— 
To  brighter  Ikies  I  tarn  my  raviOi’d  view. 

And  fairer  profpeefs  from  the  future  draw — 

Here  independent  power  fliaJJJioid  her  fway. 

And  public  virtue  warm  the  patriot  bread: 

No  traces  ihall  remain  of  tyrann^r. 

And  laws,  a  pattern  to  the  world  bcfide, 

Be  here  enaAed  firfl.-—— 

Acaflo, 

And  when  a  train  of  rolling  years  are  pad, 

(So  fung  the  exil’d  feer  in  Patmes  ike) 

A  new  JerufaiCm,  fent  down  from  heaven. 

Shall  grace  our  happy  earth— perhaps  this  land. 
Whole  ample  bread  diil]  <’hen  receive,  tho’  !atej> 
Myriads  of  faints,  vriiii  their  immortal 
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To  live  and  reign  on  earth  a  thoufand  years. 
Thence  called  Millennium,  Paradife  anew 
bhall  flourifh,  by  no  fecond  Adam  lod. 

No  dangerous  tree  with  deadly  fruit  ihall  grow, 
No  tempting  ferpent  to  allure  the  foul 

Prom  native  innocence.- - A  Canaan  here, 

Another  Canaan  fhall  excel  the  old. 

And  from  a  fairer  P  if  gab's  top  be  feen. 

No  thime  here,  nor  thorn,  nor  briar  lhall  fprlne, 
Earth  s  curfe  before:  the  lion  and  the  lamb  ^ 
In  mutual  friendfhip  link’d,  lhall  browfe'the  Ihrub, 
And  timorous  deer  with  foften’d  tygers  ftray 
O  er  mead,  or  lofty  hill,  or  gralTy  plain:  ' 
Another  Jordan’s  llream  lhall  glide  along. 

And  Siloah’s  brook  in  circling  eddies  flow: 

Groves  lhall  adorn  their  verdant  banks,  on  which 
The  happy  people,  free  from  toils  and  death, 
bhall  find  fecure  repofe.  No  fierce  difeafe. 

No  fevers,  flow  confumption,  ghaflly  plague,  ' 
(Fate’s  ancient  miniflers)  again  proclaim  ° 
Perpetual  war  with  man:  fair  fruits  lhall  bloom. 
Fair  to  the  eye,  and  grateful  to  the  talle; 

Nature  s  loud  florms  be  hufh’d,  and  feas  no  more 
Rage  hoftile  ’to  mankind— -and,  worfe  than  all. 

The  flercer  paflions  of  the  human  breafi; 

Shall  kindle  up  to  deeds  ^of  death  no  more. 

But  all  fubfide  in  univerfal  peace. - - 

^  - Such  days  the  world. 

And  fuch  America, .thou  lirfl:  lhalt  have. 

When  ages,  yet  to  come,  have  run  their  round. 
And  future  years  of  blifs  alone  remain* 

[1771.]  .  ^ 
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WISH  of  DIOGENES. 


A  He  rmit’s  houfe  beflde  a  llream  * 
With  forefls  planted  round. 

Whatever  it  to  you  may  feem  \ 

More  real  happinefs  I  deem 

Than  if  I  were  a  monarch  crown’d* 

A  cottage  I  could  call  my  own 
Remote  from  domes  of  care; 

A  littla  garden  walPd  with  flone, 

The  wall  with  ivy  overgrown, 

A  limpid  fountain  near, 
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Would  more  fubftantial  joys  afford. 

More  real  blifs  impart 

Than  all  the  wealth  that  mifers  hoard, 

Than  vanquifh’d  worlds,  or  worlds  reflor’d - 

Mere  cankers  of  the  heart! 

^  ! 

Vain  fooUfh  man!  how  vaft  thy  pride, 

How  little  can  thy  wants  Tupply ! - 1 

*Tis  furely  wrong  to  grafp  fo  wide - 

You  aft  as  if  you  only  had 
To  triumph — not  to  die! 

te-.# * « #-# ####*#*#*###*#*#* #*#*«>#########*#*#### . 

DISCOVE  RY. 

thoufand  years  in  thefe'dull  regions  pafsr’d, 

’Tis  time,  you’ll  fay,  we  knew  their  bounds  at  lad. 

Knew  to  what  fkies  our  fettin^  liars  retire. 

And  where  the  wintry  fans  expend  their  fire; 

What  land  to  land  protrafts  the  varied  fcene. 

And  where  extended  oceans  roll  betecn; 

What  worlds  exill  beneath  antariiic  fkies. 

And  from  Pacific  waves  what  verdant  iflands  rife. 

In  vain  did  Nature  fhore  from  fhore  divide. 

Art  form’d  a  paffage  and  her  waves  defied: 

When  his  bold  plan  the  mafler  pilot  drew  '  * 

DifTever’d  worlds  flept  for\yard  at  the  view. 

And  leffening  flill  the  intervening  fpace 
Difclofed  ^new  millions  of  the  human  race. 

Proud  even  of  toil,  fucceeding  ages  join’d 
New’feas  to  vanquifh,  and  new  worlds  to  find; 

Age  following  age  flill  farther  from  the  fhore. 

Found  fome  new  wonder  that  .was  hid  before, 

’Till  launch’d  at  length,  with  avarice  doubly  bold. 

Their  hearts  expanding  as  the  world  grew  old. 

Some  to  be  rich,  and  fome  to  be  renown’d. 

The  earth  they  rifled,  and  explor’d  it  round. 

Ambitious  Europe,  polilh’d  in  thy  pride. 

Thine  was  the  art  that  toil  to  toil  ally’d 
Thine  was  the  gift,  to  trace  each  heavenly  fphere. 

And  feize  their  beams,  to  ferve  ambition  here: 

Hence,  fierce  Pizarro  flock’d  a  world  with  graves. 

Hence  Montezuma  left  a  race  of  flaves - - 

Which  projeft  fuited  beft  with  heaven’s  decree 
To  force  new  doftrines,  or  to  leave  them  freer- — — 

Religion  only  feign’d  to  claim  a  fliare. 

Their  riches,  not  their  fouls,  employ’d  thy  care— ■ 

Alas!  how  few  of  all  that  daring  train 
That  feek  new  worlds  embofoin’d  in  the  main* 
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How  few  have  fail’d  on  virtue’s  nobler  plan. 

How  few  with,  motives  worthy  of  a  man!— - 
While  through  the  deep-fea  waves  we  law  them  go 
Where’er  they  found  ^man  they  made  a  foe; 
Superior  only  by  fupericr  art. 

Forgot  the  focial  virtues  of  the  heart. 

Forgetting  ftill,  where’er  they  madly  ran. 

That  facred  friendfliip  binds  mankind  to  man. 

Fond  of  exerting  power,  untimely  lliewn, 

1  he  momentary  triumph  all  their  ewn! 

Alet  on  the  wrecks  and  ravages  of  time. 

They  left  no  native  rnaficr  of  his  clime. 

His  trees,  his  towns  with  harden’d  front  they  claims 
Sei:2e  his  dear  country  inForne  tyi  int’s  name. 

And  force  the  oath,  that  binds  him  to  obey 
Some  prince  unknown,  ten  thoufand  miles  away. 

'  Slaves  to  their  pamons,  man’s  imperious  race 
Born  for  contention,  fnd  no  refting  place. 

And  the  vain  mind,  bewilder’d  and  perplext. 

Makes  this  world  wretched  to  enjoy  the  next. 

Tir’d  of  the  feenes  that  Nature  made  their  own. 
They  rove  to  conquer  what  remains  unknown; 
Avarice,  undaunted,  claims  wk-t  e’er  Ihe  fees. 
Surmounts  earth’s  circle,  and  foregoes  all  eaie  t 
Religion,  bolder,  fends  Ibme  facred  chief 
To  bend  the  nations  to  her  own  belief; 

To  their  vain  flandard  Europe’s  ions  invite. 

Who  hold  no  other  nxiorld  can  think  aright 
Behold  their  varied  tribes,  with  felf  appiaufe, 

Fjrji  in  religion,  liberty  and  laws, 

Ai^d  while  they  bow  to  cruelty  and  blood. 

Condemn  the  Indian  with  his  milder  god— . 

Ah  race  to  juftice,  truth,  and  honour  blind. 

Are  thy  convidions  to  convert  mankind* - ! 

Vain  pride — convince  them  that  your  own  are  juft. 

Or  leave  them  iiappy  as  you  found  them  firft. 

What  charm  is  feen  thro’  Europe’s  realms  of  ftrifc 
That  adds  new  bleffings  to  the  favage  life  ? — 

On  them  warm  funs  with  equal  fplendor  fhine, 

'  And  each  domeftic  pieafure  equals  thine, 

Tiieir  native  groves  a  happier  bloom  dilplay. 

As  felf-contented  roll  their  lives  away. 

And  the  gay  foul,  in  fancy’s  vifions  bleft. 

Leaves  to  the  care  of  chance  her  heaven  of  reft.'  i  mi 
What  are  the  arts  that  rife  on  realon’s  plan 
But  arts  deftrudive  to  the-  blifs  of  man  ? 

What  are  all  wars,  where’er  the  marks  you  trace. 

But  the  fad  records  of  our  world’s  difgrace  ? 

Reafon  degraded  from  ner  tottering  throne. 

And  precepts,  caU'd  divine,  obierv^d  oy  nonet 
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Blest  in  their  diftance Trom  that  bloody  fcene, 

-  Why  fpread  the  fail  to  pafs  the  gulphs  between? — 

If  winds  can  waft  to  ocean’s  utmoll  verge. 

And  there  new  iflands  and  new  worlds  emerge — 

If  wealth,  or  war,  or  fcience  bid  thee  roam. 

Ah,  leave  religion  and  thy  laws  at  home,  ^ 

Leave  the  free  natiye  to  enjoy  his  ftore,  ' 

Nor  teach  deftrudtive  arts,,  unknown  before— 

Woes  of  their  owrr  thofe  new  found  worlds  invade. 

There,  too,  herce  paliions  the  weak  foul  degrade. 

Invention  there  has  wing’d  the  unerring  dart. 

There  the  fwift  arrow  vibrates  to  the  heart, 

Revenge  and  death  contending  bofoins  fnare. 

And  pining  envy  claims  her  fubjeils  there. — 

Are  thefc  too  few?- - then  fee  defpotic  power  ' 

Spends  on  a  throne  or  turf  her  bufy  hour; 

Hard  by,  and  half  ambitious  to  afcend, 

Pried  s,  interceding  with  the  gods,  attend — 

Atoning  victims  at  their  Ihrines  they  lay, 

JTheir  crimfon  knives  tremendous  rites  difplay. 

Or  the  proud  defpot’s  gore  remorfelefs  fhed. 

Through  life  deteilcd,  or  ador’d  when  dead. 

Born  to  be  wretched,  fearch  this  globe  around. 

Dupes  to  a  few  the  race  of  man  is  found  ! 

Seek  fome  new  world  in  fome  new  climate  plac’d. 

Some  gay  Ta-i-ta  on  the  wat’ry  wafte. 

Though  Nature  drefs  in  all  her  bright  array 
Some  proud  tormentor  deals  her  charms  away : 

Howe’er  Ihe  fmiles  beneath  thofe  milder  Ikies, 

Though  men  decay  the  monarch  never  dies ! 

Howe’er  the  groves,  howe’er  tlje  gardens  bloom, 

A  Monarch  and  a  Prieji  is  ftili  their  doom ! 

- - -  - >  ”  ■  _ '  •  '  la.  , .  ^ 

EPITAPH: 

Ifitended  for  the  TemS  Stone  of  Patrick  Bay,  Inn-holder,  Med  ait 
:  ignorant  Fhyfician.'^^ - [The  dead  man  apEAKiNG.] 

INToT  Fate  or  Death — but  doftor  Rowe.  , 

5^  Advanc’d  to  give  the  deadly  blow 
**  That  fmote  me  to  the  lhades  below. 

Had  Death  alone  apppachM  too  nigh. 

**  Had  Fate  or  Nature  bid  me  die,^ 

I  mud  have  borne  it  patiently. 

But  to  be  robb’d  of  life  and  eafe 

By  fuch  infernarquacks' as  thefe. 

And  pay,  belides,their  mode/}  fees,  , 

D. 
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My  words  were  few,  I  muft  confefs. 

And  very  filly  my  addreis, 

A  melancholy  tale  1 

In  fiiort,  I  knew  not  what  to  fay,  , 

I  fquinted  this  and  th’  other  way. 

Like  Lucifer.  '  " 

**  Alack  a  day!  my  friends,  quoth  I, 

I  guef^  you’ll  get  no  more  from  mc-^ 

In  troth  I  have  forgot  it  1—  '  '  \ 

O  my  oration!  thou  art  fled; 

And  not  a  trace  within  my  head 
‘‘Remains  to  me! 

‘‘  What  could  be  done  ? — I  gap’d  once  mor^jf 
And  fet  the  audience  in  a  roar. 

They  laugh’d  me  out  of  face - ^ 

“  I  turn’d  my  eyes  from  north  to  fouth, 

I  clapt  my  hngers  in  my  mouth — 

“  And  down  1  camel” 

ADVICE  to  the  LADIES, 

NOT  TO  NEGLECT  THE  DENTIST. 

'  * 

Since  Time  too  foon  the  race  of  man  impairs. 

And  age  comes  on,  with  all  its  pains  and  cares. 

Why*  then,  by  nature  fubjed  to  decay. 

Ah!  why  invite  what  art  might  long  delay 
Foes  to  the  bloom  of  health,  negled  and  doth 
Corrode  the  ivory  of  the  lovelieil:  tooth. 

And  that  coarfe  breath,  where  evex^y  fweet  might  dwelL 
Tempts  the  nice  beau  to  flight  his  carelefs  belle. 

And  think  no  longer  ’tis  his  heaven  to  fip 
Love’s  draft  of  pleafure  from  the  damalk  lip. 

The  Dentist’s  care,  bright  maids,  can  Ihield  from  harms^ 
And  to  your  kilTes  lend  a  thoufand  charms. 

Safe  from  the  ills  of  torture  and  decay. 

Love  there  would  perch,  and  half  his  ‘lames  difplay»»-"»^ 

Low  at  t/pgir  fhriae  more  conkant  lovers  fall 

fV.bo  leave  no  Nature  to  accomplilh  all - 

Revere  that  art  which  thus  prevents  your  pain. 

Which  ages  paft  have  fought,  but  fought  iri  vain; 

So  fhall  your  lovers  to  their  oaths  be  true. 

And,  years  elaps’d,  each  beauty  kill  be  new; 

V7hile  sHti,  who  proudly  would  all  art'defpife. 

And  trulls  alone  to  conquelts  of  the  eyes. 
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Too  Toon  beholds  her  wonted  influence  lofl:,' 

Negleded  wit,  and  love  congeal’d  to  froft ; 

In  vain  her  paints  the  malic  of  health  reflore,— ^ 

No  more  her  lovers  figh,  her  Jlaves  adore : 

Imulting  prudes  no  more  a  rival  fear. 

But  cruel  whifpers  "thus  infult  her  ear;  ^ 

In  lovers  bright  circle  njohy  Jhould  they  be  feen, 

JVhofe  toothlefs  charms  encroach  on  gay  JixteenP^' 


-Hh-H-  i  1  hi-  i  j  -h-h  [  1  (  I  I  M  1  -M-  I-l 

LINES 

^othe  memory  of  a  young  American  Lady,*  njuho  died 
/ocn  after  her  arrival  in  London. 

X  HOU»  who  (halt  rove  to  that  feqnefler’d  place 
Where  vanilh’d  thoufands  refl:  in  death’s  embrace; — 

Wnile  wandering  there,  with  fympathetTc^JTghs, 

Pafs  not  the  turf  where  lovely  Catharine  lies, 

Lofl,  early  lofl!  her  memory  held  moft  dear>-^ 

Virtue  and  beauty  join’d  to  darknefs  there! 

Thus,  on  fome  plain,  the  faireft  flower  that  blows 
To  duft  returning,  takes  a  long  repofe; 

No  art  reftores  the  lovely  ftranger  loft. 

Nipt  in  her  bloom,  and  bound  in  endlefs  froft ! 

Efcap’d  deep  feas,  flie  reach’d  the  Britifli  ihore. 

Doom’d  a  fond  father’s  arms  to  meet  no  more: 

No  more  with  fmilos.his  evening  hoars  employ. 

Nor  fliare  the  embraces  of  a  mother’s  joy - - 

Loft  are  thofe  fruits,  in  early  feafons  fown. 

And  fled  that  fweetnefs,  which  wns  all  her  own,— 

Each  native  charm,  fine  fenfe,  and' every  grace  '  \ 

That  won  the  foul,  or  wanton’d  o’er  the  ^ce,* 

Return’d  to  earthy  congenial  withi  decay,  ' 

The  lamp  extinguilh’d,  and  eclips’d  her  day! 

How  many  pains  our  fancied  blifs  deftroy — • 

How  many  griefs  repay  a  moment’s  joy^ — ' 
Nature !  great  parent  of  our  race  below. 

Impartial  Nature,  claims  the  debt  we  owe, 

Mingles  with  kindred,  duft  the  virgin  bloom. 

And  tl^  warm  heart  lays  torpid  in  the  tomb! 
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»  * 

My  words  were  few,  I  mud  confefs. 

And  very  filly  my  addrefs, 

**  'A  melancholy  tale  1 

In  fliort,  I  knew  not  what  to  fay, 

I  fquinted  this  and  th’  other  way. 

Like  Lucifer.  '  ’  ^ 

Alack  a  day!  my  friends,  quoth  I, 

**  I  guefs  youUl  get  no  more  from  mc-?^ 

In  troth  I  have  forgot  it  I —  '  \ 

O  my  oration!  thou  art  fled;  '  • 

And  not  a  trace  within  my  head 
‘‘Remains  to  me! 

“  What  could  be  done  ? — I  gap^d  once  mor^j 
And  fet  the  audience  in  a  roar. 

They  laughM  me  out  of  face - ^ 

I  turnM  my  eyes  from  north  to  fouth, 

I  clapt  my  hngers  in  my  mouth — 

“  And  down  1  camel” 

ADVICE  to  the  LADIES, 

NOT  TO  NEGLECT  THE  DENTIST. 

Since  Time  too  foon  the  race  of  man  impairs. 

And  age  comes  on,  with  all  its  pains  and  cares. 

Why*  then,  by  nature  fubjed  to  decay. 

Ah!  why  invite  what  art  might  long  delay.?-— 

Foes  to  the  bloom  of  health,  negled  and  doth 
Corrode  the  ivory  of  the  lovelieil  tooth. 

And  that  coarfe  breath,  where  every  fweet  might  dwelL 
Tempts  the  nice  beau  to  flight  his  carelefs  belle. 

And  think  no  longer  ’tis  his  heaven  to  fip 
Lovers  draft  of  pleafure  from  the  damalk  lip. 

The  Dentist’s  care,  bright  maids,  can  Ihield  from  harmsjr 
And  to  your  klffes  lend  a  thoufand  charms. 

Safe  from  the  ills  of  torture  and  decay. 

Love  there  would  perch,  and  half  his  ilames  difplay>>— ■» 

Low  at  thsir  fhriae  more  conkant  lovers  fall 

IV.bo  leave  no  Nature  to  accomplifh  all - 

Revere  that  art  which  thus  prevents  your  pain. 

Which  ages  part  have  fought,  but  fought  iri  vain; 

So  (hall  your  lovers  to  their  oaths  be  true. 

And,  years  elaps’d,  each  beauty  kill  be  new; 

While  SHE,  who  proudly  would  all  art  defpife. 

And  trulls  alone  to  coaqueks  of  the  eyes. 
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Too  foon  beholds  her  wonted  influence  lofl:,' 


Negleified  wit,  and  love  congeal’d  to  froft ; 

In  vain  her  paints  the  mafic  of  health  rcflore,—*  ■' . 

No  more  her  lovers  figh,  her  Jlaves  adore: 

Imulting  prudes  no  more  a  rival  fear. 

But  cruel  whifpers  "thus  infult  her  ear ;  ^ 

In  love* 5  bright  circle  vjhy  Jbould  they  be  feerty 
JVhofe  toothlefs  charms  encroach  on  gay  JixteenP^' 
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1^0  the  memory  of  a  young  American  Ladyv  njubo  died 
focn  after  her  arrival  in  London. 

/ 

HOU,  who  flialt  rove  to  that  fequefler’d  place 


Where  vanifh’d  thoufands  red  in  death’ sem  brace;— 
Wnile  wandering  there,  with  fympathetTc^ghs, 
Pafs  not  the  turf  where  lovely  Catharine  lies, 

Lofl,  early  loft  I  her  memory  held  moft  dear>— 
Virtue  and  beauty  join’d  to  darknefs  there ! 

Thus,  on  fome  plain,  the  faireft  flower  that  blows 
To  duft  returning,  takes  a  long  repofe; 

No  art  reftores  the  lovely  ftranger  loft. 

Nipt  in  her  bloom,  and  bound  in  endlefs  froft ! 

^  Efcap’d  deep  feas,  flic  reach’d  the  Britlfti  fhore. 
Doom’d  a  fond  father’s  arms  to  meet  no  niOi*c: 

No  more  w’ith  fmilos.his  evening  hours  employ. 

Nor  (hare  the  embraces  of  a  mother’s  joy - - 

Loft  are  thofe  fruits,  in  early  felfons  fown. 

And  fled  that  fweetnefs,  which  wns  all  her  own,—' 
Each  nativexharm,  fine  fenfe,  and' every  grace  ' 
That  won  the  foul,  or  wanton’d  o’er  the  face,‘ 
Return’d  to  earthy  congenial  with^  decay,  ^ 

The  lamp  extinguifh’d,  and  eclips’d  her  day! 

How  many  pains  our  fancied  blifs  deftroy — 

How  many  griefs  repay  a  moment’s  joy- — 

Nature  1  great  parent  of  our  race  below. 

Impartial  Nature,  claims  the  debt  we  owe, 

Mingles  with  kindred,  duft  the  virgin  bloom. 

And  tl^  warm  heart  lays  torpid  in  the  tomb! 
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V 

HUMANITY  and  INGRATITUDE 

A  COMMON  CASE. 

\ 

[Translated  from  the  French. J  ^ 


I. 

I 

the  iide  of  the  fea,  in  a  cottage  obfcure. 

There  liv  d  an  old  fellow  nam’d  Chariot  Boncoeur, 
Who  was  free  to  his  neighbour  and  good  to  the  poor* 
Catching  filh  was  his  trade,  ' '  ^  " 

And  all  people  faid,  - 

That  mifchief  to  nothing  but  fifh  he  defign’d,  ^ 

To  all  people  elfe  he  was  candid  and  kind. 

II. 

One  day  as  he  went  to  the  brink  of  the  lake, 
Perfuading  the  ndies  their  dinner  to  take,, 

(The  lad  he  intended  they  ever  Ihould  make) 

While  his  hooks  he  employ’d  to  their  forrow  and  woe# 
A  grunting  he  heard  in  the  waters  below. 

And  calling  his  eyes  to  the  bottom  (for  here 
W  e’li  fuppofe  that  the  water  was  perfeftly  clear) 

He  faw  on  the  bed  of  the  liquid  profound 
An  unfortunate  wight  who  was  drowning,  or  drown’d^ 

III. ' 

That  the  man  to  the  furface  once  more  might  afeend. 
He  took  up  his  pole,  with  a  hook  at  the  end,  ' 

And  to  it  he  fell, 

f 

And  manag’d  fo  well. 

That  foon  to  the  margin  the  carcafe  was  drawn. 

And  who  Ihould  it  be  but  his  old  neighbour  John! 
Now,  fome  how  or  other,  it  popp’d  in  his  head. 

That  in  fpite  of  his  drowning  the  man  was  not  dead# 
And  while  he  was  thinking  what  means  to  devife 
That  his  friend  might  recover  and  open  his  eyes. 

He  faw  with  vexation  and  forrow,  no  doubt. 

That,  in  lugging  him  up,  he  had  put  one  eye  out- — 
However,  convinc’d,  from  what  he  had  heard,  ^ 
That  John  might  be  living,  for  aught  that  appear’d; 
To  his  cottage  he  took  him,  and  there  had  him  bled* 
Rubb’d,  .roll’d  on  a  barrel,  and  then  put  to  bed. 

So  in  lefs  than  a  week  (to  his  pmife  be  it  faid) 

In  lefs  than  a  week,  the  man  Was'as  found' 

(Excepting  the  lofs  of  his  eye  and  the  wound) 

As  if  in  his  life  he  had  never  been  drown’d. 


'■'v 
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IV. 


But  when  John  had  begun  to'travel  about. 

He  was  fadly  chagrin’d  that  his  eye  was  put  out,*  ' 

And  forgetting  what  fervice  his  neighbour  had  done  him. 
Went  off  to  a  lawyer,  and  clapt  a  writ  on  him. 

Talk’d  much  of  the  value  of  what  he  had  loll. 

That  Chariot  mull  pay  all  the  damage  and  coll. 

And  if  with  fuch  fentence  he  would  not  comply. 

He  fwore  he  would  have  his  identical  eye. 

V. 

That  Chariot  was  vex’d,  we  hardly  need  fay. 

Vet  he  uro^’d  what  he  could  in  a  moderate  way,  \ 
Declar’d  to  the  judges,  by  way  of  defence,  ^ 

That  the  a(5lion  was  wrought  without  malice  propenfc. 
That  his  confcience  excus’d  him  for^what  he  had  done. 
That  fortune  was  only  to  blame — and  that  John 
Might  h^ve  thought  himfelf  hap:>y  (when  death  was  fo  nij 
To  purchafe  his  life  with  the  lofs  of  an  eye— 

That  the  lofs  of  an  eye  is  a  ferious  affair 
Was  certain — and  yet  he’d  be  bold  to  declare. 

That  the  man  who  can  fhew  but  one  eye  in  his  head. 

Is  better  by  far  than  a  man  that  is  dead.” 

VI. 

In  anfwer  to  all  the  defendant’s  fine  pleading, 

John  faid  He  had  never  yet  found  in  his  reading 
A  people,  or  nation,  or  fenator  fage. 

Or  a  law,  or  a  cullom,  in  whatever  age. 

Permitting  (unpunifh’d)  by  force  or  furprife 

One  neighbour  to  put  out  his  next  neighbour’s  eyes.’'* 

VII. 

The  lawyers  and  judges  were  all  at  a  Hand 
/Which  way  to  conclude  on  the  matter  in  hand. 

’Till  a  half-witted  fellow,  who  chanc’d  to  be  there. 
Undertook  to  decide  on  this  weighty  affair. 

And  cry’d,  Can  you  doubt  in  a  cafe  tli^t’s  fo  plain — \ 

'  Be  guided  by  me,  and  you’ll  ne’er  doubt  again: 

The  plea  of  the  plaintiff  refts  wholly  on  tiiisj 
In  filhing  him  up  he  takes  it  amifs, 

That  Chariot  manceuvred  with  fo  little  fldll. 

So  aukwardly  fumble  L  and  manag’d  fo  ill 
As  thus  with  his  bunguing  to  ruin  John’s  look. 


If  he  get  out  alon^  from  where  Chariot  got  him> 


And  put  out  an  eye  with  the  point  of  his  hook — 
Well,  now,  my  lord  judges,  attend  my  decree,'^ 
Straightway  let  the  plaintiff  be  thrown  in  thc  'fea. 
And,  after  repofing  a  while  on  the  bottom. 
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Safe,  found,  and  undamag’d-^why,  then  ’tis  my  fentence 
Fhat  Chariot  be  punifh’d'and  brought  to  repentance* 

Jut  if,  after  gafping  and  flouncing  about. 

He  drowns  in  the  water,  and  fails  getting  out> 

Why,  then,  it  is  juflice,  it  mufl:  be  confefl,  - 
That  Chariot  forthwith  be  difeharg^d  from  arreH, 

AbiolvM  from  all  punifhment  due  to  the  wound. 

And  paid  in  the  bargain,  ’caufe  John  was  not  drown^d.’^ 

VIII. 

The  audience  were  flruck  with  a  world  of  furprizc, 

T  o  And  that  a  fool  could  give  counfel  fo  wife. 

The  judges  themfelves  the  fentence  efpous’d. 

And  freely  confented  that  John  fliould  be  fous’d, 

John  finding  that  matters  had  took  a  wrong  turn, 

Hot  waiting  to  fee  if  the  court  would  adjourn, 

SncakM  out  of  the  h^ufe,  with,  a  hifs  of  difgrace, 
in  dread — left  the  fentence  Ihould  quickly  take  place-^ 

Grown  pliant  at  laft,  his  caufe  he  withdrew—- 
.  His  plea  was'fo  bad,  and  his  friends  were  fo  few. 

It  was  needlefs,  he  thought,  on  the  caft  of  a  die 
To’ venture  his  life  for  the  fake  of  an  eye. 

And  concluded  ’twas  better  to  give  up  the  fuit, 
han  rifk  the  one  left,  and  be  fmother’d  to  boot* 

The  DESOLATE  AGA^LMY, 

Subjected  to  delpotic  fway^ 

Compelled  all  mandates  to  obey,  ^  ' 

Once  in  this  dome  I  humbly  bow’d, 

A  member  of  the  murmuring  crowd. 

Where  B  lanco  held  his  reign,  > 

The  tyrant  of  a  fmall  domain. 

BY  him  a  numerous  herd  controuPd> 

The  fmart,  the  ftupid,  and  the  bold, 

Effay’d  feme,  little  fiiare' to  gain 
Of  the  vaft  treafures  of  his  brain—:; 

Some  learn’d  the  latin,  fome  the  greek. 

And  fome  in  flowery  ftile  to  fpeak — 

Some  writ  their  themes,  whi  e  others 
And  fome  with  Euclid  fluff  d  the  head— 

Sortie  toil’d  in  verfe,  and  fome  in  profe. 

And  fome  in  logick  fought  repofe— , 

Some  learn’d  to  cypher,  fome  to  dravUp^ 

And  fome  began  to  ftudy  law. 

Bur  all  is  ruin’d,  all  is  done. 

The  Tutor  to  the  fhades  is  g(xne^ 


/ 
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And  all  his  nuplls,  le^  aftray. 

Have  each  found  out  a  ditferent  way. 

Some  are  in  chains  of  wedlock  bound. 

And  fome  are  hang’d,  and  fome  are  drown’d; 
Some  are  advanc’d  to  ports  and  places. 

And  forne  in  pulpits  fcrew  their  faces; 

Some  at  the  bar  a  living  gain. 

Perplex’ ng  what  they  rtiould  explain— 

To  foldiers  turn’d,  a  bolder  band, 

Repell  the  invaders  of  the  land; 

S  >me  to  the  arts  of  Fhyfic  bred, 

Dii  oatch  tneir  patients  to  the  dead; 

Some  plough  the  land,  and  fome  the  Tea, 

And  fome  are  flaves,  and  fome  are  free; 

Some  court  the  great,  and  fome  the  mufe. 
And  fome  fublirt  by  mending  rtiocs— — • 

While  others— but  fo  vaft  the  throng, 

T’/pe  C abler s  flpall  conclude  my  Jong, 

if 


ADVICE  to  a  FRIEND. 
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So  long  harrafs’d  by  winds  and  feasj, 

^Tis  time,  a*,  length,  to  take  your  eafe. 

Change  ruffian  waves  for  quiet  proves 
And  war’s  loud  blart  for  fyivaiiloves. 

In  all  your  rounds,  ’tis  parting  rtrange 
No  fair  one  tempts  you  to  a  change— 

Madnefs  it  is,  you  murt  agree. 

To  lodge  alone  ’till  forty -three^ 

Old  Plato  own’d,  no  blerting  here 
Could  equal  Love  — if  but  ilncere;  \ 

And  writings  penn’d  by  heaven,  have  Ihown 
That  man  can  ne’er  be  blert  alone. 

O’er  life’s  meridian  have  you  pafs’d; 

The  night  of  death  advances  fart! 

No  props  you  plant  for  your  decline. 

No  partner  fooths  thefe  cares  of  thine. 

/  If  Neptune’s  felf,  who  rul’d  the  main, 

Kept  fea-nymphs’ there  to  eafe  his  pain; 

Yourfeif,  who  rtcim  that  empire  o’er. 

May  furely  have  one  nymph  from  fhore.— 

Myrtilla  fair,  in  yonder  grove. 

Has  fo  much  beauty,  fo  much  love. 

That,  on  her  lip,  the  meanert  riy 
Is  happier  far  than  you  or  I. 


/ 
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The  VERNAL  A  G  U  E, 


HERE  the  Blackbird  roods  at  night,' 
In  groves  of  half  didinguilh^d  iighti 
V/hcre  the  evening  breezes  figh. 

Solitary,  there  dray  I. 


Clofe  along  the  fhaded  dream,. 
Source  of  many  a  golden  dream. 
Where  branciiy  cedars  dim  the  day 
There  I  mufe,  and  there  I  llray. 


Yet  what  can  pleale  amid  this  bower. 
That  charm’d  my  eyes  for  many  an  hour  I 
The  budding  leaf  is  lodr  to  me. 

And  dead  tho  bloom  on  every  tree. 


The  winding  dream,  that  glides  along, 
'I'he  lark,  that  tunes  her  early  fong. 
The  mountain’s  brow,  the  doping  vale. 
The  murmuring  of  the  wedern  gale. 


Have  lod  their  charms! — -the  blooms  arc  gone! 
Tr  ees  put  a  darke.r  afpefl  bn," 

The  dream  difgufts  that  wanders  by. 

And  eyery  zephyr  brings  a  figh. 


Great  guardian  of  our  feeble  kind, 
Fvcdoring  Nature,  lend  thine  aid. 
And  o’er  the  features  of  the  mind 
Renew  thofe  colours,  that  mud  fade. 
When  vernal  funs  forbear  to  roll-. 
And  endlefs  winter  chills  the  foul. 


The  MARKET  GIRL. 


T  dawn  of  day,  from  diort  repofe. 

At  hours  that  might  all  townf-men  lhame,  ' 
To  catch  our  money,  round  or  fquare. 

She  from  the  groves  7)f  Flathufh  came  . 
With  kail  and  cabbage — fredi  and  fair. 


\ 

At  Brooklyn  wharfF,  in  travelling  trim. 
Arriv’d  an  hour  before  the  fun, 

Yoiine  Charon^ s  boat  receives  her  ftorc  ; 
Acrofs  the  wavy  wade  they  fltim ;  , 

And  thus  they,  laughing,  come  to  town. 
She  at  the  iieim,  and  he,  tiie  o^ir. 


- ..'V  A 
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Full  early  taught  the  arts  of  gam. 

No  lharping  knave  that  walks  the  flreet> 

(Tho’  vers’d  in  all  the  tricks  of  trade) 

No  city  nymph,  or  powdered  Twain 
With  all  their  art,  can  hope  to  cheat 
A  BARGAIN  from  this  country  maid. 

The  market  done,  her  calh  fecur’d. 

She  homeward  takes  her  wonted  way; 

The  painted  cheft,  behind  the  door, 

(With  many  a  golden  guinea  ftor’d) 

Receives  the  gainings  of  the  day; 

Laid  up — to  iee  the  fun  no  more  1 

Sweet  nymph!  why  all  this  ceafelcfs  pain. 

Such  early  toil,  and  evening  care. 

This  hoarding  for  the  age  to  come! 

If  he  that  courts  you,  courts  in  vain. 

And  you,  regardlefs  of  an  heir, 

Refufe — alas! — to  take  him  home! 


THE 

DYING  INDIAN. 

/ 

Dehemur  morti  nosy  nofirafiue,  * 

On  yonder  lake  I  fpread  the  fail  no  morel 
Vigour,  and  youth,  and  aflive  days  are  pail — 
Relentlefs  demons  urge  me  to  that  fhore 
On  whofe  black  foreils  all  the  dead  are  call;: 

Ye  folemn  train,  prepare  the  funeral  fong, 

Por  I  mud  go  to  fhades  below. 

Where  all  is  ftrange,  and  all  is  new; 

Companion  to  the  airy  throng. 

What  folitary  dreams. 

In  dull  and  dreary  dreams. 

All  melancholy,  mud  I  rove  along! 

T^o  what  drange  lands  mud  Shalum  take  his  way! 
Groves  of  the  dead  departed  mortals  trace; 

No  deer  along  thofe  gloomy  foreds  dray. 

No  huntfmen  there  take  pleafure  in  the  chace. 

But  all  are  empty  unfubdantial  (hades. 

That  ramble  through  thofe  vifionary  glades  ; 

No  fpongy  fruits  from  verdant  trees  depend. 

But  fickly  orchards  there 
Do  fruits  as  fit:kly  bear, 

t 


\ 


«*>  POEMS  ON  SEVERAL  OCCASIONS 

\ 

And  apples  a  confumptive  vifage  (hew. 

And  wither’d  hangs  the  hurtle-berry  blue. 

Ah  me!  what  mifchiefs  oa  the  dead  attend! 
Wandering  a  ftranger  to  the  ihores  below. 

Where  lhail  1  broolc  or  real  fountain  find? 

Lzzy  and  fad  deluding  waters  flow— * 

\  Such  is  the  pid;ure  in  my  boding  mind! 

Fine  tales,  indeed,  they  tell 
Of  fhades  and  purling  rills. 

Where  (fur  dead  fathers  dwell 
'  Beyond  the  weftern  hills. 

Bat  when  did  gholl  return  his  ftate  to  fliewj 
Or  who  can  promife  half  the  tale  is  true? 

I  too  mull  be  a  fleeting  ghofl: — no  more— • 

None,  none  but  fliadows  to  thofe  manflons  go5  ' 

I  leave  my  woods,  I  leave  the  Huron  fhore. 

For  emptier  groves  below! 

Ye  charming  folitudes. 

Ye  tall  afcending  woods. 

Ye  glafly  lakes  and  prattling  ftreams, 

Whofe  afpe6l  ftill  was  fweet. 

Whether  the  fun  did  greet. 

Or  the  pale  moon  embrac’d  you  with  her  beams— 
Adieu  to  all  1 

■  To  all,  that  charm’d  me  where  I  ftray’d. 

The  winding  flream,  the  dark  fequefter’d  ihade; 

Adieu  all  triumphs  here! 

Adieu  the  mountain’s  lofty  fwell. 

Adieu,  thou  little  verdant  hill. 

And  feas,  and  ftars,  and  Ikies — farewell. 

For  fome  remoter  fpherei 

Perplex’d  with  doubts,  and  tortur’d  with  defpalr. 

Why  fo  dejefted  at  this  hopeiefs  fleep  ? 

Nature  at  laft  thefc  ruins  may  repair. 

When  fate’s  long  dream  is  o’er,  and  flie  forgets  to  WCCp 
Some  real  world  once  more  may  be  allign’d. 

Some  new  born  manfion  for  the  immortal  mind! 
Farewell,  fweet  lake ;  fareweli  furrounding  woods. 

To  other  groves,  through  midnight  glooms,  I  ftray. 
Beyond  the  mountains,  and  beyond  the  floods. 

Beyond  the  Huron  bay  1 
Prepare  the  hollow  tomb,  and  place  me  low. 

My  trufty  bow,  and  .arrows  by  my  fide. 

The  cheerful  bottle,  and  the  ven’fon  ftorc; 

'  For  long  the  journey  is  that  I  mull  go. 

Without  a  partner,  and  without  a  guide.*' 

Hb  fpoke,  and  bid  the  attending  mourners  wecg; 
Then  clos’d  his  eyes,  and  funk  to  endirfs  fleep  ! 
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The  JUG  of  RUM. 

ITHiN  tJiefe  earthen  walls  confin’d, 

The  ruin  lurks  of  human  kind; 

More  mifchiefs  here,  united,  dwell. 

And  more  difeafes  haunt  this  cell 
Than  ever  plagu’d  the  Egyptian  flocks^* 

Or  ever  curs’d  Pandora’s  box. 

Within  thtfe  prifon-ujalls  repof: 

^he  feeds  of  many  a  bloody  nofe; 

^he  chattering  tongue ^  the  horrid  oath 
The  fift  for  fighting y  nothing  loth  i 
The  pajjion  quick,  no  ^ords  can  tamty 
That  burjis  like  fulphur  into  fame  i 
The  nofe  njjith  diamonds  globing  red. 

The  bloated  eysy  the  broken  head! 

\ 

Forever  faftcncd  be  this  door— 

Confin’d  within,  a  thoufand  more 
Deflruftive  fiends,  of  hateful  fhape. 

Even  now  are  plotting  an  efcape. 

Here,  only  by  a  cork  controul’d. 

And  (lender  walls  of  earthen  mould. 

In  all  their  pomp  of  death  refide 
Revenge,  that  ne\r  vjas  fatisfy^ d ; 

The  Tree,  that  hears  the  deadly  fruit 
Of  murder,  maiming,  and  difpute ; 

Ass  AULT,  that  innocence  ajjails. 

The  IMAGES  of  gloomy  jails. 

The  GIDDY  THOUGHT,  0.^  mifchisf  bent  y 
Th^'niidnight  hour,  hi  folly  fpent. 

All  these  vjithin  ibis  jug  appear. 

And  Jack,  the  hangman,  in  the  rear! 

Thrice  happy  he,  who  early  taught 
By  Nature,  ne’er  this  poifon  fought; 

Who,  friendly  to  his  own  repofe. 

Treads  under  foot  this  word  of  foes,— 

He,  with  the  purling  dream  content. 

The  beverage  quaffs  that  Nature  meant; 

In  Reafon’s  fcale  his  adiions  weigh’d, 

H  is  fpirits  want  no  foreign  aid _ 

Not  fwell’d  too  high,  or  funk  to  low. 

Placid,  ills  eafy  minutes  flow; 

Long  life  is  his,  in  vigour  pafs’d,  -  -  * 

Exiftence,  welcome  to  the  lad, 

A  fpring,  that  never  yet  grew  dale— 

Such  'Virtue  lies  ADAM’S  ALE! 


I 
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ELEGIAC  LINES, 


NCE  in  thefe  groves  divine  'Aspasia  ftrayM!- 
Then,  confcious  Nature,  fmiling,  look’d  more  guyj 
But  foon  Ihe  left  the  dear  delightful  lliade, 

^^he  fhade,  neglected,  droops  and  dies  away. 


m 


And  pines  for  her  return,  but  pines  in  vain>' — • 

In  diftaiit  ides  belov’d  Afpafia  died, 

Piide  of  the  plains,  ador’d  by  every  fwain. 

Sweet  warbler  of  the  woods,  and  of  the  woods  the  pridcl* 


Philander  early  left  this  rural  maid. 

Nor  yet  return’d,  by  fate  compell’d  to  roam, 
!But  abfent  from  the  heavenly  girl  he  ftray’d. 
Her  charms  forgot,  forgot  his  native  home. 


O  fate'fevere,  to  feize  the  nymph  fb  foon,*  * 
The  nymph,  for  whom  a  thoufand  bofoms  figh. 
And,  in  the  fpace  of  one  declining  moon 
To  doom  the  fair  one  and  her  fwain  to  die. 


O !  could  thy  care  have  (hielded  liyi  from  harms 
Afpaha,  Ihe,  the  lovelieft  of  her  kind! 

Lucretia’s  virtue  with  a  Helen’s  charms, 

Cnarms.  of  the  face,  and  beauties  of  the  mind. 


The  blufhy  cheek,  the  lively  fparkling^  eye. 

The  ruby  lip,  the  flowing  jetty  hair. 

The  flature  tall,  the  afpebl  fo  divine. 

All  beauty,  you  had  thought,  was  center’d  there... 

i 


Each  future  age  her  virtues  fhall  extol. 
Nor  the  juft  tribute  to  her  worth  refufe: 
Fam’d,  to  the  ftars  Urania  bids  her  rife. 
Theme  of  the  moral  and  the  tragic  mufe. 


/• 

Sweet  as  the  fragrance  of  the  vernal  morn. 
Nipt  in  its  bloom,  this  faded  flower  I  fee; 
The  infpiring  angel  from  that  breaft  is  gone 
And  life’s  warm  tide  forever  chill’d  in  thee! 


Such  charms  fhall  greet  my  longing  foul  no  more. 
Her  radiant  eyes  are  clos’d  in  endlefs  fhade; 
Torpid  fhe  refts  on  yonder  marble  floor. 
Approach — and  fee  what  havoc  here  is  made  t 
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PICTURES  of  COLUMB  UsS- 

/ 

1.  CoLTJMBUS  Jketchlng  a  Map. 

o’er  his  charts  Columbus  raa. 

Such  difproportion  he  furvey’d. 

He  thought  he  faw  in  art's  mean  plan 

Blunders  that  Nature  never  made;  ,  .  . 

The  land  in  one  poor  corner  plac'd, 

,  And  all  befide  a  fwelling  wafte — ! 

It  can’t  be  fo,"  Columbus  laid; 

Far  to  the  weft,  what  lengthen’d  Teas! — 

Are  no  gay  iflands  found  in  thefe. 

No  fylvan  worlds,  by  Nature  meant  ■  * 

To  balance  Afia’s  vaft  extent? 

Who  knows  but  he  that  hungr  this  ball  >  •  - 

In  the  clear  void,  and  governs  all,  ,  . 

On  thofe  dread  fcenes,  remote  from  view, 

‘‘  Has  trac'd  fome  mighty  region  too. 

What  can  thefe  idle  charts  avail — =  •  .  - 

O’er  real  feas  I  wifh  to  fail;  ,  •  - 

**  If  fortune  aids  the  grand  defign. 

Worlds,  yet  unthought  of,  fhali  be  mine.  .  , 

But  how  ftiall  I  this  country  find!  ' 

Gay,  painted  picture  of  the  mind! 

Religion*  holds  my  project  vain. 

And  owns  no  worlds  beyond  the  main.  ' 

If  Neptune  on  my  prowefs  fmiles. 

And  I  deteft  his  hidden  iftes',  '  '  .  '  " 

I  hear  fome  warning  fpirit  fay,  .  ’ 

No  monarch  nv  ill  your  toils  repay: 

For  this  the  ungrateful Jh all  combine,  '  '  - 

And  hard  misfortune  muft  he  thine ; 

For  this  the  haje  rezvard  remains  > 

**  Of  cold  negledi  and  galling  chains  f  .  i 

In  a  poor  folitude  forgot,  '  '  A 

Reproach  and  <want  ft? all  he  the  lot 
Of  him  that  gives  ne-w  ^worlds  to  Spain,  *  ‘ 

And  voejivsard  fpreads  her  golden  reign. 

*  The  Inquifition  made  it  cvlijiinal  to  affcit  the  csUlsncs  of  the  Aatipodts. 
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On  thy  defign  n/jhat  ^oes  attend! 

^he  nations  at  the  ocean^s  end, 

"No  longer  dejiin'd  to  he free, 

Shall  o^e  dijirefs  and  death  to  thee  ! 

**  The  feats  of  innocence^  and  lo^je 
Shall  foo/i  the  fcenes  of  horror  pronje: 

But  ^jjhy  didvrb  theje  Indian  climes, 

T/:e  pidures  of  more  ha^py  times  ! 

Has  a  varice,  '■with  u.  feeling  breajl, 

Has  cruelty  thy  foul  pojjefs^ d  ? 

May  ruin  on  thy  boldnefs  wait ! — ^ 

“  Atid  for  row  crown  thy  toils  too  late!'^ 

'  . .  . .  ■■!<■  ■  ■>■  i 

2.  Columbus  addreffes  king  Ferdii^and. 

PRINCE,  and  the  pride  of  Spain!  while  meaner  crowM> 
Pleas’d  with  the  ftiadow  of  monarchiai  fway, 

£xa6l  obedience  from  fome  paltry  trad 
Scarce  worth  the  pain  and  toil  of  governing. 

Be  thine  the  generous  care  to  fend  thy  fame 
Beyond  the  knowledge,  or  the  gisefs  of  man. 

This  gulphy  deep  (that  bounds  our  weftern  reigE 
So  1  ng  by  civil  feuds  and  wars  difgrac’d) 

?vduft  be  the  paffage  to  fome  other  fhore  ^ 

Where  nations  dwell,  children  of  early  time, 

Balking  in  the  warm  funlhine  of  the  weft. 

Who  fome  falfe  deity,  no  doubt,  adore. 

Owning  no  virtue  in  the  potent  crofs: 

What  honour.  Sire,  to  plant  your  ftandard  there. 

And  fouls  recover  to  your  holy  faith 
That  now  in  paths  of  dark  perdition  ftray 
Warp’d  to  his  worlhip  by  the  evil  one! 

Think  not  that  Europe  and  the  Afian  wafte. 

Or  Africa,  where  barren  fands  abound. 

Are  the  foie  gems  in  Neptune’s  bofom  plac’d; 

Think  not  the  world  a  vaft  extended  plain: 

See  yond’  bright  orbs,  that  through  the  ether  move^k^ 

All  globular;— this  earth  a  globe  like  them  . 

Walks  her  own  rounds,  attended  by  the  moon. 

Bright  comrade,  but  with  borrowed  luftre  bright* 

If  all  the  furface  of  this  mighty  round 
Be  one  wide  ocean  of  unfatiiom’d  depth 
Bounding  the  little  fpace  already  known. 

Nature  muft  have  forgot  her  wonted  wit. 

And  made  a  m  mftrous  havoc  of  proportion. 

If  her  proud  depths  were  not  reftrain’d  by  lands. 

And  broke  by  continents  of  vaft  extent 
Sxifting  fomewhere  under  weftern  ikics> 
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Far  other  waves  would  roll  before  the  ftorms 
Tnan  ever  yet  have  burft  oa  Europe’s  fhores. 

Driving  before  them  deluge  and  confuhon. 

'But  Mature  will  preferve  what  ihe  has  plann’d: 

And  the  whole  fuifrage  of  antiquity, 

Piatonit  dreams V  and  reafoa’s  plainer  page 
All  point  at  fomc thing  that  wc  ought  to  fee 
Buried  behind  the  waters  of  the  weft. 

Clouded  with  ftiadows  of  uncertainty: 

The  time  is  come  for  fome  lubdme  event. 

Of  mighty  fame:— mankind  are  children  yeU 
And  hardly  dre^im  what  treafures  they  poftefs 
In  the  dark  bofom  of  the  fertile  main. 

Unfathom’d,  unattempted,  unexplor’d. 

Thefe,  mighty  prince,  I  offer  to  reveal. 

And  by  the  magnet’s  aid,  if  you  fupp  y 
Ships,  and  fome  gallant  hearts,  engage  to  bring 
From  dillant  climes,  news  w'orthy  of  a  king. 


3,  Ferdinand  his  JirJi  Minister. 

Ferdinand* 

WHAT  would  this  madman  have,  tins  bold  proiedo 
A  wild  addrefs  I  have  to-day  attended. 

Mingling  its  folly  with  our  great  affairs. 

Dreaming  of  illands  and  new  hemifpheres 
Plac’d  on  the  ocean’s  verge,  we  know  not  where— 
What  fhali  I  do  with  this  petitioner  ? 

Minijier* 

Even  fend  him,  fire,  to  perifti  in  his  fearch: 

He  has  fo  peft^red  me  thefe  many  years 

With  idle  projeds  of  difeovery - - 

His  name — 1  almoft  dread  to  hear  it  mention’d : 

He  is  a  Genoefe,  of  vulgar  birth. 

And  has  been  round  all  Europe  with  his  plans 

Prefenting  them  to  every  potentate; - . 

What  pains  me  too,  is,  that  our  royal  lady 
Lends  him  her  ear,  and  reads  his  mad  addreftes. 
Oppos’d  to  reafon  and  philofophy. 

F  erdinand* 

Heads  the  devil’s  part* in  Eden’s  garden: 

Knowing  the^man  was  proof  to  his  temptations 
He  whil^r’d  fome  thing  in  the  ear  of  Eve, 

And  promis’d  much,  but  meant  not  to  perform, 

Minijfer. 

I’ve  treated  all  his  fehemes  with  luch  contempt 
That  any  but  a  rank,  mad-brain’d  enthuftaft, 

Pufliing  his  purpofe  to  extremities, 

£ 


POEMS  ON  SEVERAL  pGCASION.S, 

Would  have  E'rfook  your  empire,  royal  fir, 
Pifcourag’d,  and  forgotten  long  ago, 

Ferdinat.  d» 

Has  he  fo  long  been  bufy  at  Jiis  projects  ?— 

I  Icarceiy  hcc.#  i  of  him  'till  yefterday; 

A  plan  piirfued  with  fo  much  cbilin,.cy 
Looks  not  like  madnefs : — wretches  ot  that  ftamp 
Survey  a  thoufand  objeds  in  an  hour. 

In  lov'e  with  each,  and  yet  attach’d  to  nope  ’ 

Beyond  the  moment  that  it  meets  the  eye — - 
But  him  I  honour,  tho'  in  beggars’  garbs. 

Who  has  a  foul  of  fo  much  conftancy 
As  to  bear  up  againft  the  hard  rebuffs. 

Sneers  of  great  men,  and  iniolence  of  power. 

And  through  the  oppofition  of  them  ail 
Furfues  his  objed: — Minifter,  this  msan 
Liuft  have  our  notice.— Let  him  be  commifiioned 
Viceroy  of  all  the  lands  he  fhali  difeover. 

Admiral  and  general  in  the  fleets  of  Spain  ; 

Let  three  flout  fhips  be  inftantly  feieded. 

The  befl  and  flrongefl  ribb’d  of  all  we  own. 

With  crews  to  man  them,  patient  of  fatigue; 

But  flay,  attend  I  how  Hands  our  treafury  ?— « 

Minifier, 

Empty — even  to  the  bottom,  royal  fir! 

We  have  not  coin  for  bare  necefiities. 

Much  lels,  (fo  paid  n  me)  to  fpend  on  madmen. 


4.  Columbus  dddrejjex  F^ueen  Isabella# 

WHILE  Turkifli  queens,  dejeded,  pine,  ■ 
Compeird  fweet  freedom  to  refignj 
And,  taught  one  virtue,  to 
Lament  fome  eaflern  tj^^rant’s  iway. 

Queen  of  all  hearts,  bright  ’fibell! 

A  happier  lot  to  you  has  fell, 

W^ho  make  a  nation's  bliiS  your  own. 

And  fhare  the  rich  Caftiiian  throne. 

Exalted  thus,  beyond  all  fame, 

Aiiifl,  fair  lady,  tnat  proud  aim 
Which  would  your  native  reign  extend 
I'o  the  wide  world’s  remoteH  end. 

From  fcience,  fed  by  bufy  thought. 

New  wonders  to  my  view  are  brought;  i 

I'he  vaft  abyfs,  bt'yond  our  fliore, 

I  deem  impaifabie  no  more,  - 
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^  ( 

ift  t-'hofe  that  love  to  Ireim  or  fleep 
i  no  Imits  to  the  ice ) : 

J  leo  hsyond  the  rolling  main 
Abound  mg  wealta  referv'd  for  Spain. 

From  hTiture’s  earliell  days  conced’d. 

Men  of  their  ovn  theie  cdma^es  yield. 

And  fceoter  d  dames,  no  doubt,  are  there. 

Queens  like  youncif,  bat  not  lo  fair. 

t 

But  whit  ^oa*d  moft  p-ivoke  defire 
A ’*2  the  i'aie  pearls  that  chey  admire, 

A  ii  diamonds  bright,  and  coral  green> 

More  ht  CO  grace  a  Spanilh  ^ueen. 

Their  yellow  ihe’Is,  and  virgin  gold, 

A  id  diver,  for  our  tri  ikecs  fold. 

Shall  well  reward  this  toil  and  pain 
And  bid  our  commerce  ihine  agiin, 

A^  men  were  forcM  f  om  Eden’s  ihade 
B  /  err  rs  that  a  woman  made, 

F  t  nit  me,  at  a  woman’s  cud. 

To  iind  the  climates  that  vve  loft. 

H",  that  with  yon,  oartikss  command; 

The  nation’s  hope,  g^eat  Ferdinand, 

Attends,  indeed,  to  my  renueft, 

Bat  wants  no  empires  in  the  weft. 

% 

Then,  queen,  fupply  the  fwelling  fail. 

For  eaftward  breathes  the  fteady  gale 
Tiiat  {ball  the  meaneft;  bar  qae  convey  ^ 

To  regions  richer  then  Cathay.* 

Arriv’d  dpon  that  ftowery  coaft 
Whofe  towns  of  golden  temples  bo  ift. 

While  thefe  brignt  objevfts  ftrikc  our  view 
Their  wealth  lhall  be  referv’d  for  you. 

Each  fwarthy  king  ih  iF  yield  his  crown. 

And,  fmiiing,  lay  their  i'ceptres  down. 

When  they,  untam’d  by  force  of  arms. 

Shall  hear  the  ftory  of  your  charms. 

Did  I  an  empty  dream  purf  le 
Great  honour  ftill  mail  wait  on  you. 

Who  Tent  the  lads  of  Spain  to  keep 
Such  vigils  on  the  antravelFd  deep^ 

4 

?  The  sclent  name  hx  Chma, 

'C>  '  >  ~ 
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Who  fix’d  the  bounds  of  land  and  Tea,  '  , 

Trac’d  Nature’s  works  through  each  degrees 
Imagin’d  fome  unheard-of  (ho re 
But  prov’d  that  there  was  nothing  more* 

Yet  happier  prorpe6ls,  I  maintain^ 

Shall  open  on  your  female  reign,  -  ' 

While  ages  hence,  with  raoture,  tell 
How  much  they  owe  to  Ifabell ! 

✓ 


5.  ^een  Isabblla’s  Secretary  ^evritin^  a  nplj  ta 

'  '  YOUR  yellow  (I.ells,'  and  coral  green. 

And  gold,  and  fiiver — not  yet  feen, - 

Hav^  had  fuch  induence  on  a  woman’s  mind 
The  queen  could  almoil  pillage  from  the  crown. 

And  add  fome  codly  jewels  of  her  own, 

I'hus  fending  you  that  charming  coaft  to  find 
Where  all  thel'e  heavenly  things  abound, 

Queens, in  the  wei?:,  and  chiefs  renown’d. 

But  then  no  great  men  take  you  by  the  hand. 

Nor  are  the  nobles  bufied  in  yo  r  aid; 

The  clergy  have  no  relifh  for  your  feheme^ 

And  deem  it  madnefs— -one  archbilhop  faid 
You  were  bewildered  in  a  paltry  dream 
That  led  direclly  to  undoubted  rTu, 

'Your  own  and  other  men’s  undoing:—* 

And  cur  confefler  fay-,  it  is  not  true, 

(And  calls  it  herefy  in  you) 

'I’hus  to  aftert  the  world  is  round. 

And  that  the  Antipodes  are  found 

Held  to  the  earth,  we  can’t  teii  how.— — » 

But  you  (hall  fail ;  I  heard  me  queen  declare 
That  mere  geography  is  not  her  care;— 

And  thus  (lie  bids  me  fay, 

“  Columbus,  hade  awuy, 

Haftcn  to  Palos,  and  if  you  can  find  ,  . 

,  Three  barques,  Oi'druAure  I'uitedto  your  mind. 

Straight  make  a  purchafe  in  the  royal  name; 

Equip  then  for  the  Teas  without  delay,  '  c 

'  Since  long  the  journey  is  (we  heard  you  fay) 

To  that  rich  country  whicn  we  wifh  to  claim— ’ 

I  Let  them  be  fmall — for  know  the  crown  is  poor, 

\  Though  badcing  in  the  funlhine  of  renown. 

Long  wars  have  wafted  us:  the  pride  of  Spain 
Was  ne’er  before  fo  high,  nor  purfe  fo  mean; 

Giving  us  ten  years  war,  the  humbled  Mccr 
^  Has  left  us  little  elfe  but  victorv: 

■  u .  ‘‘  Time  muxl  reftore  pall  fplendor  to  this  reignP^ 
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6.  Columbus  at  the  Uarhmr  ^Palos,  in  AnJaluJiaj 

1 

CoLUMBtrS. 

IN  three  fmall  barques  to  crofs  fo  vaft  a  Tea, 

Beid  to  be  boundiefs,  even  in  learning’s  eye— * 

It  is  a  bold  attempt! - 7 I  muft  go, 

Travelling  the  furge  to  its  great  bouniary; 

I^ar,  f^r  avvay  beyond  the  reach  of  men, 

V/nere  never  ga4ey  fpread  her  milk-white  fali 
Or  weary  pilgrim  bore  the  chrihlan  name! 

But  though  1  were  confirm’d  in  my  dciign^ 

And  faw  the  whole  event  with  certainty,  .  , 

How  fhall  I  lb  exert  my  eloquence, 

And  hold  fach  aro-uments  with  vulgar  minis 
As  to  convince  them  I  am  not  an  idiot 
Cnacing  the  viilons  of  a  fluttered  brain, 

E  iding  m  their  perdition  and  my  own  i* 

The  world,  and  all  its  wil'dom  is  againd  me; 

Tiie  dreams  of  prieds ;  philofophy  in  caains; 

Faife  learning,  fwo!u  with  fcif-fuiliciency; 

Men  feated  at  the  helm  of  royalty 

Keafoaing  like  fchool-boys; — what  dircouragements! 

Experience  holds  herfelf  mine  enemy. 

And  one  weak  woman  only  hears  my  (lory!- — 

lil  make  a  fpeech - ‘  Hear  jovial  f  lilors,  hear? 

•‘Ye  that  would  rife  beyond  the  rags  of  fortune,  '  -  • 

•‘  Struggling  too  long  with  hopelefs  poverty, 

•*■  Joafling  your  native  ihores  on  fhaliow  feas 
•‘  VexM  by  the  gallies  of  the  Ottoman; 

•‘  Now  meditate  with  me  a  bolder  plan, 

^  •‘  Catching  at  fortune  in  her  plenitude! 

•‘  He  that  ihall  undertake  this  voyage  with  me 
••  Shall  be  no  longer  held  a  vu-gar  man; 

•‘  Princes  Ihall  wiih  they  had  been  our  companions^ 

<  •‘  And  Science  bluth  Ihe  did  not  go  along 
•‘To  learn  a  leiTon  that  might  humble  pride 
•‘  Now  grinning  idly  from  a  pedant’s  cap, 

•‘  Lurking  behind  the  veil  of  cowardice. 

“  Far  in  the  well  a  golden  region  lies 
Unknown,  unvi  Ited  for  many  an  age. 

Teeming  with  treafare,  to  enrich  the  brave. 

•‘  Embark,  embark — Columbus  leads  the  way — 

•‘  Why,  friends,  exillence  is  alike  to  me 
•‘  Dear  and  defirabie,  with  other  men; 

•‘  What'good  couid  I  devife  in  leeking  ruin? 

•‘  Embark,  1  fay ;  and  he  that  fails  wuh  me 
Shall  reap  a  harvell  of  immortal  honour : 

•‘  Wealthier  he  lhaii  return  than  they  that  now 
Lounge  in  the  lap  of  principalities, 

^  Hoarding  the  gorgeous  treafurcs  of  the 

*  ✓ 
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Alas,  alas!  they  turn  then  tucks  upon  me, 
An  i  rathci  choole  to  wallow  in  the  mire 
Cl  w  He  and  101  ^id  nadtivity, 

Tii.  by  one  boid  and  ma-terly  exertion-, 
Tiiemieivebe  mob.e,  and  enrica  their  ^..untry!- 


7.  Sailor’s  Hut,  the fea 


1  HOMAs  and  Susan 


I  WISH  I  was  over  the  water  again! 
’7is  pity  vve  ci:  not  agree; 

Wiien  I  tiy  to  be  meny  ’tis  labour  in 
You.  always  vtre  icoldlng  at  meg 
Then  what  fhail  i  do 
Wiin  this  term  .gant  Sue; 

T"ho’  1  hug  her  and  fqjeeie  her 
I  never  can  oleale  he 

X 

Was  taerc  ever  a  aevil  like  you? 


If  I  was  a  maid,  as  1  now  am  a  wife 
With  a  fot  and  a  brat  .0  maintain, 

I  trunk  it  would  be  the  hrd  care  of  my  life, ' 
To  ihun  fuch  a  drunkard  again: 

Not  one  of  the  crew 
Is  10  hated  by  Sue; 

Though  they  always  are  bawling. 

And  pulling,  and  haudng— - 
Not  one  is  fo  noify  as  you. 


Thomas 


Dear  Sufan,  I’m  forry  that  y  ou  ftiouM  complaint 
There  is  nothing  indeed  to  be  done; 

If  a  war  Ihould  break  out,  not  a  failorin  Spaija 
Would  fooner  be  found  at  his  gun: 

Arriving  from  lea 
I  would  kneel  on  one  knee. 

And  the  plunder  prcicntiog 
To  Sufan  relenting — — 

Who  then  would  be  h  m  )ur’d  like  me! 

hujan. 

To  day  as  I  came  by  toe  fign  of  the  Jhlp^ 

A  mighty  fine  captain  waS  there, 

He  was  a  king  for  iaiiors  to  take  a  fmaii  trig^ 

But  1  cannot  remerrher  weL  where: 

He  was  hearty  and  free. 

And  if  you  can  agree 
To  i"ave  me  dear  honey. 

And  bring  me  iome  money 
How  nappy— indeed —  i  ihaii  h«l 
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Thomas » 

infin  that  you  faw  not  a  failor  can  get, 
’T  s  a  Capuia  Culumbus,  they  lay ; 

To  lit  out  a  hiip  lie  is  ranning  in  dc  bt,: 
And  our  vvages  he  never  can  pay; 

Yes,  yes,  it  is  he, 

And,  Sue,  do  ye  ree< 

On  a  wild  undertaking 
His  heart  he  is  breaking^——* 

The  devil  may  take  him  for  me! 


8.  Bernardo,  a  Spanijh  Friar ^  in  his  ianonlcahz 


DID  not  our  holy  book  moil  c’early  kiy 
This  earth  is  built  upon  a  pillar’d  bifc; 

And  did  not  reason  add  convincing  proofs  ^ 
That  this  huge  world  is -one  continued  plane 
Extending  onward  to  immenfity. 

Bounding  with  oceans  thefe  abodes  of  men ; 

I  Ihould  luppofe  this  dreamer  had  fome  hopes. 
Some  profpedds  built  on  probability 

What  fays  oar  lord,  the  pope - he  cannot  err 

He  fays,  our  ^orld  //  not  orbicular y 

And  has  rewarded  fom  ;  wita  chains  and  death 

Who  dar’d  defend  Inch  wicked  herefies. 

But  we  are  turning  heret-cs  indeed!—— 

A  foreigner,  an  idiot,  an  impoilor. 

An  inhdel  (lince  he  dares  contradid: 

What' our  mod  holy  order  holds  for  truth) 

Is  pouring  poifon  in  the  royal  ear; 

Telling  him  tales  of  iilands  in  the  moon. 
Leading  the  nation  into  dangerous  errors. 
Slighting  indru6llon  from  our  brotherhood!— 

^  O  jefal  jefu  1  what  an  age  is  this  ! 


9.  OrosiO,  a  Mathematician y  wjith  his  fcales  and  compajjc^c. 

THIS  perfevering  man  fucceeds  at  lad ! 

The  lad  gazette  has  publilh’d  to  the  world 

That  Ferdinand  and  Ifabella  grant 

Thi'ee  well  rigg’d  fhips  to  Chriftopher  Columbus ; 

And  have  bedow’d  the  noble  titles  too 

Admiral  and  Fice-Roj - g.eat  indeed  I 

Who  will  not  now  projea,and  fcrawl  on  paper--^ 

Pretenders  now  lhall  be  advanc’d  to  honour ; 

And  every  pedant  that  can  frame  a  problem. 

And  every  lad  that  can  draw  parallels  , 

Or  meafure  theLubtenfion  of  an  angle, 

^S-U  a.ow  have  Ihips  to  make  difcov:erie6i 
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This  fimple  man  would  fail  he  knows  not  where; 
Building  on  fables,  fchen.es  of  certainty—* 

Vifions  of  PlatOy  mix’d  with  id  e  tales 
Of  Lter  date,  intovicate  his  brain: 

Let  him  advance  beyond  a  certain  point 
In  his  fantaflic  voyage,  and  I  foretell 
lae  r ever  can  return:  ay  iet  him  go}™® 
here  is  a  line,  towards  the  feuing  fun 
Trawn  on  an  ocean  of  tremendous  depth, 

(Where  Nature  plac’d  the  limits  of  the  day) 
Haunted, by  dragons,  fond  of  folitude, 

Red  ierpeiits,  nc’y  forms,  and  yelling  hags, 

Bit  compai^y  for  mad  adventurers,-—. 

•  There  when  the  fun  defcends,  ’tis  horror  all; 

Plis  angry  globe  through  vail  aby.Tes  gliding' 

Burns  111  tne  briny  bofom  of  the  deep, 

Making  a  havock  ib  unco-fcionable. 

And  cauiu'ig  fuch  a  waftefui  ebullition. 

That  never  iliand  green,  or  continent 
Could  hnd  foundation,  there,  to  grow  upon! 


10.  Columbus  Pi  COT. 

Columbus, 

TO  take  on  board  the  fweepings  of  a  jail 
Is  inexpedient,  in  a  voyage  like  mine. 

That  will  require  molt 'patient  forutade^ 

Strict  vigilance  and  ftaid  fobrie'y. 

Contempt  of  death,  on  cool  relle<dion  founde<i> 

A  fenfe  of  honour,  motives  of  ambition. 

And  every  fentiment  that  fways  the  brave.—** 
Princes  Ihould  join  me  now  ! — not  thole  I  mean 
Who  iurk  in  courts,  or  re 'el  in  the  (hade 
Of  painted  ceilings :«—-thofe  1  mean,  more  worthy* 
Whofe  daring  aims  and  perfevering  fouls 
Soaring  beyond  the  fordid  view  of  fortune^ 
Befpeak  the  lineage  of  true  royalty. 

Pilot, 

A  fleet  arriv’d  laft  month  at  Carthagen# 

From  Smyrna,  Cyprus,  and  the  neighbouring  ifleSv 
Their  c  ews  releas’d  from  long  fatigues  at  fea^ 
Have  Ipent  their  earnings  in  feilivity, 

AnT  hunger  tells  them  they  muft  out  again t 
Yet  nothing  inftantiy  prefents  itfelf 
Except  your  new  and  noble  expedition: 

Tue  fleet  muft  undergo  immenfe  repairs. 

And  numbers  will  be  unemploy’d  a  while; 

I’.i  take  them  in  the  hour  of  diflipation 

reiie^lion  has  made  cowards  of 
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queftions  of  impertinence) 

When  deiperate  plans  are  mod  acceptable, 
ImpolTibilit’es  are  poffible. 

And  all  :he  ipring  and  vigour  of  the  mind 
Is  ftrain’d  to  madnefs  and  audacity; 
if  you  approve  my  fcheme,  theie  ninety  men 
(Tne  number  you  pronounce  to  be  fuificient) 
Shall  ail  be  enurM  in  a  week,  at  mod. 

Columbus, 

Go,  pilot,  go — and  eveiy  motive  urge 
'I’hat  may  put  lif;  in.o  this  expedition. 

Early  in  Auguft  we  muft  weigh  our  anchorf. 
Time  wears  apace — b  ing  none  but  willing  men. 
So  (hall  our  orders  be  th^^  better  borne. 

The  people  lefs  inedn'd  to  mu'iny. 


II.  Discontents  at  Sea 
Antonio.  ( a  failor ) 

DREADFUL  is  death  in  his  mod  gentle  forms  !- 
Mo  re  horrid  llili  on  this  mad  element. 

So  far  remote  from  land — from  friends  remote  I 
A  '  So  many  thoufand  leagues  already  fail’d 
In  queft  of  vifionsl — what  rem  iius  to  us 
But  perilhing  in  thefe  moifl:  foiiiudes; 

WhCiC  many  a  day  our  corpfes  on  the  fea 
Shall  boat  unwept,  unpitied,  unentomb'd! 

O  L  te  moft  terrible  t — undone  Antonio  1 
Why  didft  thou  liiten  to  a  madman’s  dreams. 
Pregnant  with  mifehief— why  not,  comrades,  rife!- 
See,  Nature’s  fe  f  prepares  to  leave  us  here ; 

The  needle,  late  fo  faithful  to  the  pole. 

Now  quits  his  object  and  bewdiders  us; 

Steering  at  random,  juft  as  chance  direfls-—* 

O  fate  moft  terrible! — undone  Antonio!^ _ — ■ 

Hernando,  (a  Jailor) 

Borne  to  creation’s  utrmoft  verge,  I  faw 
New  ftars  afeending,  never  view’d  before! 

Low  finks  the  bear! — O  land,  my  native  land, 

Clear  fprings  and  lhady  groves!,  why  did  I  change 
Your  afpect  fair  for  thefe  infernal  waftes. 

Peopled  by  monfters  of  another  kind; 

Ah  me!  defign’d  not  for  the  haunt  of  man! 

Coiu?nbus. 

Ceafe,  daftards,  ceafe;  and  be  inform'd,  that  man 
Is  Nature’s  lord,  and  wields  her  to  h's  will; 

If  her  moft  noble  works  obey  our  aims. 

o^gbt  worchlefs  feum,  like  von, 
Whofe  whole  exiftence  is  a  morriiig  dream. 
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Whofe  life  is  funliine  on  a  wintry  day. 

Who  fhake  at  ihadows,  ft  ruck  with  palfted  fear:^ 
Ivleafuring  the  limit  of  your  ives  by  diftance. 

Antonio. 

Columbus,  hear!  when  with  the  land  we  parted^ 
Y  ju  thirty  days  agreed  to  plough  the  main, 
X^lrefting  weilward  —  Fliirty  have  elapsM, 
And  thiiiy  mure  have  now  begun  their  rounds 
Ko  land  appearing  yet,  nor  truce  of  land, 

Eu*"  diftant  fogs  that  m,mic  k  fiy  ifles, 

Paintit;g  g^y  iandicapes  on  the  vaporous  air. 
Inhabited  by  fiends,  tkat  mean  our  ruin — 

You  perfevere,  and  h.we  no  mercy  on  us — 
Then  perilh  by  y  url'elf — we  mufr  return—^ 

And  know  our  ftrm  reftalve  is  fix:  d  for  Spaing 
In  this  refolve  we  are  unanimous. 


Juan  de  Villa-Real  to  Columbxj»» 

( A  billet.) 

I  heard  them,  over  night,  a  plot  contriving, 
of  fc.tui  pur  jofe — ^liave  a  care,  Columbus!——^ 
They  have  ri^folvM,  as  on  the  deck  you  ftand 
Aiding  che  vigils  of  the  midnigh^  hour. 

To  plunge  you  headlong  in  the  roaring  deep. 

And  ftaughter  mch,  as  favour  your  deftgn 
Still  to  purfue  that  weftern  continent.^’ 

Columbus,  Joins. 

Why,  Nature,  haft  thou  treated  thole  fo  ill, 

Whofe  louis,  capacious  of  immenfe  defigns 
Leave  eale  and  quiet  for  a  nation’s 
Thus  to  fubjecl  them  to  thefe  little  things, 

Infe6ls,  by  heaven’s  decree  in  fhapes  of  xnenE 
But  fo  it  is,  and  fo  wm  mull  fubmit. 

Bending  to  thee,  the  heavmn’s  great  chancellor? 

But  muft  I  faill — and  by  timid iry! 

M  ift  thou  to  thy  green  waves  receive  me,  Neptun^ 
Or  muft  I  bafely  with  my  ftiips  return. 

Nothing  accomplilh’d! — not  one  pearl  difcover’d. 
One  bit  of  gold  to  make  our  queen  a  bracelet,, 

One  diamond  for  the  crown  of  Ferdinand  1 
How  will  their  triumph  be  confirm’d,  who  faid 
That  1  was  mad! — Muft  I  tlien  change  my  courfo^ 
And  quit  tne  country  that  vvouid  ftraight  appear 
If  one  week  longer  we  purfued  the  fun! 

( He  addrejjes  the  cre'iv.) 
Aftemble,  friends;  atmnd  lo  what  I  fay: 

•‘  Signs  unequivocal,  at  length,  declare 
•‘  That  fome  great  continent  approaches  us.; 

•‘  The  fea  no  lonp-er  glo  )ms  unmeafur’d  depth^ 
Small  motes  1  lee,  fruxn  ebbing  rivers 
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And  Neptune’s  waves  a  greener  afpeR  wear. 

The  felting  fan  difeovers  ciouds  that  owe 
I'lieir  origin  to  tens  and  woodland  vvaltes, 

Not  'uch  as  breed  on  ocean’s  fait  domain  — — -» 

.  Vad  Hocks  of  birds  attend  us  on  our  way, 

i'aefe  ail  h.we  haU'^ts  amidd  the  watery  void, 

Svveet  icenes  o  e.fe,  and  f/lvan  foiitude, 

•  \ad  fprings,  and  H^e  m  ,  that  we  IhaL  fliare  with  them* 
Now  hear  my  mod  importunate  requeft: 

■  call  you  ail  my  friends,  you  are  my  cquab. 

Men  of  true  worth  and  native  dignity* 

Wli<»fe  fpiri'S  are  too  mighty  to  return 

Mod  mean'y  home,  wheat  no  hing  is  iccomplilh’dr-^ 

,  Confent  to  fail  our  woncci  cour  ‘e  with  me 
But  one  week  longer,  and  if  that  be  fpent, 

Artd  nought  appear  to  recom pence  our  toil. 

Then  change  you  c  >arfe,  and  homevard  hade  awiy— » 

‘  Nay,  homeward  not  i — for  thi  would  be  mo  b..ie— • 

But  to  the  depths  below,  wher^*  we  may  l^de. 

And  never  think  of  Ferdi  mni  .igaind’ 

‘  Her  nuncio. 

One  week!— too  much— it  diall  n at  be,  Columbus! 

Alr'^ady  are  we  on  the  verge  of  ruin, 

Warm’d  by  tae  funfhine  of  mother  fphere, 

Fann’d  by  tJie  breezes  of  th^  burning  zohe, 

L’nneVd  out  u.un  the  wo  Ad’s  xt*einities  — 

Wnj  knows  where  one  week  a  re  might  Cany  as? 

,  '  Ant'-'nid. 

N-.y,  talk  not  to  the  traitor  I — Btfe  Columbus^. 

To  thee  our  ruin  and  our  deaths  we  awe! 

Away,  away! — friends! — i^ien  at  liberty, 

No  w  free  to  a6t  as  bed  bedts  our  cafe, 

,  Appoint  mother  pilot  t »  the  helm. 

And  Andalujia  be  our  port  again ! 

Columhus, 

'Friends,  is  it  thus  you  treat  your  admiral. 

Who  bears  tke  honours  of  great  Fei  dlnaud; 

w 

•  The  royal  dandard,  ani  the  arms  of  Spain! 

Three  days  allow  me— and  I’ll  (hew  new  worlds. 

Hern  nn  do. 

Three  days  1 - one  day  will  pafs  too  tcdloudy— 

But  in  the  name  of  all  our  crew,  Columbus, 

Whofe  rpeaker  and  controuler  I  am  ownM; 

Since  thou,  indeed,  art  a  mo^  gafant  man,  ^ 

Three  days  we  grant— but  aik  us  not  again! 
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12.  Columbus  at  Cat  Island. 

Columhus,  folus, 

H\IL,  beauteous, land!  the  iirll  that  greets  mine  €ye> 
_  Since,  bold,  we  left  the  cloud*capp’d  Teneriffiy 
The  world’s  laid  limit  long  fuppos’d  by  men.— • 

Tir  d  with  dull  profpe^ls  of  the  watery  wafte 
And  midnight  dangers  that  around  us  grew. 

Faint  iiCarts,  and  feeble  hands,  and  traitors  vile^ 

Taee,  Holy  Saviour,  on  tills  foreign  coaft 
We  ftiii  adore,  and  name  this  land  from  thee !  * 

In  thefc  green  groves  who  would  not  wifli  to  day 
W  here  giardiaii  Nature  holds  her  quiet  reign. 

Where  beardlefs  men  fpeak  other  languages. 

Unknown  to  us,  oarfeives  unknown  to  thein6 


A.itOAio, 

In  tracing  o’er  the  iHe  no  gold  I  find- — — 

Nought  ede  bat  barren  trees  and  craggy  rocks 
Where  fereaming  fea-fowl  mix  their  odious  loves^ 
And  fields  of  burning  marie,  where,  devils  play. 

And  men  with  copper  'kins  talk  barbaroufly— 

What  merit  has  mr  chief  in  failing  hither 
X)ilcovering  countries  of  no  real  worth! 

Spain  has  enough  of  barren  fands,  no  doubt. 

And  favages  in  crowds  are  found  at  home; — 

Why  then  mrmount  the  world’s  circumference 
Merely  to  Hock  us  with  this  Indian  breed  ? 

^  Hernando, 

Soft!— or  Columbus  will  detecl  you  murmuring—# 
1'his  new  found  illc  has  re-inftated  him 
In  all  our  favours— ^.'ee  you  yonder  fands 
Why,  if  you  fee  them,  fwear  that  they  are  gold. 
And  gold  like  this  lhaii  be  our  homeward  freight, 

G  adding  the  heart  of  Ferdinand  the  great. 

Who,  when  he  fees  it,  fhall  fay  fmiiingly. 

Well  done,  adventurous  fellows,  you  have  brougl)^ 
The  treufure  we  expecied,  and  dcferv’dl” 

Ho  i!  lam  wrong—tiiere  goes  a  favage  man 
With  gold  fafpended  from  his  ragged  ears ;  ^ 

I’ll  brain  the  monilcr  for  the  fake  of  gold; 

There,  favage,  try  the  power  of  Spanilh  fteel->i= 

^Tis  of  T ole/o  f'— true  and  trolly  Huff! 

He  falls!  he  fall!  the  gold,  the  gold  is  mine! 

Firll  acquifition  in  this  golden  iiiei— 


*  He  called  the  Ifiand  San  Salvador.  It  lies  about  90  milss  S.  E.  from 
deuce  ;  is  one  of  the  Bahama  duller,  and  to  the  eaftvvarJ  of  the  Grand 
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Qolumhu^  ijclus* 

fylvas  fcenes  of  innocence  and  eafe, 

I  w  V..  m  and  joyous  yafs  the  fealons  here! 
hi\j  end’d  towns  or  fpiry  turrets  rile, 

Nor  ordiy  palaces-~no  tyrant  kings 
Enact  hard  laws  to  crufh  fair  freedom  here - 
INo  gloomy  jails  to  fhut  up  wretched  men; 

AL,  ail  are  free! — here  God  and  Nature  reign; 

’  Th  sir  works  unfullied  by  the  hands  of 

Hal  what  IS  this-—  a  murdered  wretch  I  fee, 

A  Spanilh  ponyard  thro’  his  entrails  driven— r* 

His  blood  yet  warm— O  haplefs  iHander, 

Who  could  have  thus  fo  bafely  mangled  thef. 

Who,  never  offer’d  infult  to  our  fhore— 

Was  it  for  thofe  poor  trinkets  in  your  ears 
Which  by  the  cuftom  of  your  tribe  you  wore,^ 

Now  feiz’d  away— and  which  would  not  have  weigh’d 

One  poor  piaftrel 

Is  this  the  fruit  of  my  dlfcovery! 

If  the  frh  feene  is  murder,  what  fhall  follov^ 

.  But  havock,  hatred,  chains,  and  devaHatioa^ 

In  every  drels  and  form  of  cruelty  1 
O  injur’d  Nature,  whelm  me  in  the  deep. 

And  let  not  Europe  hope  for  ray  return. 

Or  guefs  at  worlds  upon  whofe  threlhold  now 
So  black  a  deed  has  juft  been  perpetrated!— > 

We  muft  away— enjoy  your  woods  in  peace. 

Poor,  wretched,  injur’d,  harmlefs  iflanders; 

On  Hayii^s  *  ifle  you  fay  vail:  ftores  are  found 
Of  this  deftru£live  gold — which  without  murder  * 
Perhaps,  we  may  poffefs! — away,  away  I 
And  fouthward,  pilots,  feek  another  ille. 

Fertile,  they  fay,  and  of  iirimenfe  extent: 

There  we  may  fortune  ftnd,  without  a  crime. 


13.  Columbus  in  a  Tempejfy  on  his  return  to  Spain ^ 

THE  ftorm  hangs  low ;  the  angry  lightning  glares 
And  menaces  deftruCftion  to  our  mafts; 

The  Corpcfant\  is  bufy  on  the  decks, 

The  foul,  perhaps,  of  fome  loft  admiral 
Taking  his  walks  about  moft  leifurely, 

Foreboding  we  lhall  be  with  him  to-night$ 


*  This  jCand  js  now  called 

tA  vapour  common  at  fea  In  bad  weather,  fornething  larger  and  fath#r 

ttan  did  light  tf  a  candle  j  which,  feeding  to  rife  out  of  the  faa,  firCt  mc)v«*  a^t 
,  ^  decks,  and  then  afetnds  or  defeends  the  rigging  in  proportion  to  the  increafe  or 

men!''  formerly  imagined  thorn  to  he  the 
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See,  now  he  climbs  the  fhrouds — as  he  afcends 
The  gale  grows  bolder!-— all  is  violence! 

^eas,  mounting  from  the  bottom  cf  their  de  'ths> 

Hang  o’er  our  heads,  widi  all  their  horrid  curls. 
Threatening  perdition  to  our  feeble  barque, 

Wiiich  three  hours  longer  cannot  bear  theit  fury^ 

Such  heavy  drokes  already  flutter  her; 

Who  can  endure  fuch  dreadiul  company ! 

Then,  muft  we  die  vviih  our  difcovery! 

Mud  all  my  labours,  all  my  pains  be  lod 
And  my  new  world  in  O'd  oblivion  deep — f 
My  name  forgot,  or  if  it  be  remembered, 

'  On'y  to  have  it  faid,  “  He  was  a  madrhait 

Who  perifh’d  as  he  ought— defervediy—  ^  ' 

In  feeking  what  was  never  to  be  found!’’—* 

Let’s  obviate,  what  we  can,  this  horrid  fentence. 

And,  loft  ourfeives,  perhaps  preferve  our  fame. 

’Tis  eafy  to  contrive  this  painted  cafket, 

(Caulk’d,  pitch’d,  fecur’d  with  canvas  round  and  roun4) 
*I'hat  it  may  float  for  months  upon  the  main. 

Bearing  the  freight  within  fecure  and  dry; 

In  this  will  I  an  abilra<fl  of  our  voyage. 

And  iflands  found,  in  little  fpace  enclofe: 

The  weflern  winds  in  time  may  bear  it  home 
To  Europe’s  coafts:  or  fome  wide  wandering  Ihip 
By  accident,  may  meet  it  tofs’d  about. 

Charg’d  with  the  ftory  of  another  world. 

- - - - - - — -  ■' 


14.  Columbus  ‘vifis  the  Court  at  Baralonc^^ 

Ferdinand, 

l.ET  him  be  honour’d  like  a  God,  who  brings 
Tidings  of  iflands  at  the  ocean’s  endl 
In  royal  robes  let  him  be,  quick,  attir’d. 

And  feated  next  ourfeives,  the  noblefl:  Feer- 

Ifabella, 

'The  merit  of  this  gallant  deed  is  mine: 

Had  not  my  jewels  furnifh’d  out  the  iieet 

Still  had  his  world  been  latent  in  the  main— - 

Since  on  his  project  every  man  look  d  cold, 

A  woman,  as  his  patronefs  ftialJ  fhine; 

And  through  the  world  the  ftory  lhall  be  told, 

A  woman  gave  new  continents  to  Spain. 

Coiumhus. 

A  world,  great  prince,  bright  queen  and  royal  lady*  , 
Difcover’d  now,  has  well  repaid  our  toils; 

We  to  your  bounty  owe  all  that  we  are ; 

Men  of  renown  and  to  be  fam’d  in  ftory. 

Iflands  of  vaft  extent  we  Eive  dikover’i 
.With  gold  abounding;  fee  4  here  ^  > 
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&f  thofe  mbH  precious  metals  we  admire; 

And  Indian  men,  natives  of  other  climes. 

Whom  we  have  brougat  to  do  you  princcxy  homagCi 
Owning  they  hold  their  diadems  from  you. 

ferdi  land. 

To  hfieen  fail  your  charge  fhall  be  augmented: 

H alien  to  Palos,  and  prepare  again 
To  fail  in  qucd  of  this  line  golden  country. 

The  Ophir,  never  known  to  Solomon; 

Which  lhall  be  held  the  brighted  gem  we  have, 

Tne  richeil  diamond  in  the  crown  of  Spain. 


15.  Columbus  in  chains.^ 

ARE  thefe  the  honours  they  referve  for  me. 
Chains  for ‘the  man  that  gave  new  worlds  to  Spain  I 
Red  here,  my  fwelling  heart! — O  kings,  O  queens. 
Patrons  of  moallers,*  and  their  progeny. 

Authors  of  wrong,  and  haves  to  fortune  merely! 
Why  was  I  feated  at  my  prince’s  hie. 

Honour’d,  carefs’d  like  fome  hrfl  peer  of  Spain^ 
Was  ir,  that  I  might  fall  molt  faddenly 
From  honour’s  fummit  to  the  fink  of  fcandal! 

^is  done,  ’tis  done! — what  madnefs  is  ambition; 
What. is  there  in  that  little  breath  of  men. 

Which  they  call  Fame,  that  hiould  induce  the  braver 
To  forfeit  eafe,  and  that  domedic  blifs. 

Which  is  the^Iot  of  happv  Vnorance, 
liCfs  glorious  aims,  and  dull  humility.— 

'Whoe’er  thou  art,  that  lhalt  afpire  to  honour. 

And  on  the  ftrengili  and  vigour  of  the  mind 
Vainly  depending,  court  a  monarch’s  favour. 
Pointing  tiie  way  to  vail  extended  empire; 

Firh  count  your  pay  to  be  ingratitude. 

Then  chains,  and  prifons,  and  difgrace  like  mine! 
Each  wretched  pilot  now  fliall  fpread  his  fails. 

And  treading  in  my  footlleps,  hail  new  worlds. 
Which,  but  for  me,  had  iliii  been  empty  vidons. 


16.  Columbus  at  Valladoli o.  f 

HOW  fweet  is  fleep,  when  gain’d  by  length  of  toil! 

Ho  dreams  difturb  the  flumbers  of  the  dead^i^^ _ 

To  fnatch  exidence  from  this  fcanty  foil. 

During  his  third  voyage^  while  in  San  Doiningo,  (in  Hifpaniola)  fuch  unjnlt 
^pvelentarions  were  made  ofhi^  condua,  to  the  CVu.t  of  Spain  thac  a  new  admiruh 
Oovadilla,  was  appointed,  to  fuperfede  him,  who  lent.  Columbus  home  in  irons. 

t  After  be  found  himfelf  in  difgrace  with  the  Court  of  Snain,  he  retirad  to 
Vaiiadohd,  a  town  of  Old  Caftile,  w^herc  he  died,  it  is  faid/mere  cf  a  br©k€» 
gny  difgafe,  on  die  ;ioth  0/  M  y;  i  jc6. 
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So 

V/cre  thffe  the  hopes  deceitful  fancy  bred; 

And  weie  her  painted  pageants  nothing  mor^ 
Than  this  life’s  phantoms  by  deiufion  kd  ? 

"5  be  winds  b.ow  high:  one  other  world  remains; 
Once  more,  without  a  guide,  I  hnd  the  way;  . 

In  the  dark  tomb  to  fiumber  with  n^y  chains— 
Prais’d  by  no  poet  on  my  funeral  day, 

Kor  even  allow’d  one  dearly  purchas’d  claim— 
My  new  found  world  not  honour’d  with  my  name! 

Yet,  in  this  joylefs  gloom  while  I  repofe. 

Some  comfort  will  attend  my  penfive  lhade. 

When  memory  paints,  and  golden  fancy  Ihews 
My  toils  rewarded,  and  my  woes  repaid;  ^ 

When  empires  rife  where  lonely  forells  grew. 
Where  Freedom  ihall  her  generous  plains  purfue. 

To  fhadowy  forms,  and  g  oils,  and  lleepy  things^ 
Columbus,  now,  with  daunticfs  heart  repair; 

You  liv’d  to  find  new  worlds  fo,'  thanklefs  kings ; 
Write  this  upon  my  tomb-— yes — tell  it  there— ^ 
Tell  of  thofe  chains  that  fuUied  ail  my  glory — 
J^ot  mine  but  their’s — ah,  tell  the  fhameful  ilory. 
(Anno  1774.) 


The  INDIAN  STUDENT 

OR,  F  O  R  C  E  or  N  A  T  U  R  o. 

J^ROM  Sufquchanna’s  fartKell  fprlngs 
Where  lavage  tribes  purlue  their  game, 
fHis  blanket  tied  with  yeiiow  firings,) 

A  fhepherd  of  the  foreft  came. 

Not  long  before,  a  wardering  pried  » 

Exprefs’d  his  wiiK,  with  vifi  ge  fad — 

Ah,  why  (he  cry’d)  in  Satan’s  wafte. 

Ah,  why  detain  fo  fine  a  lad? 

In  white -man’s  land  there  Hands  a  towm 
Where  learning  may  be  purchas’d  low— 

Exchange  his  blanket  for  a  gown, 

And  let  the  lad  to  college  go.”— 

From  long  debate  the  council  rofe. 

And  viewing  Sha^um's  tricks  with  joy  ^ 

.•To  Camhridje  //  /'  oVr  w.ifie'-  of  UOWS/ 

They  fent  ihe  DO/. . 


t 
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One  generous  chief  a  bow  {upp!yMfi 

This  gave  a  ihaft,  and  that  a  flcin;  .  , 

The  feathers,  in  vermiilion  dy’d, 

Himfelf  did  from  a  turkey  win: 

/ 

7'hus  drefsM  fo  gay,  he  took  his  way 
O’er  barren  Mils,  alone,  alone! 

His  guide  a  flar,  he  wander’d  far. 

His  pillow  every  night  a  (lone. 

At  laft  he  came,  with  foot  fo  lame. 

Where  learned  men  talk  heathen  Greek, 

And  Hebrew  lore  is  gabbled  o’er. 

To  pleafe  the  Mufes, — twice  a  week. 

^  Awhile  he  writ,  awhile  he  read,  \ 

^Awhile  he  conn’d  their  grammar  rulesr**’ 

(An  Indian  favage  fo  well  bred 
Great  credit  promis’d  to^he  fchools.) 

Some  thought  he  would  in  excel. 

Some  faid  in  phyjic  he  would  Ihine ; 

And  one  that  knew  him,  paffing  well. 

Beheld,  in  him,  a  found  Divine. 

But  thofe  of  more  dilcerning  eye 
Even  then  could  other  profpedls  *fhow. 

And  faw  him  lay  his  Virgil  by  . 

To  wander  with  his  dearer  hiyw, 

The  tedious  hours  of  fludy  fpent. 

The  heavy-moulded  le<^ure  done. 

He  to  the  woods  a  hunting  went. 

Thro*  lonely  waftes  he  walk’d,  he  ram 

No  my  (lie  wonders  fir’d  his  mind;  ‘ 

He  fought  to  gain  no  learn’d  degree. 

But  only  fenfe  enough  to  find  ’ 

The  fquirrel  in  the  hollow  tree. 

The  fhady  bank,  the  purling  ftream. 

The  woody  wild  his  heart  poffefs’d, 

'  The  dewy  lawn,  his  morning  dream 
In  fancy’s  gayell  colours  drefs’d. 

And  why  (he  cry’d)  did  I  forfake 

My  native  wood  for  gloomy  walls i  . 

The  filver  flream,  the  limpid  lake  ,  ’ 

For  multy  bcx)ks,  and  college  halls. 

^  o 

* 

A  little  could  my  wants  {iipply— - 

5^  Can  wealth  and  honour  give  me  more; 

F 
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Or,  will  the  fylvan  god  deny 
The  humble  treat  he  gave  before? 

Let  feraphs  gain  the  bright  abode, 
^^'And  heaven’s  fublimell  inanfions  fee^ 
“  I  only  bow  to  Nature’s  God — 
The  land  of  fnades  will  do  for  me. 

/ 

Thefe  dreadful  fecrets  of  the  (ky 
Alarm  my  foul  with  chilling  fear — 
Do  planets  in  their  orbits  fly. 

And  is  the  earth,  indeed,  a  fphere? 


Let  planets  flill  their  courje  purfue. 
And  comets  to  the  centre  run — 

In  HI M  my  faithful  friend  I  view. 
The  image  of  my  God — the  Sun. 

Where  Nature’s  ancient  forefts  grow. 
And  mino;led  laurel  never  fades. 

My  heart  is  fix’d; — -and  I  mufl;  go 
To  die  among  my  native  fhades.” 

V 

He  fpbke,  and  to  the  weftern  fprings,  . 
(His  gown  difcharg’d,  his  money  fpent. 
His  blanket  tied  with  yellow  firings,) 
The  fhepherd  of  the  forefl  went. 


The  ORATOR  of  the  WOODS. 


ACH  traveller  afks,  with  fond  furprize, 
W  ay  Thyrjts  walles  the  fleeting  year 
Where  gloomy  forefts  round  him  rife, 

A  ad  only  ruftics  come  to  hear - 

His  tafie  is  odd,  (they  feem  to  fay)  .  - 

Such  talents  in  Jo  poor  a  <way  ! 

To  thofe  that  courts  and  titles  pleafe 
How  difmal  i«  his  i  ot ; 

Beyond  the  hills,  beneath  fome  trees. 

To  live-^and  be  forgot - , 

In  dull  retreats,  where  Nature  binds 
Her  mafs  of  clay  to  vulgar  minds. 

While  you  lament  his  barren  trade. 

Tell  me — in  yo  ider  vale  ' 

Why  grows  that  flower  beneath  the  Ihadej 
^  So  feeble  and  fo  pale !— 


/ 


N 
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«3! 


Why  was  ftie  not  in  fun-fhine  plac’d 
To  bialh,  and  pleai'e  your  men  of  tailef 

In  lonely  wilds,  thofe  flowers  fo  fair 
No  curious  itep  allure; 

And  chance,  not  choice  has  plac’d  them  there, 
(Still  charming,  tho’  obiciire) 

Where,  heedlefs  or  lucii  Aveets  fo  nigh, 

Tiie  lazy  iirnd  goes  loitering  by. 


PALE  MON  toLAVlNlA. 

np 

^  ORN  from  your  arms  by  rude  relentlefs  ‘hand#. 

No  tears  recall  our  loft  Alcander  home. 

Who,  far  remov’d  by  fierce  piratic  bands,  / 

Finds  in  a  foreign  foil  *  an  early  toinb: 

Well  may  you  .grieve! — his  race  fo  early  done. 

No  years  he  reach’d,  to  urge  fome  ta^c  lublimc; — . 

No  conquefts  made,  no  brU'iant  aclion  won. 

No  verfe  to  bear  him  down  the  ftream  of  time. 


: 


Amidft  thefe  (hades  and  heart  deprefling  glooms. 
What  comfort  (hall  I  give — what  can  1  fay; 

In  her  diftrefs  (hall  we  difcourfe'on  tombs. 

Or  tell  La  viNiA,  ’tis  a  cloudy  day? 

The  penflve  prieft  accofts  her  with  a  flgh: 

With  movement  flow,  in  fable  robes  he  came — ^ 
But  why  fo  fad,  philofopher,  ah,  why. 

Since  from  the  tomb  alone  all  blifs  we  claim? 

By  pining  care  and  wakeful  forrow  worn, 

^  While  (ilent  griefs  her  downcaft  heart  engage, 
.She  faw  me  go,  and  faw  me  thrice  return 
To  pen  my  mufings  on  fome  vacant  page. 

To  learning’s  ftore,  to  Galen’s  fcience  bred, 

I  faw  Orefies  rove  through  all  the  plain: 

His  penflve  (lep  no  friendly  genius  led 
To  find  one  plant  that  might  relieve  your  pain! 

Say,  do  I  wake? — or  are  your  woes  a  dream  !• 
Depart,  dread  vifioh! — waft  me  far  away  : 

Seek  me  no  more  by  this  (ky-painted  ftream 
That  glides,  unconfcious,  to  the  Indian  bay. 


^  Algiers, 


1 
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Alcander! — ah! — what  tears  for  thee  mud  flow— — • 
What  doom  awaits  the  wretch  that  tortured  thee  I 
May  never  flower  in  his  curs’d,  garden  blow. 

May  never  fruit  enrich  his  hated  tree; 

May  that  fine  fpark,  which  Nature  lent  to  man> 
Reafony  be  thou  extinguifh’d  in  his  brain; 

Sudden  his  doom,  contracted  be  his  fpan, 

'  Ne’er  to  exift,  or  fpring  from  dull  again. 

May  no  kind  genius  fave  his  flep  from  harms:. 

'  Where’er  he  fails,  may  tempefts  rend  the  fea; 

May  never  maiden  yield  to  him  her  charms. 

Nor  prattling  infant  hang  upon  his  knee  I 

I* 

Retire,  retire  from  this  difaftrous  fhore: 

Dark  is  the  fun,  when  woes  like  thefe  difmay; 
Refign  your  groves,  and  view  with  joy  no  more 
The^ fragrant  orange,  and  the  floweret  gay.’^’ 


On  the  SLEEP  of  PLANTS, 


HEN  funs  are  fet,  and  flars  in  view. 
Not  only  man  to  flumber  yields ; 

But  Nature,  grants  this  bleffing  too. 

To  yonder  plants ,  in  yonder  fields. 

The  Summer  heats  and  lengthening  days 
(To  them  the  fame  as  toil  and  care) 

Thrice  welcome  make  the  evening  breeze. 
That  kindly  does  their  ilrength  repair. 

At  early  dawn  each  plant  furvey. 

And  fee,  reviv’d  by  Nature’s  hand. 

With  youthful  vigour,  frefh  and  gay. 
Their  blolToms  bxow,  their  leaves  expand. 

Yon’  garden  plant,  with  weeds  o’er-run. 
Not  void  of  ihoughty  perceives  its  hour. 
And,  watchful  of  the  parting  fun. 
Throughout  the  night  conceaiS  her  flower. 

Like  us,  the  (lave  of  cold  and  heat. 

She  too  enjoys  her  little  fpan — 

With  Reajony  only  lefs  complete 
'  Than  that  which  makes  the  boafl:  of  man. 

I  ♦ 

•  Thus,  moulded  from  one  common  clay, 

A  varied  life  adorns  the  plain; 

.  By  nature  fubjedl  to  decay, 

I  By  Nature  meant  to  cloom  ag.mn! 
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The  PARTING  GLASS. 

I 

(Written  at  an  Inn.)  Sextus  Decius.] 

HE  man  that  joins  in  life’s  career 
And  hopes  to  find  fome  comfort  here; 
y  To  rife  above  this  earthly  mafs. 

The  only X way’s  to  drink,  his  glass. 

But,  flill,  on  this  uncertain^ftage, 

•Where  hopes  and  fears  the  foul  engage ;  ■ 

'And  while,  amid  the  joyous  band. 

Unheeded  flows  the  meafured  fand. 

Forget  not  as  the  moments  pafs, 

^hat  TIME  jhall  bring  the  part  mg  glafs  / 

'  In  fpitef  of  all  the  mirth  I’ve  heard, 

'  ^his  is  the  glafs  I  always  fear’d; 

'I'he  glafs  that  would  the  red  deflroy. 

The  farewel  cup,  the  clofc  of  joy! 

With  YOU,  whom  Reafon  taught  to  think ^ 

I  could,  for  ages,  fit  and  drink: 

But  with  the  fool,  the  fot,  the  afs, 

I  hafte  to  take  the  parting  glafs. 

The  lucklefs  wight,  that  flill  delays 
His  draught  of  joy  to  future  days. 

Delays  too  long — for  then,  alas!  '  ' 

Old  age  fleps  up,  and — breaks  the  glafs! 

The  nymph,  who  boafls  no  borrowed  charms, 

Whofe  fprightly  wit  my  fancy  warms; 

What  tho’  Ihe  tends  this  country  inn,  ; 

And  mixes  wine,  or  deals  out  gin? 

With  fuch  a  kind,  obliging  lafs 
I  figh,  to  take  the  parting  glafs. 

With  him,  who  always  talks  of  gain, 

(Dull  Mom  us,  of  the  plodding  train) — 

The  wretch,  who  tnrives  by  others’  woes,  ' 

And  carries  grief  where’er  he, goes:- 
>  With  people  of  this  k  iavilh  dais 
The  flrft  is  flill  my  parting  glafs. 

V/ith  thofe  that  drink  before  they  dine— 

With  him  that  apes  the  grunting  fwine. 

Who  fills  his  page  with  low  abuie. 

And  drives  to  act  the  gabbling  goofe 
‘Turn’d  out  by  fate  to  feed  on  grafs- — »»=» 

Boy,  give  me  quicks  the  parting  ilaiu 
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The  man,  whofe  friendfliip  is  fincere^ 

Who  knows  no  guilt,  and  feels  no  feai:-^ 

It  would  require  a  heart  of  brafs 

With  him  to  take  the  parting  glafs!  '  ' 

'  ''i  ' 

With  him,  who  loves  a  pot  of  ale; 

Wiio  holds'  to  all  an  even  fcale; 

Who  hates  a  knave,  in  each  difguife. 

And  fears  him  not —  whatever  his  llze—  ^ 

,  With  him,  well  oleas’d  my  days  to  pafs, 

'  May  heaven  forbid  the  PARTING  GLASS! 

. I!  i  I  [III  H"  i  HH- +4- 

1  H  £ 

/ 

P  R  '  I  S  G,  N  E  R. 

X  O  fields  of  green  and  tufted  pines^ 

Where  N  .tare  plans  her  bold  deiignS;, 

While  little  fouls  for  pleafure  dray, 

I  find  content,  an  eafier  way. 

Once,  like  the  reft  in  folly’s  train 
A  jail  I  deem’d’  the  word  of  pain; 

But  reafon  fays,  and  fay  we  can, 

’Tis  v/ifdom’s  walk,  the  fchool  for  man. 

Your  men  of  fenfe  take  half  an  age 
To  moralize  from  Plato’s  page; 

But  Truth,  that  guides  my  pen,  can  telL 
A  IherifF’s  writ  will  do  as  well. 

The  pitying  eye,  that  upwards  cad. 

Laments  our  daily,  dull  repaft. 

That  deems  our  time  is  fpent  in  care. 

Should  look  at  home,  and  find  it  there. 

/ 

Of  debts  and  duns  no  more  afraid, 

I  now  enjoy  a  happier  fhade. 

And  more  fecure  retreats  from  pain 
Than  fages  dream,  or  poets  feign. 

,The  painted  cards  and  flying  dice 
No  longer  bring  me  dull  advice; 

I  deal  my  cards,  1  (hake  my  hand. 

And  fear  no  lofs  of  bou/e  or  land. 

When  friends  forfake,  and  riches  fail, 

^  The  laft  refource  is  ftill  a  jail : 

Here  bufy  fools  from  toil  repair. 

And  find  an  end  of  all  their  care* 


1  .* 
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While  others  pay  for  learning  fenfe. 

We  here  are  taught  at  no  expence; 

With  doubts  and  fears  the  world- is  curs’d* 
But  we  are  bleft,  who  know  the  word. 

When  at  my  window,  dark  and  higli, 

I  ftand  to  fee  the  cro'A^d  go  by. 

My  fate  with  theirs  I  fcorn  to  fhare 
For  all  betray  the  marks  of  care. 

Of  all  the  woes  thev  feel  or  fear. 

How  few  have  grain’d  admittance  here! 

No  fcolding  wives  iidurb  oar  red. 

No  ftormy  gales  our  deep  moleft. 

No  furly  duns  infed  our  gate. 

No  fehemes  to  live,  no  cares  of  date; 

No  knotty  points  didurb  our  brain. 

No  beggar’s  tale,  no  plans  of  gain* 

If  parfons  come,  to  preach  or  pray. 

So  kind  they  are,  they  a  Ik  uo  pay; 

No  landlords  here,  with  faacy  eye,  • 
Didrain  our  goods — and  make  us  erv, 

k  ^  I  ^ 


If  dates  decline,  or  empires  faM, 
What  odds  to  us,'  who  live  in  jail : 
Since  freedom  can  be  jur’s  no,  more 


’Twere  mad  to  aik.  Who  holts  the  door  ? 


When  ficknefs  comes,  fo  bled  are  we. 

The  doctor  fcarce  expehls  a  fee - ; 

What  dation  can  with  our’s  compare. 


Who,  with  our  keys, — 'thus  lock  out  care! 


tN  to  LYCIDAS 


W 


■/ 


HILE  other  lads  their  books  forfake 


Or  figh  to  meet  the  hour  of  play; 

You,  Lycidas,  no  leifure  take. 

But  dill  thro’  learned  volumes  dray; — 
With  years  fo  few,  ah  vjhy  fo  grave  ; 
Why  every  hour  to  beoks  a  fave  P 


Hence,  Lycidas,  I  pray,  retire:  , 


Go  with  your  mates,  and  take  your  plaV' 
Not  him  1  orize,  or  much  admire. 

Who,  curious,  hangs  on  all  I  fay: 
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lad  that^s  nm/Cf  before  his  time, 

JVill  be  a  coxcomb  in  ins  prime, 

clofe  in  learning’s  fhop;« 
r  ill  time  a  riper  mind  prepares. 

The  hall,  the  ?narble,  and  the  top 

Are  books  that  fhoiild  divide  your  cares--—^ 

^hc  lads  that  Ife'sgay  morn  enjoy, 

Vm  pleas* d  to  fee  them  aht  the  loy, 

I  hate  the  pert,  I  hate  the  b')Id, 

Who,  proud  of  years  but  half  a  fcore. 

With  none  but  men  would  converfc  hold. 
And  things  beyond  their  reach  explore; 
Like  the fawhd  Cretan,  faring  high, 

*To  melt  their  ^jjaxen  minings,  and  die^ 


elegiac  stanz  as 

On  a  young  gentleman  dro^joned  in  a  Mill-Pond, 


^OST  in  the  pool,  the  bloom  upon  his  cheek 
And  matted  in  the  wave,  his  hair  fo  fleekT— 

His  India' velH  and  coat  of  bottle-green. 

No  more  at  church,  or  play-houle,‘^lhall  be  feen. 
No  more  lhall  Chloei  that  complexion  praife. 

No  more  the  buckle  Ihine,  the  button  blaze.-r* 
How  will  Bt  LINDA,  when  this  lofs  Ihe  hears. 
Mourn  her  Adonis  in  a  flood  of  tears  ! 

Drown’d  in  a  pool,  and  fcarce  a  fathom  deep, 

(A  (hallow  grave) — ^how  will  Belinda  weep  I 
Had  this  but  hap*d  (the  penfive  maiden  cries) 
Far  on  the  Atlantic  main,  nxjhere  billonjus  rife. 

And  formy  gales  the  foundering  ^vejel  chace, 

I  might  hanje  borne  it  njjith  a  better  face: 

But,  to  be  dronvn* d  ujhere  only  cat -ffh  play. 

And  fippery  eels  purfue  their  grouelling  nvay^ 
Where  Jhephsrd  Damon  fconvers  his  loiify  goats. 

Or  truant  fchooUboys  fail  their  baby  boats-^ 

Fhis  breaks  my  heart — -this  prompts  the  heansy  fgh'^ 
IP' 

as  eojer  njjretched  girl  fo  plagued  as  /, 

Condemn!  d  to  pafs  three  daysz/z  grief  and  pain 
[  Go  Jackey,  ge-^dear  boy-^^anU  haul  the  fein 
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I 

The  INDIAN  BURYING-GROUND, 

In  rpite  of  all  the  learn'd  have  faid, 

I'ftill-my  old  opinion  keep; 

The  pcfiure,  that  give  the  dcadj» 

Points  out  the  fours  eternal  deep. 

Not  fo-the  ancients  of  thefe  lands— » 

The  Indian,  when  from  liie  releas’d. 

Again  is  feated  with  his  friends. 

And  diares  again  the  joyous  feall.  * 

His  imag’d  birds,  and  painted  bowL 
And  ven’fon,  for  a  journey  drefs’d, 

Pefpeak  the  na:ure  of  the  foul. 

Activity,  that  knows  no  red. 

His  bow,  for  a6lion  ready  bent, 

And  arrows,  with  a  head  of  done,  •  ■  ^ 

Can  pnly  mean  that  life  is  fpent, 

And  not  the  iiner  edence  gone. 

Thou,  dran^er,  that  (halt  come  this  tvav, 

No  fraud  upon  the  dead  commit — « 

O’oferve  the  rwelllng  turf,  and  fay- 
They  do  not  /;>,  but  here  they  Jit. 

Here  dill  a  lofty  rock  remains. 

On  which  the  curiou's  eye  may  trace 
(Now  wafted,  half,  by  wearing  rains) 

The  fancies  of  a  ruder  race. 

Here  ftill  an  aged  elm  afplres. 

Beneath  whofe  far-proje6ting  fhade 
(And  which  the  ihcpherd  ftill  admires) 

The  children  of  the  fored  play’d! 

There  oft  a  reftiefs  Indian  queen 
(Pale  Shebahf  with  her  braided  hair) 

And  many  a  barbarous  form  is  feen 
To  chide  the  man  that  lino-ers  there. 

iy  midnight  moons,  o’er  moidcnlng  dews. 

In  vedments  for  the  chace  array’d. 

The  hunter  dill  the  deer  purfubs. 

The  hunter  and  the  deer,  a  fhade!  , 

The  North  American  Indiarts  bury  tlreir  dead  in  a  fitting  p  oft  are  ;  decoratit^  ^ 
the  corpf^  with  wampum,  the  images  of  birds,  quadrupeds,  &c;  And  (if  tiiatefa 
waruor)  with  bows,  arrows,  tomhawks,  and  <?ther  military  weapom, 

\  ‘ 
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And  long  fliall  timorous  fancy  fee  , 
The  painted  chief,  and  nointed  fpear, 
AndReafon’s  ielfihdL  bow  the  knee 
To  fliadows  and  deiufions  here. 


THE 

ALMANAC  MAKER, 


HILE  others  dwell  on  mean  affairs, 
Monarchs,  their  councils,  and  their  wars 
PlAlafter  roves  among  the  ftars. 


In  melancholy  filence,  he 
Travels  alone,  and  cannot  {qo 
An  equal  for  his  company. 


Not  one  of  all  the  learned  train 
Like  him  can  manage  CharlesA  nj^ain, 
Or  motion  of  the  moon  explain. 


He  tells  us  when  the  fun  will  rife. 
Points  out  fair  days,  or  clouded  fkies;- 
No  matter  if*he  fonjetimes  lies. 


An  annual  almanac  to  frame. 
And  pubiifh  with  fidlitious  name. 
Is  all  his  labour,  all  his  aim.  . 


'He  every  month  has  fomething  newj 
And  moilly  deals  in  what  is  true. 
Obliging  all,  and  cheating  few. 


Our  fider  moon,  the  liars,  the  fun. 

In  meafur’d  circles  round  him  run; 
He  knows  their  motions — every  one. 


The  folar  fydem  at  his  will — 

To  mortify  fnch  daring  Ikill, 

The  comets — they  are  rebels  dill. 


Advancing  in  its  daily  race. 

He  calc  ilates  each  planet’s  place  ; 
Nor  can  the  moon  elude  his  chace. 


In  dark  eciipfe  when  Ihe  would  hide 
A  vd  be  awhile  the  modell  bride. 

He  pulls  her  veil  of  crape  afide. 


••  $ 
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I 

I 

0 

Each  palling  as^e  muft  have  its  tafle:.  • 

The  fun  is  in  the  centre  piac’dy 
And  fuel  xiHixt  uipply  iiis  waile; 

Bjt  how  to  find  it  he  defpairs, 

]Nor  will  he  leave  his  idle  c.^res,  < 

Or  Jove  to  mind  his  own  affairs,. 

He  propheiies  the  fun’s  decay; 

And  vvhLe  he  would  his  fiite  delay> 

T^ew  forrows  on  his  fpirits  prey. 

So  much  upon  his  fhoulders  laid,  • 

He  reads  what  Arlllotle  faid; 

Then  calls  the  comets  to  his  aid. 

The  people  of  the  lunar  fphere 
(As  he  can  plainly  make  appear) 

Are  coming  nearer,  year  by  year. 

Though  others  often  gaze  in  vain. 

Not  one  of  all  the  ilarry  train  .  -  ^ 

Could  ever  puzzle  his  flrong  brain. 

The  ram,  the  twins,  the  fiilning  goat. 

And  Argo,  in  the  ikies  ahoat,  > 

To  him  are  thino;s  of  little  note: 

And  that  which  now  adorns  the  bear, 

'  (I  heard  him  lay)  the  faiiors  ftar. 

Will  be,  in  time,  the  lord  knows  where. 

« 

i 

Thus  Nature  waiting  at  his  call. 

His  book,  in  vogue  with  great  and  fmall. 

Is  fought,  admir'd,  and  read  by  ail. 

How  happy  thus  on  earth  to  flay. 

The  planets  keeping  him  in  pay-^ 

And  when  'tis  time  to  pok  away, 

0!d  Saturn  wdll  a  bait  prepare, 

And  hook  him  up  from  toil  and  cars 
To  make  new  calculations  there. 


. . .  '  '  ‘I  ,  II  !■«! 

the 

SCORNFUL  LADY, 

DrESS’D  out  in  all  her  gay  attire. 

Who  fees,  but  feeine,  mull  admire 
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The  nymph,  with  all  her  cruel  arts. 

Bound  on  a  cruife;  to  capture  hearts.  ^  ' 

/ 

Aloft  her^filken  dreamers  play. 

The  enfigns  of  unbounded  fway  : 

For  her  the  wretched  vid;im  burns. 

Yet  die  no  love  for  love  returns. 

Young  Jocky,  from  the  Ifle  of  Kent, 

In  vain  jjufluit  a  year  had  fpent. 

And  ownM  at  laft  fome  knight  or  peer 
Could  only  hope  to  conquer  her. 

Proud  of  the  artillery  of  her  eyes 
She  would  not  own  fo  poor  a  prize. 

But,  difregarding  force  or  prayer. 

She  llruck  him  dumb,  and  left  him  there. 

Thus,  huntfitien  of  their  pfowefs  boaft^ 

»  Who,  !  unting  on  the  Spaniih  coall. 

No  deer  at  once  by  them  is  {lain. 

But  left  to  languifh  on  the  plain. 

When  fird  this  heavenly  form  I  pafs’d. 

She  back’d  her  topfails  to  the  mail— 

I  faw  there  was  no  chance  to  fly. 

At  once  ilie  bade  me  yield  or  die. 

j 

Amaz’d  at  fuch  a  flrange  attack, 

I  chang’d  my  courfe,  and  hurried  back; 

But  fuch  a  fatal  arrow  met 
As  pierc’d  me  deep,  and  pains  me  yet. 

Ah,  Celia,  what  a  ftrarige  miflake 
'^I'o  min,  thus,  for  ruin^s  fake,  -  ' 

Thus  to  delude  us  in  didrefs. 

And  quit  the  prize  you  fhould  pofTefs ; 

9 

Years  may  advance,  with  filent  pace,' 

And  rob  that  form  of  every  grace. 

And  all  your  conqueils  be  repaid"— 

With  Teague  O’Murphy,  and  his  'fpade. 

1!  (I  II  M  !■  ]■  1  ■}  1  !■  il  11  (■! 

-  The  VISION  of  the  NIGHT.-, 

.  [A  Fragment.] 

i  ^ET,  others  draw  from  fmiling  ikies  their  theme 
And  tell  of  climes,  that  boa  ft  unceafing  light; 

I  draw  a  darker  feene  replete  with  gloom, 

J  fing  the  horrors,  and  the  ihades  of  night. 
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Stranger,  believe  the  truth  experience  tells. 
Poetic  dreams  are  of  a  livelier  call 
Than  thofe  which  o’er  the  fobcr  brain  diffus’d. 
Repeat  the  image  of  fome  action  pall. 

Fancy,  I  own  thy  power !  when  funic  in  fleep. 
Thou  play’ll  t’^y  wild  delufive  part  fo  well. 

You  raiie  me  into  immortality,  ' 

Depid  new  heavens,  or  draw^dark  feenes  of  hell. 


93' 


By  fome. fad  means,  when  reafon  holds  no  fway. 

Lonely  1  rov’d  at  midnight  o’er  a  plain 

Where  murmuring  dreams,  and  mingling  rivers  flow 

Far  from  their  fprings,  and  feek  the  fea  again. 

Sweet  vernal  May — tho’  then  thy  woods,  in  bloom, 

Flourifli’d,  yet  nought  of  this  could  Fancy  fee: 

No  wild  pinks  blefs’d  the  meads,  no  green  the  fields, 

And  naked  feem’d  to  Hand  each  lifelels  tree. 

V 

I  t 

Dark  was  the  fky,  and  not  one  friendly  flar 
Shone  from  the  zenith,  or  horizon  clear; 

Mill  fate  upon  the  plains,  and  darknefs  rode 
In  her  dark  chariot,  with  her  ebon  fpear. 

And  from  the  wilds,  the  late  refounding  note 
IlTued,  of  the  loquacious  whipperwill* 

Hoarfe,  howling  dogs,  and  nightly-roving  wolves 
Clamour’d  from  far-off  cliffs,  invifible. 

Rude,  from  the  deep,  wave-wafling  Chefapeke 
I  heard  the  winds  the  dafliing  waves  affail; 

And  faw  from  far,  by  piduring  fancy  form’d. 

The  black  ihip  travelling  thro’  the  adverfe  gale.^ 

At  laft,  by  chance,  and  guardian  fancy,  led, 

I  reach’d  a  noble  dome,  rais’d  fair  and  high. 

And  faw  the  light  from  upper-windows  glare, 

Prefage  of  mirth  and  hofpitality.  ^ 

And,  by  that  light,  around  the  dome  appear’d 
A  mournful  garden  of  Autumnal  hue, 

^Its  lately  pleanng  flowers,  all  drjoping,  flood  \ 

Amidft  high  weeds,  that  in  rank  plenty  grew. 

The  primrofe  there,  the  violet  darkly  blue,* 

Daifies,  and  fair  narci/Tus  ceas’d  to  rife;  ■  • 

Gay  fpotted  pinks  their  charming  bloom  withdrew. 

And  polyanthus  quench’d  its  tliouflind  dyes. 

.  peculiar  to  America ;  of  a  folltary  nature,  that  nevrr  f.ngs  but  in  the 

-night.  Ker  note  re^^rablts  the  above  r*«fne,  given  to  her  by  th-'  country  people. 


N. 


k 


I 


94  POEMS  ON  SEVERAL  OCCASION'S'.- 

No  pleafant  fruit,  or  bloflbm  gaily  fmird-—  •  • 

NoiigliL  but  uiiiiappy  plants  and  trees  were  feen> 

The  yew,  the  myrtle,  and  the  gloomy  elm, 

The  cyprefs,  witn  her  melancholy  green: 

There  cedars  dark,  the  ofier,  and  the  pine,  ^ 

Shorn  tamarifks,  and  weeping -willows  grew; 

The  poplar  tall,  thedotos,  and  the  lime. 

And  pyracantha,  did  her  leaves  renew: 

The  poppy,  there,  companion  to  repofs,  \  - 

Diiplayhl  her  blolfoms,  that  began  to  fail; 

And  there  the  purple  amaranthus  rofe. 

With  mint,  drong-fceiited,  for  the  funeral.  '  , 

And  here  and  there,  with  laurel  fhrubs  between, 

A  tombhone  lay,  inferib’d  witn  drains  of  woe; 

And  danzas  fad,  throughout  the  difmal  green. 

Lamented  for  the'  dead,  that  flept  below. 

.Among  the  graves  a  fpiry  building  flood. 

Whole  tolling  bell,  refounding  through  the  lhade. 

Sung  doleful  ditties  to  the  adjacent  wood; 

And  many  a  diihial,  drowfy  thing  it  faidt 

This  fabric  tall,  with  to.wers  and  chancels  grac’d. 

Was  rais’d  by  churchmen’s  hands,  in  ages  tied; 

The  roof  t/'cy  painted,  and  the  beams  they  brac’d. 

And  texts  from  M^s  o’er  the  wails  they  fpread: 

But  wicked  were  their  hearts,  for  they  refus’d 
'I’o  aid  the  helpiefs  orphan,  when  diftreh; 

The  Ihivering,  naked  Itranger  they  mis-us’d, 

And  banifh’d  from  their  doors  the  llarving  gueff. 

i 

By  laws  prote6led,  cruel  and  prophane, 

I'he  poor  man’s  ox  thefe  monflers  drove  away;—* 

And  left  diflrefs  to  attend  the  infant  tretin,  ,  ' 

No  friend  to  comfort,  and  no  bread  to  Hay! 

**  But  heaven  look’d  on,  wdth  keen  refentful  eye. 

Ana  doom’d  them  to  perdition  a 'd  the  grave; 

That,  as  they  fel  not  for  the  wretch  dillrell. 

So  heaven  no  pity  on  their  fouls  would  have* 

In  pride  they  rais’d  this  building,  tall  and  fair; 

Their  hearts  were  on  perpetual  mifehief  bent: 

W^ith  pride  they  preach’d,  a-’d  pride  was  in  their  prayer; 

With  pride  they  were  aeceiv’d— and  lo  to  hell  they  went.^ 
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TH  E 

WILD  HONEY  SUCKLE, 

JP  AIR  flower,  that  dofl;  fo  comely  grow, 

Hd  in  this  filent,  dull  retreat^ 

XJntouchM  thy  honey’d  bloflToms  blow, 

Unieen  thy  little  branches  greet: 

No  roving  foot  lhall  find  thee  here. 

No  bufy  hand  provoke  a  tear.  .  ^ 

By  Nature’s  felf  in  white  array’d. 

She  bade  thee  fhun  the  vulgar  eye,  ‘ 

And  planted  here  the  guardian  fliade. 

And  lent  fofc  waters  murmuring  by; 

Thus  quietly  thy  fummer  goes. 

Thy  days  declining  to  repofe. 

I 

Smit  with  thofe  charms,  that  mufl:  decay, 

I  grieve  to  fee  your  future  doom; 

^  They  died — nor  were  thofe  flowers  lefs  gav. 

The  flowers  that  did  in  Eden  bioom ; 

Unpitying  frofls',  and  Autumn’s  power 
Shall  leave  no  veftige  of  this  flower. 

» 

From  merning  funs  and  evening  dews  • 

At  firfl:  thy  little  being  came  : 

If  nothing  once,  you  nothing  lofe. 

For  when  you  die  you  are  the  fame; 

The  fpace  between,  is  but  an  hour,  j  "  / 

The  /rail  duration  of  a  flower. 


The  VANITY  of  EXISTENCE. 

To  T  H  y  R  S  I  S. 

In  youth,  gay  fcenes  attrail  our  eyes. 

And  not  fufpefting  their  decay 
Life’s  flow’ry  fields  before  us  rife, 

Regardlefs  of  its  winter  day. 

But  vain  purfuits,  and  joys  as  vain. 

Convince  us  life  is  but  a  dream. 

Death  is  to  wake,  to  rife  again 
To  that  true  life  you  befl  elleem. 

So  nightly  on  fome  fliallow  tide. 

Oft  have  I  feen  a  fplendid  fliow; 

Refleded  flars  on  either  fide, 

.  And  glittering  moons  were  feen  below.  '  * 
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But  When  the  tide  had  cbbM  away. 

The  fcene  fantadic  with  it  Hcd, 

A  bank  of  mud  around  me  lay. 

And  fea-weed  on  the  river’s  bed. 


MAY  to  A  P  R  r  L. 

ITHOUT  your  fiiowers,  I  breed  no  flowers. 

Each  held  a  barren  wafte  appears; 

If  you  don’t  weep,  my  bloflbms  deep. 

They  take  fuch  pleafure  in  your  tears. 

As  your  decay  made  room  for  May, 

So  I  muft  part  with  all  that’s  mine: 

My  balmy  breeze,  my  blooming  trees 
To  torrid  funs  their  fweets  refignl 

O’er  April  dead,  my  (hades  I  fpread: 

To  her  I  owe  my  drefs  fo  gay— ^ 

Of  daughters  three,  it  falls  on  me 
To  clofe  our  triumphs  on  one  day^ 

Thus,  to  repofe,  all  Nature  goes; 

Month  after  month  niult  find  its  doom: 

Time  on  the  wing,  May  ends  the  Spring, 

And  Summer' dances  o’er  her  tomb! 

* .  . : - - - - n  |„.  I, 

The  SEXTO  N’s  SERMOR' 

« 

A  Few  fliort,  years,  at  mod,  will  bound  our  fpan; 

(Wretched  and  feuu(^  the  Hebrew  patriarch  faid) 

Live  while  you  may,  be  jovial  while  you  tan; 

I'oo  foon  our  debt  to  Nature,  mud  be  paid. 

When  Nature  fails,  the  man  exids  no  more. 

And  death  is  nothing  but  an  empty  name. 

Spleen’s  odious  offspring,  in  fome  gloomy  hour;-^ 

The  coward’s  tyrant,  and  the  bad  man’s  dream. 

You  aik  me,, where  thofe  numerous  hods  have  fled 
That  once  exided  on  this  changeful  bail? 

If  aught  remains,  when  mortal  man  is  dead. 

Where,  ere  their  birth  they  were,  they-  now  are  all* 

Seek  not  for  Paradifel  ’tis  not  for  you 

Where,  high  in  heaven,  its  fweeted  blodbms  blow| 

Nor  fcarce,  where  gliding  to  the  Perfian  main, 

I'hy  waves,  EuphraUh  through  the  garden  flow. 
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♦ 

/ 

What  is  this  death,  ye  thoughtlefs  mourners,  fay? — 
Death  is  no  more  than  never-ceafmg  change;  ^ 

New  forms  arife,  while  other  forms  decay, 

,  Yet,  all  is  life  throughout  creation’s  range. 

The,  towering  Alps,  the  haughty  Appenim, 

The  Andes,  wrapt  in  ever  during  inow. 

The  Apalachian,  and  the  Ararat, 

Sooner  or  later,  muft  to  ruin  go. 

Hiljs  fink  to  plains,  and  man  returns  to  dull ; 

That  dull  fupports  a  reptile  or  ^flower; 

Each  changeful  atom,  by  fome  other  nurs’d. 

Takes  fome  new  form,  to  perifh  in  an  hour. 

When  Nature  bids  thee  from  the  world  retire. 

With  joy  thy  lodging  leave,  a  fated  gued. 

In  deep’s  bleil  date  (our  Dullman’s  fond  dedre) 
Exiding  always - always  to  be  bled. 

Like  infers  bufy  in  a  fnmmer’s  day. 

We  toil  and  fquabble  to  increafe  our  pain: 

Night  comes  at  lad,  and  weary  of  the  fray. 

To  dud  and  li  lence  all  are  fent  again ! ' 

Beneath  my  hand  what  numerous  crowds  retire- — 

By  the  cold  turf  for  ages,  now,  opprefs’d! 

Millions  have  fallen — and  millions  mud  expire. 
Doom’d  by  the  impartial  God  to  endlefs  red. 

In  vain  with  dars  Ih  deck’d  yon’  fpangled  Ikies,  ' 

And  bade  the  mind  to  heaven’s  bright  regions  foar. 
And  brought  fo  far  to  your  admiring  eyes 
A  glimpfe  of  glories,  that  diall  blaze  no  morel 

Vi^hat  is  there  here,  that  man  diould  wifli  to  bear 
A  weight  of  years? — fuch  rage  to  madnefs  vext; 

Wan,  wading,  grief,  and  ever  mufing  care,' 

Didrefsful  pain,  and  poverty  perplext?— _ _ 

What  is  there  here,  but' tombs  and  monuments— 

Tyrants - who  mifery  fpread  through  every  diore; 

Wide  wading  wars,  the  fcourge  of  innocence; 

Fevers  and  plagues,  with  all  their  noxious  dore? 

Before  we  call’d  this  wrangling  world  our  home 
In  undidurb’d. abodes  we  fweetly  dept: 

But  when  dame ‘Nature  made  that  world  our  doom, 

I  was  then  our  troubles  came — and  then  we  wept! 

I 

Though  humbled  now,  difhearten’d,  or  diftreft. 

Vet,  when  returning  to  the  peaceful  ground, 

G 
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With  heroes,  kings,  and  conquerors  we  fhall  reft ; 
Shall  deep  as  fweetly  and,  no  doubt,  as  found. 


Ne’er  fhall  we  hope'to  fee  the  day-light  fpring 
Or  from  the  up-lifted  window  lean  to  hear 
(Fore-runnner  of  the  fcarlet-mantled  morn) 
The  early  note  of  wakeful  Chanticlere  ! 


Oblivion  there,  expands  her  raven  wing:— 
We  foonmuft  go  wT^ere  ail  the  dead  are  gone. 
Trace  the  du  1  path,  explore  the  gloomy  road 
'I'o  that  dark  country,  where  I  fee  no  dawn. 


Then  why  thefe  fobs,  thefe  ufelefs  floods  of  woe. 
That  vainly  flow  for  the  departed  dead} 

If  doom’d  to  wander  on  the  coafts  below. 

What  are  to  them  thefe  floods  of  grief  you  fhed? 


If  heaven  in  rapture  doth  their,  hours  employ— 

If  lighs  and  forrows  reach  a  place  like  that: 

They  blafl;  their  pleafurcs,  and  they  damp  their  joy. 
They  make  them  wretched  in  a  land  of  fat. 


The  joys  of  wine,  immortal  as  my  theme. 

To  days  of  mirth  the  afpiring  foul  invite: 
Life,  void  of  this,  a  punifliment  I  deem, 

A  Greenland  winter,  robb’d  of  heat  and  light. 


Then  envy  not,  ye  fages  too  precife. 

The  drop  from  life’s  gay  tree,  that  damps  our  woe- 
Noah  himfelf,  the  wary  and  the  wife, 

A  vineyard  planted — and  the  vines  did  grow. 


(Of  focial  foul  was  he) — the  grape  he  prefs’d. 
And  drank  the  juice,  oblivious  to  his  care: 
Sorrow  he  banifn’d  from  his  place  of  reft. 

And  fighs,  and  fextons,  had  na  bufinefs  there. 


Such  blifs  be  ours  through  every  changing  feenes 
The  glowing  face  befpeaks  the  glowing  heart; 

If  heaven  be  joy,  wine  is  to  heaven  a-kin. 

Since,  wine,  on  earth,  can  heavenly  joys  impart. 


Mere  glow-worms  are  we  all — a  moment  fliine!— 
I,  like  the  reft,  in  giddy  circles  run. 

And  grief  fhall  fay,  when  I  this  breath  refign. 

His  GLASS  is  empty,  and  his  sermon  done! 


'  W  *. 
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The  DISH  of  T 

J-^ET  fome  in  grog  place  their  delight. 
O’er  bottled  porter  waite  the  night. 

Or  fip  the  rofy  wine: 

A  difh  of  TEA  more  pleafes  me. 

Yields  fofter  joys,  piovokes  lefs  noife. 

And  breeds  no  bafe  defip-n. 

o 

From  China’s  groves,  this  prefcnt  brought. 
Enlivens  every  power  of  thought, 

Riggs  many  a'lhip  for  fea: 

Old  maids  it  warms,  young  widows  charms; 
And  ladies’  men,  not  one  in  ten 
But  courts  them  for  their  tea. 

t 

When  throbbing  pains  aflail  my  head, 

.And  dullnefs  o’er  my  brain  is  fpread, 

(The  mufe  no  longer  kind) 

A  fmgle  fip  difpels  the  hyp: 

To  chace  the  gloom  frefh  fpirits  come. 

The  flood-tide  of  the  mind. 

When  worn  with  toil,  or  vext  with  care. 

Let  Sufan  but  this  draught  prepare 
And  I  forget  my  pain. 

This  magic  bowl  revives  the  foul; 

With  ge'ntlefl  fway,  bids  care  be  gay; 

Nor  mounts,  to  cloud  the  brain. - - 

If  learned  men  the  truth  would  fpeak 
They  prize  it  far  beyond  their  creek. 

More  fond  attention  pay; 

No  Hebr  E  w  root  fo  well  can  fuit ; 

More  quickly  taught,  lefs  dearly  bought. 

And  Jiudied  twice  a  day. 

This  leaf,  from  diftant  regions  fprung. 

Puts  life  into  the  female  tongue. 

And  aids  the  caufe  of  love.  ' 

Such  power  has  tea  o’er  bond  and  free; 
Which  pr lefts  admire,  delights  the  /quire „ 

And  Galen's  fons  approve  o 
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The  drunkard’s  APOLOGY 
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A  A  tfie  bluilies  on  my  nofe. 

And  admire  the  bluiEino-  rofe- 

n  Celia’^  cheek  the  blo^  you  prize 
And  yet,  on  mine,  that  bloom  defpife.  ’ 

T  he  vi'orld  of  fpirits  yon  admire, 

1  o  which  all  holy  men  afpire: 

1  et,  me  with  curfes  you  requite, 
ijccauie  J'pirit 5  I  delig-ht. 

I  w 

Whene’er  I  fall,  and  crack  my  crown. 
You  blame  me  much  (o,  falling  do-ajn~ 
Yet  to  lome  gody  that  you  adore. 

You,  too,  fall  prohrate  on  the  floor. 

You  call  me  fool,  for  drinkingr  hard; 

Hudson  you  regard. 

Who  fills  his  jug  from  yonder  bay. 

And  drinks  his  guts-full,  every  dayV’- 


Modern  devotio? 


rp — ,  ^  church  I  went,  with  good  intent, 
1  o  hear  Sangrado  preach  and  pray:  ’ 

But  objeas  there,  black,  brown,  and  fair, 
urn  d  eyes  and  heart  a  different  way, 

iWs  Patty’s  fan,  mifs  Molly’s  man. 

Powder’d  hair  and  dimpled  cheek; 
Mifs  Bridget’s  eyes,  that  once  made  prize 
Ut  tophng,  with  his  hair  fo  fleek: 

Embroider’d  gowns,  and  play-houfe  tunes 
Bitrang  d  all  hearts  from  heaven  too  wide: 
J.  felt  m.oll  odd,  this  houfe  of  God 
Should  all  be  flutter,  pomp,  and  pride. 

Now,  pray  be  wife,  no  prayers  will  rife 
f  o  heaven — where  hearts  are  not  fincere. 
f^o  church  was  made  for  Cupid’s  trade; 

-I  hen  why  thefe  arts  of  ogling  here. 

draws  nigh,  when  you  and  I, 

At  church,  mull  claim  the  fexton’s  care ! _ 

Leave  pride  at  home,  whene’er  you  come 
lo  pay  to  heaven  your  offerings,  there! 
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toi 


On  a  PAINTER. 


Who  endea’vouring  to  recover",  from  memory,  the  features 

of  a  deccafed  young  Lady, 


health  fupplies  the  rwelling  veins , 


And  youth^s  warm  bluih  the  face  retains, 
A  fecond  life  the  pencil  gives. 

And  beauty  on  the  canvas  lives. 

The  artifl  views,  with  fond  furprize. 
From  Nature  ftolen,  the  gloffy  eyes, 
Tl'he  blufhing  cheek,  the  forehead  fair. 
The  damafk  lip,  the  auburne  hair. 

The  nymph,  by  Nature  meant  to  pleafe. 
Her  other  felf  on  canvas  fees ; 

Her  face,  that  now  fo  frail  appears. 
Renew’d,  to  laft  a  thoufand  years. — 

All  this  was  gain’d  from  Flemijh  fchools. 
From  RaphaePs  plans,  or  fitians  rules: 
Man  did  to  man  his  gift  impart. 

And  age  to  age  transfer’d  the  art. 

On  fchemes,  deriv’d  from  reafons  law; 
They  copied  well  whate’er  they  faw. 

Of  breathing  forms  the  femblance  drew  ; 
To  Nature’s  type^eacli  pidure  true. 

But  O!  the  cheek,  that  glows  no  more. 
On 'canvas  how  can  you  reiiorc  ! 

Where  death  his  frozen  hand  hath  laid. 


No  art  recalls  the  charm  decay’d! 


/ 


By  memory’s  help,  from  ocean’s  urn 
Can  you  the  gentle  maid  return; 

With  her  clof’d  eyes  my  boforn  warm. 
Nor  cheat  me  with  a  meaner  form 


Here,  only  here,  within  this  bread. 


Not  wrong’d  by  art,  her  beauties  red; 


Not. for  the  vulgar  view  dehgn’d, 
And  painted  merely  for  the  mind! 


I 


I 


I 


l'02 


POEMS  ON  SEVERAL  OCCASIONS. 


marriage  A-la  Mode  { 

(Or,  the  Run-a-way  Match.) 


"’oods,  in  neighbouring  cabbins  bred. 
Two  lovers  long  a  mutual  palTion  fway ’d : 

i/^^^ofteThpl  m'k  a  ^°"dly  comb’d  his  head; 

He  oftM  help  d  her,  at  the  hoe  and  fpade. 

accidents  befel,  ' 

e  ftraight  with  joy  repair’d  the  rude  machine; 

And  once  a  week,  not  led  by  found  of  bell,' 

At  country  church  was  each  fond  lover  feen. 

Amidil  thefe  joys  ambition  had  no  lhare,  • 

Amn'ff  fi  domes,  no  pride  had  they— 

Amidll  thefe  joys,  this  loving,  longing  pair  ^ 

vliat  could  have  tempted  to  have  run-a-way.? 

Both  poor  alike;  no  gold  had  they  in  ftore, 

AO  kindred  rich  gave  hopes  of  future  prize  - 
^carce  once  a  year  her  muflin  gown  Ihe  wore,  - 
Scarce  once  a  month  a  /billing  blefs’d  his  eyes. 

No  parents  ftern  had  e’er  refus’d  confent: 

iirtj  and  Joan  their  growing  loves  approv’d- 
i>t/an  and  Sawney  oft  their  prefent  made 
Ptg-tail  tobacco— to  the  nymph  belov’d  ■ 


To  goffip  Kate’ s  floe  hardly  knew  the  road  • 
to  the  market  and  the  mill  had  been; 

^^heir  panies  unknown  beyond  the  adjacent  wood 
-i^e  had  no  towns,  and  die  no  cities  feen. 


At  midnight  hour,  when  troubled  g’nofts  patrol, 
lie,  filent,  to  the  cottage  window  came  : 

«biie  from  her  neft  of  draw,  to  meet  him,  dole; 
Tie,  mounted  on  his  nag,- bore  off  the  dame. 

A  draggling  parfon  tied  the  facred  knot- 

M  nnir*]r*  ^  4-  _ x. _  Til 


jav-icu 

A  quick  purfiiit  the  trembling  couple  fear’d* 

Then  mov’d  again,  and  forc’d  the^lleed  a-t^ot- 
Uad  s  angry  voice  in  every  breath  fhe  heard. 

By  break-offday  be-wildered  and  be-fwamp’d 
Deep  in  the  mire,  this  couple  and  their  nag  ' 

^ere  lodg’d^lhe  fnuffled,  while  he  fwore  and  flampt, 
Horfe-whipt  the  horfe,  and  call’d  the  bride  —a  hag. 

Slow,  and  on  foot,  with  fhame  returning  home, 

Both  from  their  gaping  friends  forgivenefs  pray  t 
Ihen  to  his  fpade  he  turns,  and  Ihe  her  loom 
And  when  they’re  afk’d  the  reafon  of  their  flight 
He  anlwers  draight  (as  many  others  might) 

ZurSf  ‘tis  the  fajhion  no^u  to  rwt-a-nvay!^^ 
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The  BRIDGE  of  DELAWARE. 

HILE  hid  from  day  the  wandering  Leheigh  weeps. 
Mantled  in  frod,  the  gentle  Schuylkill  deep  : 

While  ruffian  Hudson  takes  a  long  renofe. 

The  frozen  Delaware  wraps  his  bread  in  fiiows : 

His  wave,  L  at  bore  the  pile  of  mighty  freight, 

How  wafts  the  new-formed  failor  on  tiie  Ikait, 

..Where  once  the  pilot  Ipread  the  fliivering  fail. 

Or  haul’d  his  bow-lines,  to  embrace  the  gale. 

There  now  he  walks,  repining  at  his  lot. 

Nor  cares  a  farthing  if  it  blows  or  not ; 

Here,  wnerc  whole  fleets,  fafe  moor’d,  at  anchor  lay. 

Now  Jerfey  nymphs  with  South^vark  ladies  flray: 

Where  lofty  ihips  with  dreamers  cut  a  daffi. 

They  Ihow  their  ribbons  and  the  tall  cahijh^ 

Some,  by  themfelv.es— fome  convoy’d  by  a  beau,  ,  ^ 

All  wander,  carelefs  of  the  gulph  below; 

Devoid  of  fear,  on-NATuaE  s  bridge  they  float,, 

And  fcorn  the  aid  of  Chai'ony  and  his  boat. 


STANZAS  to  the  MEMORY, 

O/* t^o youn^  pcrjons  ^twin-brothers)  R.obert  Sevier  and  il- 
LiAM  Sevier,  ‘who  nueys  killed  by  the  Savages  oh  v..xUmberlaiKl 
River,  in  North-Carolina,  in  atte?npti>ig  to  ajljl  a  new  fetticr, 
nKiho  ^as  then  pajjlng  the  river  vjith  a  numerous  family^ 

Jn  the  Jajne  hour  ivjo  lovely  youths  veere  horn. 

Nature,  nvith  care^  had  moulded  cither  clay  : 

Jn  the  fa7ne  hour,  from  this  vjorlJ s  Imits  torn,  '  -  - 

*  J'he  7tiurderQUS  Indian  Jetzl d  their  lives  avjay, 

Diftrefs  to  aid,  impelV d  each  generous  hreafl  ; 

With  nervous  arm  they  braN d  the  adverfe  tide. 

In friendpf  s' cauj'e  encounter'd  death's  embrace 
Blamelefs  they  liv'd,  in  honour' s  path  they  died. 

But  ah!  vohat  art  fsall  dry  a  father's  tsars  ! 

Who  Jhall  relieve,  or  vjhai  beguile  his  pain  ! 

Clouds  Jhade  his  fun,  and  griefs  advance  veith  years - 

Nature  gave  joys,  to  take  thofe  joys  again,  ' 

Thou,  that  Jhall  come  to  thefe  fequefter' d  ft  reams, 

When  times  to  come  their  ft ory  Jhall  relate  ;  ^ 

Let  the  fond  heart,  that  native  vjorth  elleems,. 

Revere  their  virtues,  and  bemoan  tkeir  fate<. 
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riie  blessings  of  the  POPP  Y„ 

'Opifer per  Orbem  dicor. 


Smit  climates  came 

TTTn.-nU  '^1’“®’'  ®  ""“de  inclement  blaft, 

El  II  * 

^-aly,  in  narrow-huts,  their  lives  they  pafs’d. 

Confclous  of  pains  they  knew  not  how  to  cure, 

^  vain  they  ligh’d,  and  fighing  beggM  relief, 

«me,  by  art  or  reafon  taught 
V/ith  Ibength  of  potent  herbs,  to  calm  their  grief. 

Fierce  tortures  to  allay,  fome  reverend  fag-e 

hear; 

^or  reftmfs  anguiOi  doom’d  her  viftim  Hill 
o  groan  thro  life,  and  ligh  from  year  to  year. 

At  length  from  Jove,  and  heaven’s  etherial  dome 
^Ky-waiking  Hermes  came  to  view  thefe  plains: 

He  looK  d—and  faw  what  fate  or  gods  had  done,  ' 

And  gave  the  Poppy,  to  relieve  all  pains. 

Then  to  the  fons  of  grief  Jiis  fpeech  addrefs’d, 

rjirougft  this  dull  flower  is  Ihed  fuch  potent  dew, 

^^  hen  pain  d.ftrafts-drink  this-and  drown  in  lleep 
/ill  illS;,  that  Nature  fent  to  torture  you. 

From  other  worlds,  by  other  beings  trod, 
lo  thefe  bleak  climes  this  plunder’d  plant  I  bore- 
Keceive  a  gift,  thrice  worthy  of  a  god. 

Since  pain,  nvhen  hufo'd  to  Jleep, — is  pain  no  more." 

M  I  N  E  R  V  A’s  ADVICE 


__  _  S  from  the  port,  in  airy  trim. 

Old  Argo  hrll  was  feen  to  glide. 

With  fails  fo  white  and  mahs  fo  fdm. 

The  moving  wonder  of  the  tide; 

As  down  the  ftream  fhe  made  her  way, 

'With  all  fo  new,  and  all  fo  gay. 

Thus  Neptune  whifper’d  in  my  ear. 

Who  knoiv  not  danger,  knoua  not  fear. 

Bred  up  to  fail  on  Meles’  Bream, 

Thefe  wights  at  length  would  grow  more  wifej 
The  ocean  has  fuch  waves,  they  deem^ 

As  on  that  gentle  river  rife; 


<c 


sc 


sc 


For  foiigs  and  dances  they  prepare. 
But  fortune  is  the  child  of  care,’^ 


Arriv’d  upon  the  vad  domain. 

Where  tempeds  rave  and  monders  play. 

Strange  feelings  feiz’d  each  gallant  Avain, 

As  dretch’d  upon  the  decks  they  lay,  / 

The  gale  grew  high,  the  bark  was  tofs’d. 

The  pilot  cry’d,  'The  diip  is  lod! 

.  The  chaplain  left  his  cards  and  cup. 

The  boatfwain  fpew’d  his  entrails  up;  . 

When  forth  Minerva  dione  confed. 

And  thus  the  trembling  chief  a.ddrefs’d ; 

I 

Ah  Jafon,  why  thofe  figlis  and  tears, 

'  Wiiv  is  that  nervous  arm  undrung. 

To  honour,  bed,  true  courage  deers,  _  , 

When  tlucked  dangers  round  her  throng, 

Sio-hs  ne’er  will  liulh  the  waves'  to  peace. 

Nor  gain  for  you,  the  Golden  Pleece. 

Would  you  the  gentle  nymph  review. 

That  hopes  and  iighs  for  your  return,  ,  i- 

I’o  labour  drive  the  fliulking  crew. 

That  now  their  fpeedy  ruin  mourn: 

“  Jove  hates  the  wretch  wuhom  dorms  appall  ;  . 

‘‘  But  fmiies  on  him  that  fcorns  them  all. 

Would  you  farmount  old  Neptune’s  fnares,  •  i 

Unfathom’d  Teas  that  gape  to  drown. 

Send  not  to  Jove  thofe  fncaking  prayers,  _  j 

But  bring  the  yards  and  topmads  down; 

When  dorms  blow  hip-h,  fuch  folks  as  vou. 

Should  learn  to  fet  their  canvas  low,” 

Rous’d  by  a  voice  that  feem’d  divine. 

No  more  the  chief,  dejeelied,  lay: 

Convinc’d  ‘'twas  idle  to  repine, 

He  boldly  fac’d  the  dormy  day. 

Through  lurking  dangers  deer’d  his  barque. 

And,  landing,  made  this  grave  remark; 

Ruin  the  ruffian  rarely  meets, 

As  he  grows  fancy,  Jhe  retreats  !  ^ 


/  .  Libera  nos,  Domine — Deliver  us,  O  Lord, 

Not  only  from  Brit  iff  Deppidence,  hut  alf, 

JP^ROM  a  junto  that  labour  for  abfoliitc  power, 

^Whofc  Rhemes  difappointed,  have  made  them  look  four. 
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/  the  council,  who  fight  againil  freedom 

/  T^hofirll  follow  on  where  delufion  IhSl  lead  ’em  ’ 

AnT/^'f  %ht  our  Petitions 

From  J  for  fujther^fubmiffioL-  ' 

f  nation  whofe  manners  are  rough  and  abrupt, 
from  fcoundrels  and  rafcals,  whom  gold  can  corrupt.  > 

From  pirates  fent  out  by  command  of  the  king 
To  muMer  and  plunder,  but  never  to  fwincrj  ^ 

horn,  if  heaven  pleafes,  we’ll  give  bloody  nofes. 

Whn  with  Fis  crew  of  banditti, 

^  ho  plunder  Virginians  at  Williamjhurg:  city, 
lom  ilot-headed  Mo?2tague,  mighty  to  fwear, 

'-le  little  fat  man,  with  his  pretty  white  hair. 

From  bilhops'in  Britain,  who  butchers  are  o-rown, 
from  Haves,  that  would  die  for  a  fmile  from“the  throne, 
i  rom  affembhes,  that  vote  againil  Congrefs  proceedings, 

(  10  now  lee  the  fruit  of  their  llupid  mifleadings.) 

l^rom  Tryon  the  mighty,  who  flies  from  our  city. 

And  fweil’d  with  importance  difdains  the  committee  • 

(But  flnce  he  is  pleas’d  to  proclaim  us  his  foes, 
vVhat  the  devil  care  we  where  the  devil  he  goes.) 

Prom  the  caiiifF,  lord  North,  who  would  bind  us  in  chains, 
hrcm  our  noble  king  Log,  with  his  tooth- full  of  brains. 
Who  dreams,  and  is  certain  (when  taking  a  nap; 

He  has  conquered  our  lands,  as  they  )ay  on  his  map. 

From  a  kingdom  that  bullies,  and  heflors,  and  fwxars, 

I  fend  up  to  heaven  my  wifhes  and  prayers 
.1  hat  we,  difuniied,  may  freemen  be  flill. 

And  Britain  go  on — to  be  damn’d  if  flie  will.  f  ^775 

General  GAGE’s  SOLILOQUY. 

Scone,  BOSTON,  befieged  by  the  men  of  Malfachufetts, 

(^775-) 


EtfTRUCTION  waits  my  tall — fome  demon  fay 
Why  does  deflruftion  linger  on  her  way! 

Charleftown  is  burnt,  and  Warren  is  deceas’d — 

Pleav’ns  I  lhall  we  never  be  from  war  releas’d.^ 

Ten  years  the  Greeks  befieg’d  the  walls  of  Troy; 

But  when  did  Grecians  their  own  towns  deftroy.^ 

*  Captains  and  Lips  in  the  Britilh  navy,  then  employed  on  our  coafts. 
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Yes!  tliat^s  the  point — Let  thofe  who  will,  fay,  No; 

If  George  and  North  decree — it  mull  be  fo. 

Doubts,  black  as  night,  difturb  my  lovM  repofe — 

Men  that  were  once  my  friends  have  turn’d  my  ides — 
What  if  we  conquer  this  rebellious  to^wn. 

Suppofe  we  burn  it,  dorm  it,  tear  it  down — 

'  This  land’s  like  Hydras  cut  oh  but  one  head. 

And  TEN  lhall  rife,  and  dare  you  in  its  dead. 

If  to  fubdiie  a  league  or  two  of  coad 
Requires  a  navy,  and  fo'  large  a  hod. 

How  fhall  a  length  of  twice  feven  hundred  miles  , 

Be  brought  to  bend  to  two  European  ides? — 

And  ihaty  when  all  their  utmod  dreno-th  unite,  ^ 

When  twelve*  dominions  fwear  to  arm  and  figlit, 

When  the  fame  fpirit  darts  from  every  eye. 

One  fix’d  refolve  to  gain  their  point  or  die., 

'  As  for  myfelf — true — 1  was  born  to  fight 
As  George  commands,  let  him  be  wrong  or  right. 

While  from  his  hand  I  iqueeze  the  golden  prize 
I’ll  aik  no  quedions,  and  he’ll  tell  no  lies—- 
But  did  I  fwear,  I  afk  my  heart  again. 

In  their  bafe  projeTs  monarchs  to' maintain? 

Yes — when  Rebellion  her  artillery  brings 
And  aims  her  arrows  at  the  bed  of  kings, 

I  dand  a  champion  in  my  monarch’s  caufc— 

The  men  are  rebels  that  redd  his  laws. 

A  VICEROY  I— -like  modern  inonarclis,  day 
Safe  in  the  town — let  others  guide  the  fray: 

A  life,  like  mine,  is  of  no  common  worth  : 

’Twere  wrong,  by  heaven,  that  I  ihoulu  fally  forth! 

A  random  bullet  from  a  rifle  fent 

Might  pierce  my  heart;  and  ruin  North’s  intent: 

Let  others  combat  in  the  dudy  field, 

^Let  petty  captains  fcorn  to  jive  or  yield. 

I’ll  fend  my  fhips  to  neighbouring  ides,  where  dray 
Unnumb’red  herds,  and  deal  thole  herds  away. 

I’ll  drike  the  women  in  this  town  with  awe. 

And  make  them  tremble  at  my  martial  law. 

Should  gracious  heaven  befriend  our  troops  and  deer. 
And  throw  this  vad  dominion  at  my  feet. 

How  would  Britannia  echo  with  my  fame! 

What  endlefs  honours  would  await  my  name  ! 

'  In  every  province  Ihould  the  traveller  fee 
Recording  marble  rais’d,  to  honour  me — — 

Hard  by  the  lakes,  my  fovereign  lord  would  rrant 
A  rural  empire  to  fupply  my  want, 

'  A  manor  would  but  poorly  ferve  my  turn, 

Lefs  than  a  kingdom  from  my  foul  I  fcorn! 
ample  kingdom  round  Ontario’s  lake 
heaven,  Ihould  be  the  lead  reward  I’d  take, 

*  h^d  not  st  this  time  ac<.<“dt“d  to  the  Union  ot  tlic  j  States, 
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There  might  I  reign,  unrivalPd  and  alone. 

An  ocean  and  an  empire  of  my  own!-—— 

What  though  the  fcribblers  and  the 'wits  might  fay. 

He  built  his  pile  cn  ^anquifh^d  Liberty— 

meanly  dread  the  llanderous  tongue, 

.  While  I  obey  m.y  king,  can  f  do  wrong?— 
hen,  to  accomplifh  all  my  fouPs  defire. 

Let  red-hot  bullets  fet  their  towns  on  fire ; 

^  the  righteous  judp-ment  pafs. 

Change  earth  to  Heel,  the  fky  to  foird  brafs, 

*  from  Europe  centring  here, 

o trike  this  bafe  offspring  with  alarm  and  fear; 

-^et  heaven’s  broad  concave  to  the  center  ring , 

And  blacked  night  expand  her  fable  wing, 

1  he  infernal  powers  in  dufky  combat  join, 
jng  the  fwift  ball,  or  fpring  the  deadly  mine; 

(Since  ’tis  mod  true,  tho’  fome  m.ay  think  it  odd. 

The  foes  of  Britain  are  the  foes  ofGod;) 

Let  bombs,  like  comets,  kindle  all  the  air, 

Let  cruel  famine  prompt  the  orphan’s  prayer. 

And  every  ill  that  war  or  want  can  bring 
Be  fhower/d  on  fubje<ds  that  redd  their  king. 

^  What  is  their  plear — -our  fovereign  only  meant 
This  people  fhouid  be  tax'*  11  without  confent. 

Ten  years  the  court  with  fecret  cunning  try’d 
To  gain  this  point— the  event  their  hopes  bely’d: 

LiOw  fhouid  they  elfe  than  fometimes  mifs  the  mark 
Who  deep  at  helm,  yet  think  to  deer  the  barque? 
North,  take  advice;  thy  lucky  genius  fhow, 

Difpatch  Sir  Jeffery  to  the  Jlates  below. 

That  gloom^y  prince,  whom  mortals  Satan  call. 

Mud  help  us  quickly,  if  he  help  at  all—  ' 

Tou  drive  in  vain  by  force  of  bribes  to  tie. 

They  fee  thro’  all  your  fc hemes  with  half  an  eye. 

If  open  force  with  fecrct  bribes  /  join. 

The  conted  fickens — and  the  day  is  mine. 

But  iiark  the  trumpet’s  clangor— hark— ah  me! 

Wha  t  means  this  m.arch  of  fVaJhington  and  Lee  ? 

V/hen  men,  like  thefe,  fuch  didant  marches  make, 
Fate’whifpers  fomething — that  we  can’t  midake; — 

When  men  like  thefe  defy  my  martial  rule. 

Good  heaven!  it  is  no  time  to  play  the  fool - 

Perhaps,  they  for  their  country’s  freedom  rife; 

North  has,  perhaps,  deceiv’d  me  with  his  lies.— 

If  George  at  lad  a  tyrant  fliould  be  found, 

A  cruel  tyrant,  bv  no  fanftions  bound. 

And  I,  myfelf,  in  an  unrighteous  caufe 
Be  fent  to  execute  the  word  of  laws. 

How  will  thofe  dead  whom  I  conjur’d  to  fight— 

Who  funk  in  arms  to  everlading  night,  % 
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Whole  blood  the  conquering  foe  confpir’d  to  fpill  \ 

At  Lexington  and  Bunker’s  fatal  hill, 

Whofe  mangled  corpfes  fcanty  graves  embrace 
Rife  from  thofe  graves,  and  curie  me  to  my  face?  ■ 

Alas  I  that  e’er  ambition  bade  me  roam. 

Or  third  of  power  forfake  my  native  home — 

What  fhall  I  do? — therd,  crowd  the  hoilile  bands  ; 

Herej  waits  a  navy  to  receive  commands — 

I  fpeak  the  language  of  my  heart — lhall  I 
Steal  off  by  night,  and  o’er  the  ocean  Hy, 

Like  a  loft  man  to  unknown  regions  ftray. 

And  to  oblivion  leave  this  cloudy  day? — 

Or  lhall  I  to  Britannia’s  Ihores  again,  ,  ^  ■ 

And,  big  with  lies,  conceal  my  tlioiifands  llaln? — 

Yes — to  fome  diftant  clime  my  courfe  I  fteer^ 

To  any  country  rather  than  be  here. 

To  worlds,  where  Nature  fcarce  exerts  her  law, 

A  branch-built  cottage,  and  a  bed  of  draw - 

Even  Scotland’s  coaft  feems  charming  in  my  fight. 

And  frozen  Zembla  yields  a  ftrange  delight. — 

But  fuch  vexations  in  my  bofom  burn. 

That  to  tliefe  Ihores  I  never  will  return, 

’Till  fruits  and  flowers  on  Greenland’s  coafts  be  known. 

And  frofts  are  thaw’d  in  climates  once  their  own. 

Ye  fouls  of  fire,  \Yho  burn  for  chief  command. 

Come!  take  my  place  in  this  difaftrous  land; 

To  wars  like  thefe  1  bid  a  long  good  night — 

Let  North  and  George  thernfelves  fuch  battles  fight, 

f  _ _ ■  _ _ 


The  HERMIT  of  SAB  A. 

4 

Hermit,  Firji  Marhier,  Second  Mariner^  d bird  Marl'jcr. 

Scene,  d  he  IJland  of  S  aba. 

Hermits 

'  X  HOUGH  many  years  on  fhefe  tall  clliTs  rcfiding 
I  recoiled  not  fuch  a  dreadful  quarrel 
Between  the  feas  and  water-vexing  ternpefts 
As  now  torments  my  ears,  and  pains  my  eyes — ’ 

Clouds,  low  fufpended,  feem  to  embrace  the  foam 
Of  yonder  angry  ocean— burfting  thuiidcrs;, 

With  their  pale  Iheets  of  lightning,  are  as  biify 
As  tho’  they  meant  to  cleave  this  mafs  of  nature. 

Proving  at  once  the  world’s  mortality — 

But  am  I  fafe  on  this  fea-girded  ifland, 

Or  can  thefe  fhores,  thus  beaten,  bear  the  ftiock 
Of  fuch  a  bold  aifault - — ‘ 
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ruin  fhall  approach* 

n-i  icene  be  more  aftoniiluno- 

wjien  tiiiii),  Iky-pointing  Saba,  ^ 

Shalt  tremble  on  thy  bale  moft  fearfully _ ! 

;  ight  conies !— I’i!  to  my  cavern  in  the  mountain, 
i  ai  from  the  torrent’s  roar  and  burlHnp- 'billow: 

^i  ..at  caicrn,  where  I  oft  have  found  repofe 
oince  on  tins  barren  ifle,  a  fbipwreck’d  ftranuer. 

.^made  mv  foie  efcape. - Ha!  what  are  thefe! 

“•'ii'que  hail  buried  in  the  fpoutine-  furee 
Comes  rufhmg  toward  the  ide,  impell’d  by  winds 
1  hat  worn  all  motives  of  compaffion. 

,^iark  now  Ihe  ftrikes  the  iron  pointed  reef 
nmndering;  the  horrid  furge  that  breaks  upon  her 
t-as  leal  d  their  doom,  and  hope  itfeif  forfakes  them, 
ivjan  IS  too  weak  to  combat  with  the  power 
Uf  ti.efe  mad  elements,  that  conquer  all, 

Ending  the  day  light  of  our  mileryl^- 

A 


_  es,  yes—ril  to  my  haunt,  for  feenes  like  thefe 
,  damp  all  refolution; 

^ j  ^  Ihore,  while  clay  remains. 

And  fearch  among  the  iliell-incrufted  coral, 

Leif  if  by  fome  great  chance  or  nliracle 
borne  wretch  furvives  upon  the  ragged  rocks. 

Who  knowing  not  of  human  kind  refiding 
<^n  this  fequeiler’d,  unfrequented  ifle. 

Tir’d  in  contending  with  the  angry  billows 
And  beaten  by  the  furge  the  whole  night  through 

hor  want  of  inch  relief,  may  die  ere  morning-^ _ _ 

Perdition!  three  I  fee  upon  the  rocks 
Clinging,  to  keep  off  death,  while  the  rude  billow 
bwells  o’er  their  heads,  infultingly  vidlorious : 
Now  from  the  reef  upborne  I  fee  them  ftrugale,  ' 
Heaven  grant  fuccefsfully  1— they  labour  on. 

Now  headlong  to  the  fhore,  now  back  they  go 
Defpairing  to -the  main — I — now,  now  they  land 
Safe  in  that  calm  recefs,  a  narrow  bay 
To  them  the  haven  from  impending  ruin*——  — 

So  what  are  you  ?  — 

Firjf  Mariner, 

If  thou  art  an  inhabitant  of  the  ifle. 

Lend  your  kind  aid  to  three  half  perifh’d  wretches 
Of  threefcore  fouls,  the  only  three  remaining- — 
And  if  thou  knowefl  of  any  fhelter’d  fpot  ^ 

Where  from  thefe  horrid  blafls  and  water  fpouts 
We  may  retire  to  pafs  the  long  dull  night: 

Or  if  thou  knowefl  of  any  (landing  pool 
Or  running  dream*,  or  earth-fupported  fpring, 

O  tell  us;  and,  as  nothing  more  remains. 

Our  gratitude  mull  be  thy  foie  reward. 
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t  Hermit* 

Among  the  hills,  on  their  declivities 

Full  ma.ny  a  fylvan  haunt  I  have  efpy’d 

Ere  now,  in  ^^andering  when  the  heaven  was  bright ; 

Bat  fpririgs  or  running  dreams  abound  not  here. 

The  ikies  alone  fapply  the  hollowed  rock 
From  whence  I  drain  my  annual  full  fupply. 

Yet  to  my  cavern  you  fhall  all  refort 

To  tade  a  hermit’s  hofpitality - ^ 

If  you  have  flrength,  afeend  this  winding  path 
And  ’mongd  thefe  rugged  rocks,  dill  following  me. 
We  foon  lhall  reach  a  fafe  retreat,  remov’d 
Alike  from  noify  feas,  and  mountain  torrents. 

Second  Mariner* 

Lo  !  here  the  tall  palmettoe,  and  the  cedar. 

The  lime  tree,  and  fweet  feented  Ihrubs  abundant 
With  mingling  branches,  form  a  bled  abode; 

Here,  bleating  lambs  crowd  to  the  evening  fold 
And  goats  and  kids,  that  wander  o’er  the  hills, 

Vext  by  the  dorm,  herd  to  the  focial  hermit: 

In  neighbouring  groves  the  juicy  lemon  fwells, 

The  golden  orange  charms  the  admiring  eye,  ' 
And  the  rich  cocoa  yields  her  milky  dream. 

Her?nit* 

Here,  drangers,  here  repofe  your  wearied  limbs 
While  fome  dead  boughs  1  bring  from  yonder  thicket. 

To  wake  the  friendly  blaze. - To  drain  the  dams 

Ox" thefe  impatient  kids,  be  next  my  care: 

The  cocoa’s  milky  defh,  dry’d  pulfe  and  roots 
Shall  be  your  fare  to  night ;  and  when  to-morrow 
Difpells  the  gloom,  and  this  tornado  ceafes. 

We’ll  fearch  along  the  diores,  and  find  where  lie 
The  bodies  of  your  dear  and  lod  companions. 

That  fo  we  may  commit  them  to  the  dud. 

And  thus  obliterate  from  our  remembrance 
The  horrid  havock  that  this  dorm  occafion’d. 

Third  Mariner. 

O  good  old  man,  how  do  I  honour  thee  ! 

My  future  days,  my  fervices  are  your’s ; 

For  you,  will  I  be  earlier  than  the  fun 
To  bring  you  dicks  to  light  the  morning  fire; 

For  you,  will  I  atternpt  tiiefe  dangerous  cliffs " 

And  climb  on  high  to  pluck  the  blulhing  plum; 

For  you  will  I  from  yonder  rocky  height 
Drain  clirydal  waters,  to  delight  your  tade: 

But  now  be  kind ;  I  wifh  to  hear  you  tell 
What  chance  or  fortune  brought  you  to  thefe  diores; 
Whether  alone  on  thefe  rough  craggs  you  dwell 
Where  wandering  mid  is  gather’d^into  diowers, 
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Or  whether  town  or  village  decks  the  olain  , 

Or  is  there  frielter’d  port"  where  fwelling  fails 
Lodge  lolcy  ftiips,  from  hurricanes  fecure, 

Fehc’d  in  by  reefs,  or  lock'd  by  neighbouring  hills. 

_  '  Hermit, 

rkO  town  or  village  owns  this  fcanty  foil. 

Nor  round  its  coaft  one  fafe  recefs  is  feen 
Where  lofty  fhip,  or  barque  of  meaner  freight 
Might  reh  fecure,  untroubled  by  the  winds, 

W^hich  hill  purfue  the  refllefs  furge  that  Dours, 

And  fpits  Its  venom,  on  thefe  ragged  Ihores;  ,  ' 

Nor  in  theie  woody  wilds,  till  you  were  wreck’d, 

Except  myfelf,  did  Chriftian  man  refide, 

Vvandering  from  Europe  to  thefe  Indian  ifles 
So  late  diicever’d  on  tlie  world’s  green  end, 

-^^11  lies  as  Nature  form’d  it,  rough  throughout. 

And  chance  has  planted  here  this  garden  wild. 

For  fuch  as  I,  who  wandering  from  the  world; 

Cities,  and  men,  and  civiliz’d  domains, 

1  ne  farther  dihant,  find  the  blifs  more«pure. 

^hird  Mariner. 

In  fuch  a  fad  retreat,  and  quite  alone  ! - - 

To  hold  no  converfe  but  with  fenfclefs  trees. 

To  have  no  friendlhip  but  with  wandering  goats. 

And  wordiiefs  reptiles  that  Infefl  the  ground — 

Can  man  be  happy  in  fo  dull  a  feene? 

Hermit, 

To  the  keep  fammit  of  this  flighted  ifle 
I  often  climb  at  early  dawn  of  day,  ' 

And  o’er  the  vafl  expanfe  I  throw  my  view. 

Not  idly  thence  the  bufy  feene  furveyinp- — r, 

T  afl  fleets  I  fometimes  fee,  each  kept  at  bayy 
Or  joining  both  in  angry  converfation, 

There  obje6l  avarice  half,  and  half  ambition — ■ 

What  is  it  all  to  me?  what  are  they  feeking 
That  can  give  more  than  a  fufliciency — 

That  objeA  I  have  here  which  they  purfue, 

Grafping  it,  mifer-like,  in  my  embraces - 

The  flream  diftilling  from  the  fliaded  cliff. 

And  fruits  mature  from  trees  by  Nature  planted. 

And  contemplation,  heaven-born  contemplation  1 

T'heJ'e  are  my  riches  !  I  am  wealthier  far 

Fhan  Spain’s  proud  fleets,  that  load  the  groaning  ocean. 

Wait  you  in  yonder  cave — I  will  return - 

My  herd  of  goats  is  wandering  in  the  wild. 

And  I  mufl  houfe  them,  ere  the  clofe  of  day.  (Exit.^ 

Firjl  Mariner, 

Who  can  this  hermit  be — wnat  doth  he  here  ? 

In  fueh  a  difmal  cell  who  would  inhabit 
Thus  lonely,  who  has  crowds  and  cities  feen-^* 
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Is  he  Tome  favage  offspring  of  the  ide. 

The  mountain  goat  his  food,  his  god  the  fun; 

Some  wretch  produc’d  from  mingled  heat  and  molflure. 
Full  brother  to  the  hungry  pelican  ; 

His  friend,  fome  monder  of  the  adjacent  v/ood  ; 

His  wife,  forae  forcerefs,  red  hair’d  hag  from  hell; 

His  children,  ferpents,  fcorpions,  centipedes- - 

^hird  Mariner, 

It  was  but  now,  (he  fpoke  before  he  thought)  he  told  me. 
That  he  is  richer  than  the  fleets  of  Spain 
That  burden  the  wide  bofom  of  the  ocean ; 

And  then  he  feem’d  fo  pleas’d  and  fatished, 

Boafting  himfelf  the  happieft  of  mankind. 

Second  Mariner. 

Where  fliould  this  wealth  be  hid — his  cave  fliows  none :  ' 

A  prayer  book  and  a  crofs,  a  firing  of  beads, 

A  bed  of  mofs,  a  cap,  an  earthen'jug, 

And  fome  few  goat  fkins,  furnilh  out  his  cave. 

But  flill  this  humble  guife  of  poverty 
Vafl  films  of  fplendid  riches  may  conceal  ; 

The  flooring  of  his  den  is  a  ioofe  fand — 

Searching  a  fathom  deep  may  fhew  llrange  things. 

While  we,  fo  long  purfuing,  hit  on  fortune. 

Perhaps  this  hermit  is  fome  bloody  pirate,  ' 

Who  having  plunder’d  friends  and  foes,  alike. 

Has  brought  his  booty  here,  to  bury  it. 

Firji  Mariner. 

Lo  !  there  he  comes,  driving  his  eoats. before  him  ; 

He  means  to  fence  them  from  the  tempefl’s  rage 
Under  the  Ihelter  of  thofe  tufted  cedars : 

It  does,  indeed,  appear  moll  poffible. 

That  in  this  cavern  rufts  his  plunder’d  wealth  : 

When  fleep  has  lock’d  his  fenfes  in  repofe 
We’ll  feize  him  on  his  couch,  and  binding  him. 

Call  him  from  yonder  jutting  promontory 
That  hangs  a  hundred  fathoms  o’er  the  deep — 

Thus,  fhall  his  fate  prevent  difcovery. 

Second  Mariner. 

Your  projedl  pleafcs  me — -it  is  mo  ft  wrong 
That  fuch  a  favage  fliould  enjoy  fuch  hoards 
Of  ufeful  wealth,  he  has  not  heart  to  ufe  ; 

He  builds  no  fliips,  employs  no  mariners; 

But,  like  a  mifer,  hides  the  ill  gotten  ftore. 

And  had  he  died  before  we  wander’d  hither 
His  gold  had  perifh’d,  and  none  been  the  wifef. 

^hird  Mariner. 

While  you  obferve  his  motions,  fellow  fufferers, 

Of  twilled  bark  I’ll  make  a  fett  of  thongs 
Wherewith  to  bind  him  at  the  midnight  hour, 

Lell  waking,  he  ilioiild  llraggle  to  b©  free 
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And  flip  our  hands  before  we  gain  the  fummit 
From  whence  we  mean  to  plunge  his  tawny  carcafe  : 
There,  there  he  comes— “  Now,  hermit,  now  befriend  us 
hor  cruel,  mercilefs  hunger  gnaws  our  vita^ls. 

And  every  mifchief  that  can  man  difhearten 
V  Is  ripe  to  drive  us  into  delperation  !” 

Hermit, 

patience,  till  from  yonder  arched  o-rotto 
I  bring  my  bowls  of  milk,  and  feafoa’d  roots. 

And  fi  Lilts  I  pluckM  before  the  day  was  high  : 

Now,  friends,  enjoy  my  hofpitality: 

Alps  at  your  fervice,  wretched  fhipwreck’d  men  ; 

And  when  you’ve  fadslied  the  rage  of  hunger 
Repofe  on  thefe  foft  fkins  ;  your  fea-beat  limbs 
Demand  the  aid  of  kind  refrelhing  fleep  : 

I’ll  to  my  evening  prayers,  as  I  am  wont. 

And  early  dreams  ; — for  travelling  o’er  the  hills. 

And  pelted  by  the  florm  the  whole  day  paft. 

My  knees  grow  feeble,  and  I  wiih  for  reft.  (Exit, 

Second  Mariner, 

Yes,  yes — frft  pray,  and  then  repofe  in  peace. 

Hermit  of  Saba,  ne’er  to  wake  again  I 
Or  ftioLiId  you  wake,  it  muft  be  in  convulfions, 

Tofs’d  from  the  peak  of  yonder  precipice, 

Translixt  on  pointed*  rocks,  moft  bloodily. 

1  bird  Mariner, 

'  Now,  now’s  the  time :  he  fteeps :  I  hear  him  fnore— 

This  hidden  gold  has  fo  poftefs’d  my  brain,  ^ 

That  I,  at  all  events,  muft  handle  it; 

"V  et  fliould  the  hermit  ’wake  while  thus  engag’d. 

Sad  mifehief  might  enfue:  his  nervous  arm 
(More  than  a  match  for  our  exhaufted  vigour) 

Might  exercife  moft  horrible  revenge! 

Long  pradliling*  among  the  e  rugged  mountains, 

Purfuing  goats,  bounding  from  rock  to  rock. 

And 'cleaving  trees  to  feed  his  evening  hre. 

His  nerves  and  blood  are  all  adlivity ; 

Aind  then  he  is  of  fo  robuft  a  fabrick 

That  we  fhoiild  be  mere  children  in  his  hands. 

Whirling  us  from  the  precipice  at  pleafure, 

(Thus  turning  on  ourfelves  our  own  defigns) 

Or  catching  up  fome  fragment  of  a  rock 
Grind  into  atoms  our  pale,  quivering  limbs  ; 

Taking  full  vengeance  on  ingratitude. 

Firji  Mariner, 

Faft  bound  in  chains  of  deep,  I  firft  aftail  him  : 

This  knotty  club  lhall  give  the  unerring  blow; 

You  follcxv  on,  and  boldly  fecond  me  1 

Thus— comrades — thus! — that  ftroke  has  crufh’d  his  brain! 

He  groans !  he  dies ! — now  bear  him  to  the  fummit 
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Of  yond’  tall  cU?F,  and  having  thence  diilodg’d  him, 
Uniuierrupced  we  ihail  dig  his  riches, 
lieirs  to  the  wealth  and  plenty  of  his  cave. 

Second  Mariner. 

’  ris  done,  ’tis  done — the  hermit  is  no  more  : - - 

nothing  of  this  deed,-  ye  hills,  ye  trees, 

Bill  let  eternal  filence  brood  upon  it. 

O  !)  ile,  bafe,  bafe  [ — why  was  1  made  a  man. 

And  :.inr  fome  prowling  monlder  of  ,  he  foreh, 

'I  he  word  vile  work  o-  Nature’s  journeymen! 

Ye  1-j.nar  fhidows!  no  refemblance  yield 
From  craggy  pointed  rock,  or  leafy  bulh, 

I'hiu  may  remind  me  o  this  murdered  hermit. 

^h:rd  Mariner. 

Been  hive  I  fathom’d  in  his  cave,  but  find 

N  I  giimpfe  of  gold - we  fureiy  did  niillake  him: 

H  s  treafures  were  not  of  that  glittering  kind  ; 

Bry’d  fruits,  and  one  good  book;  his  goats,  his  kids, 

Thefe  were,  indeed,  his  riches. - - 

Now,  h  rmit,  now  I  feel  remorfe  within  me: 

While  here  ne  day  thy  Ihaiow  will  torment  us. 

From  every  haunted  x*ock,  or  bulh,  projecting; 

And  when  Fom  hence  we  go,  that  too  Ihall  follow, 

-  Crying — Perdition  on  thefe  fiends  fircm  Europe , 

Whofie  bloody  mall  e^  or  nvhofe  thirft  for  g-old^  ' 

Frejh  from  the  Jlaughter-houfe  of  i  mocence 
Unpeoples  ifiesy  and  lays  the  nuorld  in  ruin  ! 


T  H  E 

MIDNIGHT  CONJULTATIONS  : 

OR  A  TRIP  TO  BOSTON. 


OMALL  blifs  is  theirs,  whom  Fate’s  too  heavy  hand 
Confines  through  life  to  fome  fmall  fpeck  of  land; 
More  wretched  they,  whom  heaven  infpires  to  roam. 
Yet  languidi  out  their  lives,  and  die  at  home 
Heaven  gave  to  man  this  wide  extended  round. 

No  climes  confine  him,  and  no  oceans  bound; 

Heaven  gave  him  foreft,  mountain,  vale  and  pNin, 
And  bade  him  vanquidi,  if  he  could,  the  main; 

But  fordid  cares  our  fhort-iiv’d  race  confine. 

Some  toil  at  trades,  fome  labour  in  the  mine. 

The  mifer  hoards,  and  guards  his  fhining  itorc. 

The  fun  dill  riles  where  he  rofe  before _ 

No  happier  fceiies  Ms  earth-born  fancy  hil 
Than  one  dark  galley,  or  one  well-known  hill. 
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To  other  fliores  his  mirMl,  untaught-to  flray^ 

Du]l  aiid  inatlive,,  llumbers  life  a^vay. 

^  But  by^the  aid  of  yonder  glimmering  beam 
I  he  pOiC  Itar,  faithful  to  my  vagrant  dream. 

Wild  regent  of  my  heart!  in  dreams  convey 
Where  herded  Britons  their  bold  ranks  difpiay; 

So  late  the  pride  ot  England’s  fertile  foil. 

(Her  grandeur  heighten’d  by  fucceiFive  toil) 

See,  how  tney  fiCKen  in  thefe  iioflile  climes, 

1  nemes  lor  the  ftage,  and  lubjedls  for  our  rhimes. 

What  modern  poet  have  the  mufes  led 
To  draw  the  curtain  that  conceals  the  dead? 

V/hat  bolder  bard  to  Bohon  fhall  repair. 

To  view  the  peeviih,  half-ftarv’d  fpedlres  there? 

O  thou  wrong’d  country!  why  fuhain  thefe  ills? 
Why  reft  thy  navies  on  their  native  hills? 

See,  cndlefs  forefts  lhade  the  uncultur’d  plain, 
Heicend,  ye  forefts,  and  command  the  main: 

A  leafy  verdure  ftiades  the  mighty  maft. 

And  every  oak  bends  idly  to  the  blaft. 

Earth  s  entrails  teem  with  llores  for  your  defence, 
Defcend,  and  drag  the  ftores  of  war  from  thence^ 
\  our  fertile  foil  the  flowing  fail  fupplies. 

And  Europe’s  arts  in  every  village  rife — ■ — 

No'  want  is  yourA— Difdain  unmanly  fear. 

And  fwear,  no  Tyrant  'jhall  reign  niajier  here'. 

Know  your  own  ftrength — in  rocky  deferts  bred. 
Shall  the  fierce  tiger  by  the  dog  be  led. 

And' bear  all  infuits  from  that  fnariing  race 

Whofe  courage  lies  in  impudence  of  face  ? - — 

No — rather  bid  the  wood’s  wild  native  turn. 

And  from  his  fide  the  unfaithful  guardian  fpurn. 

Now,  pleas’d,  I  wander  to  the  dome  of  ftate 
V/here  Gage  refides,  our  weftern  potentate — 

Chief  of  ten  thoufand,  all  a  race  of  flaves. 

Sent  to  be  flirouded  in  untimely  graves; 

Sent  by  our  angry  Jove,  fent  fword  in  hand 
To  murder,  burn,  and  ravage  through  the  land— 
You  dream  of  conqueft — tell  me  how  or  whence— 
A.(ft  like  a  man,  and  get  you  gone  from  hence; 

A  madman  fent  you  to  this  hoftile  lliore 
To  vanquifh  nations,  that  fhall  fpill  your  gore — 
Go  fiends,  and  each  in  friendly  league  combin’d 
Hellroy,  diftrefs,  and  triumph  o’er  mankind! — 
’Tis  not  cur. peace  this  murdering  hand  reftrains. 
The  want  of  power  is  made  the  monfter’s  chains; 
Compafiion  is  a  ftranger  to  his  heart. 

Or  if  it  came,  he  bade  the  gueft:  depart ; 

1  he  melting  tear,  the  fympathifing  groan 
WerQ  never  yet  to  Gage  or  Jefferies  "known; 
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The  feas  of  blood  his  lieart  fore-dooms  to  fpill 
Is  bat  a  dying  fc rpent’s  rage  to  kill,  ^ 

What  power  ihali  drive  tlieie  vipers  Irom  our  fliore, 
Thefe  monilers  fwoln  with  carnage,  death,  and  gore  1 
Twelve  was  the  hour — congoiial  darknefs  leign 
And  no  bright  ftar  a  mimic  day-light  feign  J 
F'.rilj  Gage  we  law — a  crimfon  chair  of  hate 
ReceiEd  the  ho aour  of  his  honour  s  weight, 

I'his  r>an  of  ilraw  the  regal  purple  bound, 

But  duiinefs,  deepeft  dullnefs,  hover’d  round. 

Next  Gfaues f wieicis  the  trident  of  tiic  [nine. 
The  call  arch-captain  of  the  embattled  line 
All  gloomy  fate — mumbling  of  flame  and  fire. 

Balls,  cannen,  Ihips,  and  all  thei  *  damn’d  attire; 

Well  pleas’d  to  live  in  never  ending  hum. 

But  empty  as  the  interior  of  his  drum. 

Hard  by,  Burgoyne  afiames  an  ample  fpace. 

And  fsem^d  to  me  iitatc  with  ftudious  face. 

As  if  again  he  wilh’d  our  world  to  fee 
Long,  dull,  dry  letters  writ  to  general  Lee — 

Hno-e  ferawis  of  words  tlirouo-h  endlefs  circuits  drawn 
Unmeaning,  as  the  errand  he’s  upon. — 

Is  he  to  conquer — he  fubdue  our  land  ?— 

This  buckram  hero,  with  his  ladv’s  hand? 

By  Cefars  to  be  vanquiflt’d  is  a  curfe. 

But  by  a  fcribbling  fop — -by  heaven,  is  worfe  1 
Lord  Piercy  feem’d  to  fnore- — but  may  the  mufe 
This  ill- tim’d  fnOriiig  to  the  peer  excufe  ; 

Tir’d  was  the  long  boy  of  his  tcilforne  day. 

Full  hfteen  miles  he  Hed — a  tedious  way, 

How  Ihould  he  then  the  dews  of  Somnus  fnun. 
Perhaps  not  us’d  to  w?d.k,  much  Icfs  to  run. 

Red  fiic’d  as  funs,  when  finking  to  repofe. 

Reclin’d  the  infernal  captain  of  the  Rose,  [ 

In  fame’s  proud  temple  aiming  for  a  nich, 

With  thofe  who  find  her  at  the  cannon’s  breech; 
Skill’d  to  direcl  the  cannonading  hhot, 

No  TurkiOi  rover  half  fo  murdering  hot. 

Pleas’d  with  bafe  ven'^ealice  on  defcnceleE  towns. 

His  heart  was  malice- — but  his  words  were,  Zo:';2dsI 
Howe,  vext  to  fee  his  ilaiwing  arrnv’s  doom, 

Once  more  befought  the  fliies  for  clhovj  room — 

Small  was  his  Hock,  and  theirs,  of  heavenly  rrrucc. 
Yet  juft  enough  to  ad:  a  larger  s  .  ' 

He  curs’d  the  brainleib  minifter  that  piann’d 
His  bootlefs  errand  to  tl\is  holtile  land. 

But  aw’4  by  Gage,  his  barfting  v;rath  recoil’. 

And  in  his  inmoft  bofom  doubly  boil’d, 

Thefe,  chief  of  all  tlie  tyrant-ferving  U  ain 
Exalted  fate— -the  reft  (a  pcnfion’d  clan,) 
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A  fample  of  the  multitudes  that  wait 
laJe  Ions  of  famine,  at  perdition’s  gite, 

KuS  S  SrSX-f;  £s7 

VV  noie  endlefs  numbers  if  you  bid  me  tell, 
ib  count  the  atoms  of  this  globe  as  well) 

’fquhes— a  wonder-work'ing  band ! 
Held  at  fmall  wages  ’t,  1  they  gain  the  land.  " 

I  oc  k  penfiv^e  round— black  fpleen  affail’d  their  hearts 

And  arms  and  arts) 

Ai  d  made  them  doubt  (howe’er  for  vengeance  hot) 

WUeiher  they  were  invincible  or  not.  ^  ' 

O  ^  ow  ,<bV.g'‘'  up-Jiarting  from  his  culhion’d  feat 

owore  thrice  and  cry’d--  >Tis  nonfenfe  to  be  beat ' 

—F-^y,  warriors,  let  me  know 
Vh.ch  be  in  fault,  myfelf,  the  fates,  or  you _ 

L-enceforth  let  Britain  deem  her  men  mere  toys— 

Oodsi  to  bp  frightened  thus  by  country  boys; 

W  hy,  if  your  men  had  had  a  mind  to  fup, 
le^  migjit  have  eat  that  Ichool-boy  army  up — 

-hree  thouiand  to  twelve  hundred  thus  to  yield. 

And  twice  five  hundred  ftretch’d  upon  the  field—! 

O  lhame  to  Britain,  and  the  Britilh  name, 

^hame  damps  my  heart,  and  I  mufi  die  with  lliame- 
1  inis  to  be  worfied,  thus  difgrac’d  and  beat!— 

You  have  the  knack,  lord  Piercy,  to  retreat, 

Yn^  dcccth  you  fcap  d  my  warmell  blood  cono-eals, 
ideaven  gramt  me,  too,  fo  fwift  a  pair  of  heels— 
n  Cheyy-C/hace,  as,  doubtlels,  you  have  read^ 

Lord  Piercy  would  have  fooner  died  than  fled— 

Behold  the  virtues  of  your  houfe  decay _ 

Ah!  how  unlike  the  Piercy  of  that  day  P’ 

^  Thus  fpoke  the  great  man  in  difdainfiil  tone 
To  the  gay  peer— not  meant  for  him  alone — 

But  ere  the  tumults  of  his  bofom  rife 
Thus  from  his  bench  the  intrepid  peer  replies: 

“  When  once  the  foul  has  reached  the  Stygian  Ihon 

My  prayer  b  .ok  fays,  it  lliall  return  no  more - 

When  once  old  Charon  hoifts  his  tar-black’d  fail. 

And  his  boat  fwims  before  the  infernal  gale, 

JFafewell  to  all  that  pleas’d  the  man  above, - 
Farewell  to  feats  of  arms,  and  joys  of  love! 

Farewell  the  trade  that  father  Cain  began. 

Farewell  to  wine,  that  cheers  the  heart  of  man; 

All,  all  farewell! — the  penfive  lhade  mull:  go 
V/here  cold  Medufa  tui  ns  to  Hone  below. 

Where  Belus^  maids  eternal  labours  ply 
To  drench  the  cafic  that  Hays  forever  dry. 

And  SijipJms,  with  many  a  weary  groan, 

Fleaves  up  the  mount  the  Hill  recokiug  Hone! 
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Since,  then,  this  truth  no  mortal  dares  deny. 

That  heroes,  kings — and  lords,  themfeives,  mull  diCji 
And  yield  to  him  who  dreads  no  hoftile  fvvord, 

>  But  treats  alike  the  peaiant  and  the  lord ; 

Since  even  great  George  muil'in  his  turn  give  place 
And  leave  his  crown,  his  Scotchmen,  and  his  lace  ■ 
How  blell  is  he,  how  prudent  is  the  man 
Who  keeps  aloof  from  fate — while  yet  lie  can  ; 

One  well-aimM  ball  can  make  us  ail  no  more 
Than  Ihipwreck’d  Icoundrels  on  that  leeward  fliore. 

But  why,  my  friends,  thefe  hard  retlc£lions  Hill 

On  Lexington  affairs - his  Bunker’s  hill — 

O  fatal  him — one  glance  at  thee  reilrains 
My  once  warm  blood,  and  chills  it  in  my  veins — 

May  no  fweet  grafs  adorn  thy  hateful  crell 
That  faw  Britannia’s  bravell  troops  diilrell — 

Or  if  it  does — may  fome  dellrudive  gale 

The  green  leaf  wither,  and  the  grafs  turn  pale — 

*  All  moillure  to  your  brow  may  heaven  deny. 

And  God  and  man  deteil  you,  juil  as  I - 

^Tis  Bunker’s  hill,  this  night  has  brought  us  here. 

Pray  quellion  him  who  led  your  armies  there. 

Nor  dare  my  courage  into  c|ueilion  call, 

Or  blame  lord  Piercy  for  the-fiuit  of  all.” 

Howe  chanc’d  to  nod  wdrile  heatheniih  Piercy  fpokc;^ 
But  as  his  lordfhip  ceas’d,  his  honour  ’woke, 

(Like  thofe  whom  fermons  into  fleep  betray) 
Then-rubb’d  his  eyes,  and  thus  was  heard  to  Ly; 


Shall  thofe  who  never  ventur’d  from  the  ioiivci. 
Or  their  fhips’  Tides,  now  pull  our  glory  down? 

We  fought  our  bell — fo  God  my  honour  lave — 

No  Britifli  foldiers  ever  fought  fo  brave — 

Refolv’d  I  led  them  to  the  hohile  lines, 


(From  this  day  fam’d  where’er  great  Phxbiis  (liincs). 
'Firm  at  their  head  I  took  my  dangerous  Hand,  ' 
Marching  to  death  and  riangliter,  iword  in  hand, 

But  wonted  Fortune  halted  on  her  ivay, 

We  fought  with  madmen,  and  wc  loll  the  day — 
Putnam^s  brave  troops,  your  honours  would  have  f.von: 


Had  robb’d  the  clouds  of  half  their  nitrous  itorc. 
With  my  bold  veterans  flrew’d  the  ailoniui’d  plain, 
For  not  one  mufquet  was  difeharg’d  in  vain. — 

But,  honour’d  Gage,  why  droops  thy  iaiireii’d  liead?- 
Five  hundred  foes  we  pack’d  off  to  tlie  dead^ - - 


Now  captains,  generals,  hear  me  and  attend! 
Say,  fhall  we  home  for  other  fuccours  fend? 

Shall  other  navies  crofs  the  flormy  main? - 

,  I'hey  may,  but  what  lhali  aove  the  pride  of  Spain? 
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for  dominion  haughty ,  Louis  pants— 

Ah!  how  I  tremble  at  the  thoughts  of  France. — 
bnall  mighty  George,  to  enforce  his-injur’d  laws^ 
Tranfport  all  Ruflia  to  fupport  the  cade? — — . 

hat  aliy’d  empire  countlefs-lhoals  may  pour 
Numerous  as  fands  that  drew  the  Atlantic  Ihore, 
hut  policy  inclines  my  heart  to  fear 
d  hcydl  turn  their  arms  againh  us,  when  they’re  here— 

^  ^ome.  Jet  s  agree — for  fomething  mull  be  done 
autumn  hies,  and  winter  haliens  on — - 
Vhen  pinching  cold  our  navy  binds  in  ice,  ' 

1  ou  JI  find  ’tis  then  too  late  to  take  advice.” 

A  j  ^  ^^rikes  Gage  fmote  upon  his  breaft. 

And  cry  d,— \vhat  fate  determines  malt  be  bek _  ' 

-i:>ut  now^  attend — a  counfel  I  impart 
d  hat  long  has  laid  the  heavieft  at  my  heart— 

I  hicc  weeks— p  gods!— nay,  three  long  years  it  feems 
-ince  roaft-heef  1  have  touc’h,  except  in  dreams, 
n  neep,  choice  difhes  to  my  view'  repair, 

Uivirg,  i  gape  and  cnamp  the  empty  air.—— 

Say,  is  it  juif  that  I,  who  rule  thefe  bands, 

Snould  live  on  hulks,  like  rakes  in  foreign  lands.?—- 
Come  let  us  plan  feme  projedl  ere  we  Jl^p, 

And  drink  deftruftion  to  the  rebel  deep. 

On  neighbouring  ides  uncounted  cattle  kray. 

Fat  beeves,  and  fwdne,  an  ill  defended  prey— 
hefe  are  fit  vifions  for  my  noon  day  difli, 

Thefe,  if  myToIdiers  aft  as  I  would  wifh’. 

In  one  fhort  week  fliould  glad  yourmaw's  and  mine— 

On  mmtton  w’e  wdjd  fup — on  roak  beef  dine.” 

Shouts  of  applaufe  re-echo’d  thro’  the  hall. 

And  what  pleas’d  one  as  furcly  pleas’d  them  alb 
Wallace  was  nam’d  to  execute  the  plan,  ■ 

And  thus  fneep-kealing  pleas’d  them  to  a  man. 

^  Now  flundiers  hole  upon  the  great  man’s  eye, 

IFis  powder’d  foretop  nodded  from  on  high. 

Ills  lids  juk  opc’d  to  knd  how'  matters  were, 

DiJJelve,  he  faid,  and fo  dijjhh^d ye  are, 

Thcr\  downw'ard  funk  to  liumibers  dark  and  deep,  " 

Isach  nerve  unkrung — and  even  his  guts  akeep. 
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E  P  J  L  0  G  V  E. 


WHAT  are  thefe  krangers  from  a  foreign  ike. 
That  w'e  kiould  fear  their  hate,  or  court  their  fmile— 
Pride  fent  them  here,  pride  blaked  in  the  bud. 

Who  if  flic  can,  will  build  her  throne  in  blood. 

With  kaughter’d  millions  glut  her  tearlefs  eyes. 

And  bid  even  virtue  fall,  that  Ihe  may  rife. 


What  deep  offence  has  fir’d  a  monarch’s  rage  .? 
What  moon-kruck  madnefs  feiz’d  the  brain  of  Gage  ? 
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Laughs  not  the  foul  when  an  imprifon’cl  crew 
AfFed  ter  pardon  thgfe  they  can^t  fubdiie, 

Tho’  thrice  repuls’d,  and  hemm’d  up  to  their  flations 
Yet  iffue  pardons j  oaths,  and  proclamations! 


Too  long  our  patient  country  wears  their  chains, 
Top  long  our  wealth  all-grafping  Britain  drains, 
Why.  (lili  a  handmaid  to  that  diftant  land  ? 

Why  Itill  fubfervient  to  their  proud  command? 
Britain  the  bold,  the  generous,  and  the  brave 
Still  traats  our  country  like  the  meaneit  llave> 

Her  haughty  lords  already  fhare  the  prey. 

Live  on  our  labours,  and  with  fcorn' repay 


Rife,  deeper,  rife,  while  yet  the  power  remains;. 
And  bind  their  nobles  and  their  chiefs  in  chains: 
Bent  on  dedruflive  plans,  they  fcorn  our  pica, 

^Tis  our  own  efforts  that  mult  make  us  free — 
Born  to  contend,  our  lives  we  place  at  flake. 

And  grow  immortal  by  the  ftand  we  make.— 

The  time  fhall  come  when  flrangers  rule  no  more, 

‘  Nor  cruel  mandates  vex  from  Britain’s  fhore. 
When  commerce  diall  extend  her  drorten’d  wing. 
And  h  er  rich  freights  from  every  climate  bring. 
When  mighty  towns  diall  Rouriih  free  and  great, 
Vad:  their  dominion,  opulent  their  date. 

When  one  vad  cultivated  region  teems 
from  ocean’s  fide  to  Milfifippi  dreams. 

While  each  enjoys  his  vine  tree’s  peaceful  diadoj 
And  even  the  meaned  has  no  foe  to  dread. 

And  you,  who  far  from  Liberty  detain’d,  ‘ 
Wear  out  exidence  in  fome  davifh  land— 

Forfake  thofe  fhores,  a  felf-cjedted  throng. 

And  arm’d  for  vengeance,  /jrrr  refent  the  wrong: 
Come  to  our  climes,  where  unchain’d  rivers  dovv 
And  lofded  proves,  and  Nature’s  foreds  etow. 
Here  the  bled  foil  your  future  care  demands ; 
Come,  fweep  the  foreds  from  thefe  fhaded  lands. 
And  the  kind  earth  fhall  every  toil  repay. 

And  harveds  flourifh  as  the  groves  decay, 

O  heav’n-born  Peace,  renew  thy  wonted  charm.s 
Far  be  this  rancour,  and  this  din  of  arms — 

To  warring  lands  return,  an  honour’d  gued. 

And  blefs  our  crimfon  fnore  among  the  reft — 

Long  may  Britannia  rule  our  hearts  again, 

Rule  as  fhe  rul’d  in  George  the  fecond.’ 

■n  ^ 

May  ages  hence  her  growing  grandeur  fe 
And  fhe  be  glorious — “'but  ourfclve 
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as  free! 
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The  INSOLVENT’S  RELEASE. 


T 


thofe  difmal  dreary  coafts  I  come 
acre  wizz^rd  Fai.Jius  chews  his  brimhone  rolls, 

IN  or  have  1  been  to  wrangle  with  the  men 
_  ^  tnac  fad  country,  where,  for  want  of  rum, 
ioead  putrid  water  from  the  ftagnant  fen 
Js  drank.,  unmingled,  by  departed  fouls  : 

Nor  from  that  dog  houfe  do  I  bring  you  news, 

V  here  Macedonian  Philip  ^  mends  old  Ihoes, 
iiut  from  that  dreadful  place  arriv’d. 

Where  men  in  debt  at  cribb.rge  play. 

And  1  moll:  canningly  contriv’d 
I  o  fj.tten  on  two  groats  a  day — 
f  ull  on  my  back  now  turn’d  the  key. 

Tile  ’i.]iure  himlelf  is  not  fo  free. 

y.'hen  to  the  e  rugged  walls,  a  fithom  thick, 

A  canle,  hi  reeled  by  the  Iherilf ’s  hick, 

A. as,  laid  I,  what  can  chey  mean  to  do  I 
I  am  liot  confeious  of  one  roo^uilh  trick! 

J  am  no  tiuef — -1  took  no  chrihian’s  life. 

Nor  have  I  med  lied  with  the  parfon’s  wife, 
(Wiiich'wouid  have  been  a  dreadful  thing  you  know) 
Tnen,  by  thefe  gloomy  walls,  this  iron  gate 
Appcrnied  by  the  wildom  of  your  hate 
^  c  hat  in  little  rogues,  and  keep  out  great; 

Teh  me,  ye  pretty  lads,  that  deal  in  law,  / 

men  of  mighty  wigs,  ye  judges,  fay— 

S..y!  by  the  jailor’s  fpeckled  face 
1  iiat  never  beam'd  one  blufh  of  grace; 

Kow  long  muh  I 
^  In  prhhn  lie 

For  jud  nine  guineas — ^that  I  cannot  pay! 

lleturn,  ye  happy  times,  when  all  were  free. 

No  jails  on  land,  no  nets  at  fea; 

When  mountain  beads  unfetter’d  ran, 

Arxd  man  refus’d  to  hint  up  man. 

As  men  of  modern  days  have  ihut  up  me!— 

This  is  the  dreary  dark  abode 
Of  poverty  and  foxitude; 

Such  was  the  gloomy  cell  where  Bunyan  lay 
VVhhile  his  d  ear  Pilgri.m  help’d  the  tLaae  away — 

Such  was  the  place  where  Wakefield’s  vicar  drew 
Crave  morals  from  the  imprifon’d  crew. 

And  touud  both  time  to  preach  and  pray. 

*  See  Lucian’s  Dialogues. 
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in  bed  of  ftraw  and  broken  chair  ’  ' 

What  confolation  coiild  be  found ! 

•  No  gay  companions  ventur’d  there 
To  pufh  the  ruddy  liquor  round! 

Frofn  jug  of  done 
I  drank,  alone, 

A  beverage,  neither  clear  nor  ftrong 
No  table  laid. 

No  village  maid 

\  Came  there  to  cheer  me  with  her  fong; 

My  days  were  dull,  my  nights  were  long! 

My  evening  dreams. 

My  morning  fchemee 
Were  how  to  break  that  cruel  chain. 

And,  J  £NNY,  be  with  you  again. 

St.  P  R  E  U  X  to  E  L  O  1  S- A. 

A  S  there  is  a  pleafure  in  being  mad  * 

Which  none  but  madmen  know. 

So  I  a  fecret  pleafure  had 
In  rambling  to  and  fro’ — 

Which  they  that  always  day  at  home, 

(Like  lazy  piants  untai^ht  to  roam  ;) 

Which  they  diall  never  know. 

.But,  leaving  France  lad  New-Year’s  day, 

I  bade  a  long  adieu  1 

Had  I  not  minded  what  thefe  failors  fay, 

I  had  been  dill  with  you. 

And,  free  from  frods  and  chilling  fnows,  , 

On  your  fond  bofom  found  repofe. 

Now,  while  through  barbarous  climes  we  fall. 

Should  Neptune  force  our  fhip  on  Ihore, 

On  dome  rude  ille,  by  dome  rough  gale, 

I  to  your  arms  return  no  more. 

But  for  dome  dwarthy  dame  fhall  bring 

Cool  waters  from  the  Indian  dorino-. / 

JL  * 

Yet  love,  with  undiminifh’d  joy, 

'Shall  trace  your  form  in  Fancy’s  glads. 

While  I  more  fond,  and  you  ieds  coy. 

O’er  dwelling  leas,  together  pads— - 
No  rocks  or  deas  can  love  divide 

Where  heart  with  heart  is  thus  allv’dl 

«/ 
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HORACE,  Lib.  1. 

Nereus  prophefies  the  deftruaion  of  Troy, 

^eep  to  Priamfs  fhore 
1  he  Trojan  prince  bright  Helen  bore, 

Uld  Aereus  hufhM  each  noify  breeze 
And  calm’d  the  tumults  of  the  feas. 


Ode  15. 


-f 


4  * 


1  hen,  mufing  on  the  traitor’s  doom. 

Thus  he  foretold  the  woes  to  come; 

Ah  why  remove,  millaken  fwain’ 

The  prize  that  Greece  ihall  feize  again ! 


With  omens  fad,  you  fail  along; 

And  Europe  fhall  refent  the  wrong, 

Gonfpire  to  leize  your  bride  away, 

_  And  Priam’s  town  in  alhes  lay. 

Alas!  what  toils  and  deaths  combin’d! 

What  hofis  of  men  and  horfes  join’d!— 

^  Rold  Pallas  now  prepares  her  Ihield, 

And  arms  her  chariot  for  the  held. 

Can  you  with  heavenly  forms  eno-a?e, 

A  goddefs  kindling  into  rage ;  ^  ^ 

'  ne’er  have  dar’d  a  mortal'foe 

And  wars,  alone,  of  Venus,  know,  '  ‘ 

V  In  vain  you  drefs  your  flowing  hair. 

And  fongs,  to  aid  the  harp,  prepare ; 

The  harp,  that  fung  to  female  ears. 

Shall  fail  when  Mars  and  Greece  appears. 

Invain  fliall  you  bev/ail  yaur  bride. 

And  meanly  in  herchamber  hide. 

In  hopes  to  fliun,  while  lingering  there. 

The  maffy  dart,  and  Cretan  fpear. 

In  vain  fliall  you,  with  quickening  pace,  ' 

‘‘  y-Vvoid  fierce  Ajax  in  the  chace; 

For  late  thofe  locks,  that  pleafe  the  ey^. 

In  dull  and  death  fhall  fcatter’d  lie. 


Do  you  not  fee  Ulyjfes,  too. 

The  fage  that  brings  your  nation  low; 
And  Nejlor  from  the  land  of  Pyle — 
Chiefs  fkili’d  in  arms  and  martial  toil.  , 

Doll  thou  not  fee  bold  Teucer  here, 

“  And  him — no  tardy  chariotteer; 
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Who  both  purfue  with  eager  force. 

And  both  controul  the  thundering  horfe 


tc 

(( 

(C 

(C 


Thou,,  to  thy  grief,  fhalt  Merion  know. 

And  Ty dens'  Jon  fhall  prove  thy  foe, 

Who  wades  yoar  realms  with  fword  and  firtf; 
Tydidesy  greater  than  his- fire. 


C( 

ic 

<( 
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Like  timorous  deer,  prepar’d  to  fly 
When  hungry  wolves  are  pafling  by. 

No  more  the  herbs  their  fteps  detain,  • 
They  quit  their  pallures,  and  the  plain : 


C( 
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So  you  ‘from  his  triumphant  arms 
Shall  fly,  with  all  your  female  charms; 
Can  deeds,  like  thefe,  your  valour  prove. 
Was  this  your  promife  to  your  love.^ 


T. 


Achilles'  wrath  fliall  but  delay 
Your  ruin  to  a  later  day — 

The  Trojan  matrons  then  lhall  mourn,' 
And  Troy  by  Grecian  vengeance  burn 


o. 


HIS  Indian  nveed,  that  once  did  grow 
On  fair  Virginia's  fertile  plain. 

From  whence  it  came — again  may  go,  ' 

To  pleafc  fome  happier  fwain; 

Of  all  the  plants  that  Nature  yields 
This,  lead  belov’d,  fhall  fhun  my  field 

In  evil  hour  I  firfl:  efiay’d 
To  chew  this  vile,  forbidden  leaf. 

When,  half  alham’d,  and  half  afraid, 

1  touch’d,  and  tailed— -to'  my  grief : 

Ah  me  !  the  more  I  was  forbid. 

The  more  I  wilh’d  to  take  a  quid. 

But  when  I  fmoak’d,  in  thought  profound 
And  rais’d  the  fpiral  circle  high. 

My  heart  grew  fick,  my  head  turn’d  round 

And  ^vhat  can  all  this  nieaiiy  (faid  I) _ _ 

Idohacco,  furelyy  ‘ivas  dejign'd 
To  poifony  and  defir oy  mankind. 


Unhappy  they,  whom  choice,  or  fate 
Inclines  to  prize  this  bitter  weed; 
Perpetual  fource  of  femal?hate; 

On  which  no  bead- — but  man,  will  feed; 
That  finks  my  heart,  and  turns  my  head 
And  fends  me,  reelingUhoine  to  bed! 


*  ■ 
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Tne  SEASONS  MORALIZED, 

M  regions  run. 

May  blefs  the  .avour  of  the  fun, 

"5  here, 

inie  s  pifture,  varying  with  the  year. 

Spring,  and  her  wanton  train  advance 
Like  M  to  lead  the  feftive  dance, 

All,  a  1  her  fcenes  are  mirth  and  play. 

And  blulhing  blolToms  own  her  fway. 

The  Summer  next  (thofe  bloffoms  b’own) 

Lrings  on  the  fruits  that  fpring  had  fown. 

J/JUS  men  ad-vance,  impell’d  bv  time, 

And  Nature  triumphs  in  her  prime. 

Then  Aututnn  crowns  the  beauteous  year, 

*  be  groves  a  licklier  afpeft  wear ; 

And  mournful  Ihe  (the  lot  of  all) 

Matures  her  fruits,  to  make  them  fall. 

I  , 

Clad  in  the  veflments  of  a  tomb, 

O^d  age  is  only  Winter^ s  gloom - —  i 

Vv  inter,  alas !  fhall  fpring  redore, 

But  youth  returns  to  man  no  more. 

1 1  *  t  *  t  tit 'U  t  ^  t  ^  f  ^  f ^  f  ^ 

The  BAY  ISLET. 


Jn  fhallow  flrcams,  a  league  from  town, 
(Its  baby  Light-Houfe  tumbled  down) 
Extends  a  country,  full  m  view. 

Beheld  by  all,  but  known  to  few. 

Surrounded  by  the  briny  wafte 
No  haven  here  has  Nature  plac'd; 

But  thoie  who  wifh  to  pace  it  o'er 
Muh  land  upon  the  open  Ihore. 

There  as  I  fail'd,  to  view  the  ground; 

No  blooming  goddeffes  I  found _ 

But  yellow  hags,  ordain'd  to  prove 
The  death,  and  antidote  of  love. 

Ten  hate^ly  trees  adorn  the  ifle. 

The  houfe,  a  crazy,  tottering  pile. 
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Where  once  the  do£lor  ply’d  his  trade 
On  feverifh  tars,  and  rakes  decay’d. 

Six  hogs  about  the  paftures  feed 
(Sweet  mud-larks  or  the  Georgia  breed) 

Who,  while  the  hoftefs  deals  out  drams. 

Can  oyders  catch,  and  open  clams. 

Upon  its  furface,  fmooth  and  clean, 

A  world,  in  miniature,  is  feen; 

Tho’  fcarce  a  journey  for  a  fnail 
We  meet  with  mountain,  hill,  and  vale. 

To  thofe  that  guard  this  ftormy  place 
Two  cities  ftare  them  in  the  face: 

There,  York  its  fpiry  fummits  rears 
And  here  Com7nunipanx)  appears. 

The  tenant,  now  but  ill  at  eafe. 

Derives  no  fuel  from  his  trees 
And  Jerfey  boats,  tho’  begg’d  to  land. 

All  leave  him  on  the  larboard  hand. 


Some  monied  man,  grown  fck  of  care. 
To  this  negle6led  fpot  repair:- 
What  Nature  fketch’d,  let  art  complete. 
And  own  the  lovelieft  Country  Seat. 


T 


O  yonder  boughs  that  fpread  fo  wid 
Beneath  whofe  fhade  foft  waters  glide. 
Once  more  I  take  the  well  known  way 
With  feeble  flep  and  tottering  knee 
I  figh  to  reach  my  white-oak  tree. 
Where  rofy  health  was  wont  to  play. 

If  to  the  (hades,  confuming  (low. 

The  (liadow  of  myfelf,  1  go. 

When  I  am  gone,  wilt  thou  remain ! — 
From  dull:  you  rofe,  and  grew  like  me; 

I  man  became,  and  you  a  tree. 

Both  natives  of  one  grah'y  plain. 

How  much  alike;  yet  not  the  fame! — 
You  could  no  kind  protedor  claim; 

Alone  you  flood,  to  chance  rehgh’d: 
When  winter  came,  with  bluftering  (kv 
You  fear’d  its  blafts — and  fo  did  I, 

And  for  warm  funs  in  fecret  pin’d. 


The  MAN  of  NINETY. 


■  \  V'lW 
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WJien  vernal  funs  began  to  glow 
\ returning  vigour  flow, 

icli  once  a  year  new  leaves  funply’d « 

^  to  fee,  ’ 

And  Mdv  was  a  fweet  month  to  me, 
i^ut  when  November  came— I  figh’d  1 


it  tJirougn  your  bark  fome  rufEan  arm 
A  mark  nnprefs’d,  ybu  took  the  alarm. 
And  tears  awhile  I  faw  defeend; 

Till  Nature^s  kind  matepal  aid 
A  plainer  on  your  briiifes  laid. 

And  bade  your  trickling  forrows  end.^ 

^  lightning’s  ftroke, 

hofe  flame  diflblves  the  ftrength  of  oak, 
Ana  ends  at  once  this  mortal  dream  ;• 

^  ou  faw,  with  grief,  the  foil  decay 
1  hat  from  your  roots  was  torn  away  j 
\  on  figh’d — and  curs’d  the  dream. 


With  borrow’d  earth,  and  bufy  fpadc. 
Around  your  roots  ^jiew  life  I  laid, 
hile  joy  reviv’d  in  every  vein; 

(•The  care  of  man  lhall  life  impart) _ 

Though  Na^ire  owns  the  aid  of  art. 
No  art,  imxmortal,  makes  her  reip-n, 

'  o 


Inov/  much  alike  our  fortune*-— fay— 

Yet,  why  mud,  I  fo  foon  decay  * 

When  thou -had  fcarcely  reach’d  thy  prime— 
Ere^d  and  tall  you,  joyous,  dand ; 

The  daff  of  age  has  found  my  hand. 

That  guides  me  to  the  grave  of  time.  ' 


I 


Could  I,  fair  tree,  like  you,  refign. 

And  banidi  all  thefe  fears  of  mine, 

Grey  hairs  would  be  no  caufe  of  grief| 
Your  blodbms  die,  but  you  remain. 

Your  fruit  lies  fcatter’d  o’er  the  plain— 
Learn  wifdom  from  the  falling  leaf. 

As  you  furvive,  by  heaven’s  decree. 

Let  wither’d  flowers  be  thrown  on  me 
Sad  compenfation  for  my  doom, 

While  winter  grSens  and  withering  pines^ 
And  cedars  dark,  and  barren  vines. 

Point  out  the  lonely  tomb. 

/ 

The  enlivening  fpn,  that  burns  fo  bright^ 
Ne’er  had  a  noon  without  a  night,  ^ 

^  LIFE  and  DEATH  agree; 


/ 


'  I 
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'  V 

The  joys  of  man  by  years  are  broke^— 

’Twas  thus  the  man  of  Ninety  fpoke. 

Then  rofe,  and  left  his  Tree. 

SANTA  C  R  U  Z. 

,SlCK  of  thy  northern  glooms,  come,  fliephe'rd,  feek 
More  equal  climes,  and  a  ferener  fky:  , 

Why'diouldd  tiiou  toil  amid  thy  frozen  ground,  -  , 

Where  half  years*  fnows,  a  barren  profpedl,  lie. 

When  thou  may  (I  go  where  never  froft  was  feen. 

Or  north-wefl:  winds  with  cutting  fury  blow. 

Where  never  ice  congeal’d  the  limpid  dream. 

Where  never  mountain  tipt  its  head  with  fnow  ?  '  _ 

>■  '  '  r 

Twice  feven  days  profperous  gales  thy  barque  fhall  bear 
To  illes  that  flourilh  in  perpetual  green. 

Where  riched  herbae®  elads  each  fertile  vale. 

And  ever  verdant  plants  on  every  hill  are  feen.  ; 

Nor  dread  the  dangers  of  the  billowy  deep. 

Autumnal  winds  lhall  fafely  waft  thee  o’er; 

Put  off  the  timid  heart,  or,  man  unbled, 

Ne’  er  ihalt  thou  reach  this  gay  enchanting  Ihore^ 

'  Thus  Judah* s  tribes  beheld  the  promis’d  land. 

While  Jordan* s  angry  waters  fwell’d  between ; 

Thus,  trembling  on  the  brink,  I  fee  them  dand, 

Heav’n’s  type  in  view,  the  Canaanitidi  green. 

Thus,  fome  mean  fouls,  in  fpite  of  age  and  care. 

Are  held  fo  firmly  to  this  earth  below. 

They  never  wilh  to  crofs  fate’s  duky  main 
'T'hat  parting  them  and  happinefs,  doth  flow: 

Though  Reafon’s  voke  might  whifper  to  the  foul 
That  nobler  climes  f>r  man  the  gods  defign — 

-.Come,  Ihepherd,  hade — the  northern  breezes  blow. 

No  more  the  flumbering  winds  thy  barque  confine. 

✓ 

•  Sweet  orange  grove !  the  faired  of  the  iile. 

In  thy  foft  ihade  luxurioufly  reclin’d, 

V/here,  round  my  fragrant  bed  the  flowrets  finije. 

In  fweet  deluhons  I  deceive  my  mind. 

4 

But  Melancholy’s  glooms  aiTaii  my  bread,  -  -  '  • 

For  potent  nature  reigns  defpotic  there 
A  nation  ruin’d,  and  a  world  opprefs’d,  ^ 

Might  rob  the  bolded  Stoic  of  a'  tear, 

I 

I 

I  ./ 

.  / 


/ 
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From  tbe  vafl  caverns  of  old  Ocean’s  bed 
Pair  Santa  ^auz  ariilnor,  la\^es  her  vvaid,  -  ‘ 
a  he  threatening  waters  roar  on  e  v  ery  hde. 

Per  every  iide  by  ocean  is  embrac’d. 

repell  the  Eirging  brine, 

^^12  c..vex"n'd  lides  by  reftlefs  bi  Ju\'/s  wore^ 
I'veiLnibiaiice  Ciaim  co  that  remoter  iile 
Where  once  tae  winds’  proud  lord  the  fceptre  bore* 

Betwixt  ol  a  Ca.cer  and  the  mid  way  dine,  > 
lappieii  clima.C)  lies  this  envied  ide: 
i  reco  olooih  tnroughout  th^  year,  rofi  breezes  blow^ 
And  fragrant  Piora  wetrs  a  lading  anile.  ,  ' 

Cnol,  woodland  dreams  from  diaded  c  iifs  defeend, 
Pae  d  ippi'\g  rock  no  w.mt  o.  moidure  knows,  ■ 

S  ipp  ed  by^lprings  that  on  th  "  ik:es  depend^ 

1  hat  foantcin  feeding  as  the  current  Hows. 

Such  were  the  iiles  xvhich  happy  Flaccus  fung, 

W  mre  one  tree  bInHbins  wiiiie  another  bears, 

Wa-re  fpring  forever  gay,  and  ever  young. 

Walks  her  gay  round  through  her  unceahog  years'. 


Such  were  the  climes  which  youthful  Eden  faw 
Ere  crofHng  fites  destroy’d  her  golden  reiom—— 
Kefecd  upo  1  thy  iofs,  unhappy  man. 

And  ieck  the  vales  ol  Faradife  attain. 

No  lowering  'Iri-’s  are  here —  he 'neighbouring  fua 
Clear  and  u  iveii’d,  his  bridiant  journey  goes. 

Each  morn  emerging  from  the  ambie'd  main. 

And  unking  there,  each  evening,  to  repofe. 

In  June’s  fair  month  the  rpirgicd  traveller  gains 
^i  ne  ntmoH  limitG  of  his  northern  way, 

And  bielTes  with  his  beams  cold  lands  remote,  . 

Sad  Greeniaod’s  coail,  and  Huifon’s  frozen  bay. 

The  dilvenng  fwains  of  th  ;fe  unhap ny  climes 
Behold  tli^  lide-wey  monarch  t nrougu  the  trees. 
Here  glows  his  Hercer  heat,  his  vertic  beams, 
TeAOiper’d  with  cojdng  gaies  and  cr  tie-wind  breeze. 

The  native,  here,  in  golden  pienp/  bled. 

Bids  from  the  foil  the  rerdant  harvefls  forino* : 

reads  in  the  abun  lant  dome  the  joyous  guell; 

Time  Hiort,  life  e  Ty,  pxcafure  on  the  wing. 

*  ^ 

Here,  f  xt  to  d''y  in  'lentv’s  fmiling  vmles, 

Juil  as  the  year  revolves,  they  laugh  or  groan  ; 


Seotember  cofcies,  feas  fwel’  with  horrid  gales, 
^nd  old  Port-RoyaPs  fate  is  found  their  own! 


\nd^though  fo  neir  heaven’s  blazing  lamp  doth  ruui 
rhey  court  the  beam  that  fheds  the  golden  day, 

^nd  hence  are  call’d  the  children  of  the  fun, 
iVho,  without  fainting,  bear  his  downward  niy. 


'lo  threatening  tides  upon  their  ifland  rife, 
day  Cynthia  fci  xe  difturbs  the  ocean  here, 
>10  waves  approach  her  orb,  and  'be,  as  kind, 
Vttradds  no  oceans  to  her  filver  fphere. 


fhe  happy  waters  boafl:,  of  various  kinds, 
Jnaumber’d  myriads  of  the  fcaly  irice, 
mortive  they  glide  above  the  delug’d  fund, 
xay  as  tneir  clime,  in  ocean’s  ample  vafe. 


ome  llreak’d  with  barnl  Vd  gold,  refolendent,  glar^, 
ome  cleave  the  limpid  deep,  all  filver’d  o’er, 
ome,  clad  in  living  green,  delight  the  eye, 
ome  red,  fame  blue;  of  mingled  colours  more. ' 

lere  glides  the  fpangleJ  dolphin  through  the  deep, 
"“he  giant  carcas’d  whales  at  didance  ifray, 

^he  huge  green  (turtles  wallow  through  the  wave, 

^ell  pleas’d  alike  with  land  or  water,  they. 


''he  Rainboiv  cuts  the  deep,  of  varied  green, 

""he  well-fed  Grouper  lurks  remote,  below, 

^he  fwift  Bonetfa  coads  the  watry  feene, 

^he  diamond-coated  Angels  kindle  as  they  go, 

delicious  to  the  tade,  falubrious  food, 
t^hich  might  fome  temperate,  dudious  fage  allure 
'‘o  curfe  the  fare  of  his  abdemious  cell 
ind  turn,  for  once,  a  cheerful  Epicure. 

rnhurt  may’d  thou  this  lufcious  food  enjoy, 

'o  fullnefs  fead  upon  the  fcaly  kind, 

’hefe,  well  fejecled  from  a  thoufand  more, 
delight  the  tade,  and  leave  no  bane  behind. 

for  think  Hygeia  is  a  dranger  her© 

'o  fenfual  fouls  the  clime  m^y  fatal  prove, 
nguidi  and  death  attend,  and  pain  fevere, 

'he  midnight  revel,  and  licentious  love. 

ull  many  a  Twain,  in  youth’s  ferened  bloom 
!  borne  untimely  to  this  alien  clay, 
bndrain’d  to  dumber  in  a  foreign  tomb,' 
ar  from  his  friends,  his  country  far  away^ 


--  t;-  -  y 
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Yet,  if  devoted  to  a  fenfual  foul,  '  '  ■ 

If  fondly  tlieir  own  ruin  they  create, 
fhefe  viifliins  to  the  banquet  and  the  bowd  ' 
iVluil  blame  their  folly,  only,  not  their  fate.  ^ 

But  thou,^who  hi-fi-  drevv  breath  in  northern  air. 

At  early  uawii  afcend  the  lioping  hills ; 

And  ofth  at  noon,  to  lime-tree  ihades  repair, 

-  ii^sm  .orne  fofc  ftream  from  neighbouring  groves  difliils. 

And  with  it  mix  the  liquid  of  the  lime, 

1  he  old  ag’d  effence  of  the  generous  cane. 

And  fweetexl  f  raps  of  this  liquorifn  clime, 

And  drink,  to  cool  thy  thirft,  and  drink  again. 

beverage,  joy-infpiring  bowl, 

Jpiipeliing  fir  the  ihades  of  mental  nipht, 

^Beams  bright  ideas  on  the  awakening  foul. 

And  farrow  turns  to  pleafure  and  dmight. 

Sweet  verdant  iile,  through  tliy  dark  woods  I  rove. 

And  learn  the  nature  of  each  native  tree, 

^ha  fuftic  hard,  the  poifonous  manchineel 

rant  apple  picafeth  thee: 

AHuring  to  tiie  fmell,  fair  to  ths  eye. 

Jiut  deadlieft  poifon  in  the  tafte  is  found _ 

O  ftuii  the  dangerous  tree,  nor  touch,  like  Eve, 

-  ills  inLerdicied  fruit,  iu  Edeu^s  irround. 

1  he  lowly  mangrove ^  fond  of  watry  foil,  ’  -  '  . 

The  white  burkM  gregory,  riling  high  in  air, 

i  he  maftic  in  the  woods  you  may  defery. 

j.  amarind,  and  lofty  bay-trees  dourilli  there. 

'  ■*  , 

Sweet  orange  groves  in  lonely  vallies  rife  .  “  .  ' 

And  du)p  tlieir  fruits,  unnotic’d  and  unknown. 

The  cooling  acid  limes  in  hedges  grow. 

The  juicy  lemons  fvveli  in  fhades  their  own. 

uoft,  fpungy  plums  on  trees  wide  fpreading  hang,  - 
Bell-apples  here,  fufpended,  fhade  the  ground. 

Plump  grenadilloes ,  and  guavas  grey, 

With  me  to, -IS  i  in  each  piain  and  va]^  abound. 

The  conic-form’d  cajhevj^  of  juicy  kind. 

That  bears  at  once  an  apple  and  a  nut; 

Wiiofe  poifonous  coat,  indignant  to  the  lip. 

Doth  in  its  ceil  a  wholefome  kernel  ihut. 

The  prince  of  fruits,  which  famzjayama  call, 

Anana  fome,  the  happy  favour’d  pine'f 
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n  which  unite  the  taffes'and  juices  all 
►f  apple,  quince,  peach,  grape,  and  ne^Tiarlne, 

I 

•rows  to  perfe6lion  here,  and  fpreads  hiS  cred, 
ns  diadem  towards  the  parent  Tun; 
ns  diadem,  in  hery  b^ohbins  dreft, 

:ands  arm’d  with  fwords,  troni  potent  Nature  won.. 

on’  cotton  Ihrubs  with  biirn.ing  knobs  behold, 
heir  faow  white  locks  thefe  humbiC  groves  array ; 
n  (lender  trees  the  blu.hing  cohee  hangs, 
ike  thy  fair  cherry,  and  wouii  tempt  thy  flay. 

afe  from  the  winds,  in -deep  retreats,  they  infe; 
heir  utmoll  fummit  may  thine  arm  attain  ; 
afle  the  moid  fruit,  and  from  thv^  do  lag  eves  / 

.eep  ihail  retire,  with  all  his  dro  wfy  train. 

he  fpicy  berry,  they  guava  call, 

veils  in  the  mourtains  on  a  flripl’ng  tree  2 

hefc  fome  admire,  and  value  more  than  all, 

'y  humble  verfe,  befides,  unfolds  to  thee» 

he  fmooth  white  cedar,  here,  dellghtt  the  eya, 
he  bay-tree,  with  its  aromatic  green, 
he  fea-fide  grapes,  fweet  natives  of  the  fand, 
lid  pulfe,  of  Various  kinds,  on  trees  are  feen. 

ere  mingled  vines  their  downward  fhadows  cad, 
ere,  cluRer’d  grapes  from  loaded  boughs  depend,  ’ 
heir  leaves  no  frods,  their  fruits  no  cold  winds  biad. 

It,  rear’d  by  funs,  to  time  alone  theyhend. 

he  plantane  and  banana  dourl(h  here, 
f  hady  growth,  and  love  to  fix  their  root 
here  fome  foft  dream  of  ambling  water  Hows, 
o^yield  full  moidure  to  their  cluder’d  fruit. 

o  other  trees  fo  vad  a  leaf  can  bond, 

►  broad,  fo  long — through  thefe,  refrefh’d,  I  dray, 
nd  though  the  noon-fun  his  fierce  radiance  lliecl," 
hefe  friendly  leaves  (hall  (hade  me  all  the  way, 

nd  tempt  the  coolinp-  bre^^ze  to  haden  there, 
ith  Its  fweet  odorous  breath  to  charm  the  grove;, 
igh  fliades  and  verdant  feats,  while  uncierueath 
iiltle  dream  by  moffy  banks  doth  rove, 

here  once  the  Indian  dames  dept  with  their  fwains, 
r  fondly  kifs’d  the  moon-light  eves  away; 
he  lovers  Hed,  the  tearful  dream  remains, 
nd  only  I  confole  it  with  my  lay ! 


I  \ 
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the  (hades  of  yonder  whirperin?  prove 
1  Jic  green  pahnettoes  mingle,  tali  and"L?r, 

^  hat  ever  murmur,  and  forever  move, 
ranniilg  with  wavy  bough  the  ambient  air. 

Pomegranates  grace  the  wild,  and  fweet-fops  there- 
Keady  to  fill,  require  the  helping  hand, 

\T/L  i^eglccl  the  papaw  or  mamee 

hole  flighted  trees  with  fruits  unheeded  Hand. 

Thofe  lhaddocks  juicy  fhall  thy  talie  delioht, 

,  And  yon’  high  fruits,  the  nobleft  of  the  wood, 
i  fiat  Ciing  in  Ciuflers  to  the  mother  tree, 

The  CGcoa-nut,  rien,  milky,  healthful  food. 

O  grant  me,  gods,  if  yet  condemned  to  Hray, 

At  lead:  to  fpend  lifers  lober  eveninp  here. 

To  plant  a  grove  w  here  winds  yon'lhelter’d  bay. 

And  pjuck  tiiole  truits,  that  froil  nor  winter  fe^r. 

CafTada  fhrubs  abound — tranfplanted  here 
from  every  c  ime,  exotic  blonbms  b.ow; 
fiv^re  Aila  p  ants  her  dowers,  here  Europe  trees. 

And  hyperborian  herbs,  uu- winter’d,  grow. 

,Here,  a  new  lierbage  glads  the  generous  Heed, 

Maies,  goats,  and  fheep  enjoy  thefe  pailures  fair* 

And  for  thy  hedges,  Nature  has  decreed,  ^ 

Ouaicis  of  thy  toils,  the  date  and  pnekiy  pear. 

But  chief  the  glory  of  thefe  Indian  iHes 
Springs  from  the  iweet,  uncloying  fugar-cane: 
ficnce^  comes  the  planter’s  wealth,  hence  commerce  feuds* 
Sucn  iioating  piles,  to  traverfe  half  the  main. 

Whoe’er  thou  art  'hat  leav’H  thy  native  fhore 
And  fhalt  to  fair  Wcll-India  climates  come, 

Taile  not  the  enclianting  plant — to  taHe  forbear* 

If  ever  thou  wouidll  reach  thy  much  lov’d  home. 

Ne’er  through  the  Ifle  permit  thy  feet  to  rove. 

Or,  if  thou  doll,  ’let  prudence  lead  the  way, 
forbear  to  taile  the  virtues  of  the  cane. 

Forbear  to  talle  what  will  complete  thy  flay. 

Whoever  fips  of  this  enchanting  juice,  -  ' 

Pelicious  neclar,  fit  for  Jove’s  own  hall. 

Returns  no  more  from  his  lov’d  Santa  Cruz, 

But  quiu  his  friends,  his  country,  and  his  all,  ' 

And  thinks  no  more  of  home— -UlyfTes  fo 
J?ra^’vi  oiF  by  force  iiis  failoys  from  that  iborg 
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^here  lotos  grew,  and,  had  not  fcrength  prevair.], 
rhey  never  vv'^ou.id  nave  fought  their  country  mo^e4^ 

Mo  annual  toll  inters  this  thrif  y  p^ait, 

rhe  ilaik  lopt  off,  the  frelhenlag  fh  Kvcrs  prolong; 

To  future  yesrs,  unfading  and  fecure, 

rile  root  fo  vigorous,  and  the  juice  lo  Ilrong. 


Jnnumber’d  plants,  bciide,  thefe  climates  yield,, 
\nd  grafs  peculiar  to  the  foil  that  bears: 
r'e.i  thouland  various  lierbs  array  the  field, 
rhis  giuds  thy  palate,  that  toy  health  rep^tirs.^ 

^long  the  fnore  a  wonderou?^/fc/^’^r  is  feen, 
lere  rocky  ponds  receive  tee  larging  whye^ 
vini-  dred  in  yeUow,  /one  attir’d  in  green, 

;Mh  the  water,  their  gay  branches  lave. 


r.iis  myillc  plant,  with  its  bevvitcliing  cnarmtt 
Poo  fare  I  y  fp.'ings  from  feme  enchanted  bov/erv 
Feirdil  it  is,  and  dreads  impending  narms. 

Arid  An  I. UAL,  the  natives  call  the  dower. 

Prom  the  fmooth  rock  itsdittle  branches  rifs^ 
Phe  objecd  of  thy  vie  v,  and  that  aione, 

Feedl  on  irs  beauties  with  thy  ri^vidri  eyes, 

Bjt  aim  to  touch  it,  and- — the  iiuvver  is  gona. 

I 

Kay,  if  thy  fhade  but  intercept  the  beam' 

Phit  gilds  the  boughs  beneath  fome  briny  iaks^ 
&  v.ft  they  reLire,,  like  a  deiud  .ng  dream, 

And  even  a  ihaJow  for  dedrurtion  take. 


Warn’  1  by  experience,  hope  not  thou  to  gaini^ 

1  h*  magic  pmnt,  thy  curious  hand  invades; 
Returning  to  the  light,  it  mocks  tiiy  pain, 
Deceives  all  grafp,  and  feeks  its  native  diadesl 

V 

Dn  y:>nder  bine  -br»nv’d  lill,  frejdi  harveds  rife, 
Where  the  dark  tribe  from  Afric’s  inn  burnt  pluiiii 
Oft  o’er  tne  icean  turn  their  williful  eyes 
Po  ides  r smote,  high  iooming  o’er  the  rnaiia. 

And  view  foft  feats  of  eafe  and  fancLed  red, 

Th  eir  native  groves  new  p.iintcd  on  the  eye, 
Where  no  ;road  raiders  their  gay  hours  moied. 

No  lordly  defpors  pafs,  imiuciai,  by. 

See,  yonder  have  that  llowiy  beads  this  way. 

With  years,  and  oaln,  and  ceaieiefs  toil  op pred. 
Though  no  complaining  wor  ds  his  woes  b-eiray.. 
TJ\e  e.ye  dejecled  pxoves  tha  i;eart  diilreiL  ’ 


/  / 
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Perhaps  in  chains  he  left  his  native  ftore 
Perhaps  he  left  a  heiplefs  t.ffspring  there’  - 
Perhaps  a  wtfe,  that  he  muft  L  no  tn^re:  ’ 

Pei  haps  a  father,  who  his  love  did  fnafe.' 

And^tr^d 

Miv  Ihe  Sp  a  ^  j’  country  tore; 

M  v  il,!  K  i  again. 

May  they  be  Ihipwreck’d  on  feme  hoftile  Ihore _ - 

O  gold  accurft,  of  every  i  1  the  farinn-, 

4  n't  diiflates  no  conviftion  bring. 

And  maanels  merely  fways  all  human  kin^. 

O  gold  accurft  !  for  thee  we  madly  run, 

ith  murderous  hearts,  beyond  the  briny  flood. 
Seek  foreign  cl:mes  benepth  a  foreign  ful.  ' 
And,  there,  exult  to  fhed  a  brother’s  blood.  ' 

But  thou,  who  own’ll  this  fugar-bearing  foil, 

Le”t  f-erb‘'“  P°f  denies, 

■7  ,  iwnds  attend  thv  fultrv  toil. 

Ana  mirer  har veils  to  thy  view  Ihalf  rife. 

The  teeming  earth  (hall  mightier  ftores  difclofe 
.  1  han  ever  ftruck  the  longing  eye  before,  - 
And  late  content  lhall  Ihed  a  foft  repofe, 

Kepofe,  fo  long  a  Ilranger  at  your  door.  ■ ' 

Give  me  fome  clime,  the  favorite  of  the  Iky, 

Where  cruel  flavery  never  fought  to  reign - 

But  fhun  the  theme,  fad  mafe,  and  tell  me  why  '' 
Thefe  abjed  trees  lie  fcatter’d  o^er  the  plain? 

1  hefe  iiles,  lefl  ['Mature  fiiould  have  prov’d  too  kind^ 
Or  man  have  fought  his  happieh  heaven  below, 

-Are  torn  by  mighty  wincis  herce  hurricanes, 
l^atuie  convuls’d  in  every  fhape  of  woe. 

Nor  fcorn  yon’  lonely  vale,  of  trees  fo  reft; 

There  plantane  groves  late  grew  of  Lvelieft  green, 

*1  ne  orange^hourilh’d,  and  the  lemon  bore, 

7'hc  genius  of  the  ifle  dwelt  there,  unfeen. 


\ 


Wild  were  the  (kies,  alFrighted  Nature  ^groan’d 
As  though  approach’d  her  laft  decifive  day, 
bkies  blaz’d  around,  and  bellowing  winds  had  nigh 
Diilodg’d  thefe  cliffs,  and  tore  yon’  hills  away, 

OVr  the  wild  main,  dejedled  and  afraid, 

A  he  trembling  pilot  lalh’d  his  helnj  a-leo 


I 


POEMS  ON  SEVERAL  OCCASIONS. 


137 


Or  fwlftly  fcuddlng,  a'ic’d  thy  potent  aid, 
Dca.f  Pilot  of  the _Gdllilca4 


Low  him  O'  the  o-looms,  diftended  with  the 

The  cuais,  da?k  brooding,  wing’d  ihclr  circling  fuglit, 

T'reniend JUS  thuniers -join’d  the  harr;cane, 

Tnuolicer  of  chaos,  ;in*i  eternal  night  1 


And  ho.v,  alas!  could  thefs  fair  trees  wiihfland 
The  whlefiil  madnefs  of  fo  fierce  a  blad, 

Tnat  idorna’d  along  the  plain,  feiz’d  every  grove, 
And  delud’d  with  a  ica  this  niournfal  wafte. 


That  olantane  grove,  where  oft  I  fondly  Gray  d> 
Thy  darts,  dread  fhoebus,  in  thofe  glooms  to  iliuii; 
Is  now  no  more  a  refuge  or  a  .(liadc, 

Is  now  with  rocks  and  deep  funds  over-run. 


Thofe  late  proud  domes  of  fplendor,  pomp,  and  cafe 
No  longer  drike  the  view,  in  grand  attire; 

But,  torn  by  winds,  few  piecemeal  to  the  Teas, 

Nor  left  one  nook  to  lodge  the  aflonilh’d  ’iquirc. 


Bat  other  groves  the  hand  of  Time  fnall  rails, 
Agiin  ihill  Nature  fnile,  ferenely  gay  : 

5o  foon  each  feene  revives,  why  halte  to  leave 
Thcfe  green  retreats,  o’er  the  dark  feas  to  Itray  ? 


For  [  mud  go  where  the  mad  pirate  roves, 

A  flranger  o!i  t  le  inhofpitable  main, 

Lod  to  the  feenes  of  Hudfon’s  fweeted  groves, 
Cefarea’s  foreds,  and  my  native  plain. 


There  endlcfs  waves  dejefl  the  wearied  eye. 
And  hodiie  winds  inceirant  toil  prepare; 

And  Ihould  loud  bellowing  dorms  ail  art  defy, 
The  manly  heart  alone  mad  conquer  there. — 


There  wakes  my  fears,  the  guileful  ‘Calsniurs 
Tempting  the  failor  on  the  deep-fea  main. 
That  paints  gay  groves  upon  the  ocean  floor. 
Beckoning  her  victim  to  the  faithlefs  feene ! 


On  thefe  blue  hills  to  cull  bright  Fancy’s  flowers 
Shall  yet  awhile  the  dangerous  work  delay, 

Shall  vet  bep-Liile  the  few'  remaining  hours — 

Ere  to  thofe  waves  1  take  my  dedm’d  way. 


Thy  vales,  Bermuda,  and  thy  fea-girt  groves 
Can  never  like  thefe  fouthern  foreds  pleafe; 
And,  ladl’d  by  dormy  waves,  you  court  in  vaiw 
^riie  northern  fhepherd  to  your  cedar  trees > 


■hr’  ■h.r  I 


•  r'f'  v/ 
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Ot  o  er  hofe  iHes  fuch  enual  planets  rule. 

A.],  but  tnc  ceJar  dre.ds  the  wintry  blad; 

1  00  well  thy  curms  tiie  banift’d  4wrr  fu 
loo  near  U,, Jiar  thy  doom  is  cad. 

'  ■  mJ  wade  of  yonder  fargy  field 

fc  '  •  ^  fancied  proipeft  lia, 

'  And  now  co-ceard. 

And  now  by  tempers  raviJi’d  from  the  eye. 

Ther^’  to  enjby  .are  Britain,  thine, 

ler  .  tny  oioud  navy,  awes  the  pikip-  d  fti  ret 

Nor  lees  i  ,e  d.y  when  nations  Ihiii  combine 
.  i  iKii  pnde  to  humble,  and  our  rights  rcftore. 

Vet  o’er  the  globe  Ihouldfi  thou  extend  thy  rei<rn 
Here  may  tny  conquorit.g  arms  one  trrott.^  ^ 

.  though  thy  conquehs  vex — m  {n^te  cf  oain 

I  up  tne  enlivening  glafs,  in  fpite  of  cire.  ^  ' 

y/hat  though  we  bend  to  a  Ijranmc  cronxin; 

wi  ‘^‘''‘“■ms  in  va  ied  beauty  fhine— 

What  though  we  own  the  proud,  imperious  DaM, 
vjo.d  lo  ills  ibrdid  care,  the  Mufes  mine. 

t 

Winter,  and  winter’s  glooms  are  far  remov’d, 

.  .hterna.  mming  with  fmiiing  fummer  join’d _ 

heart-corroding  care, 

Wi-iy  Ihould  they  cloud  tiie  fun-fnine  of  the  mindl 

But,  Ihepherd,  hade,  and  leave  behind  thee  faf 
1  iiy  bioody  p:ains  and  iron  glooms  above. 

Quit  the  cold  northern  har.  and  here  enjoy. 

Beneath  the  imiling  Ikies,  this  land  of  love. 

The  drovrfy  pelican  wings  home  his  way, 

1  he  miily  eve  fits  heavy  on  the  fea, 

And  though  yon’  horrn  hangs  brx^oding  o’er  the  mai^, 
Bay,  inaii  a  moment’s  gloom  difcourage  thee? 

To-morrow’s  fun  new  paints  the  faded  feene: 

Though  deep  in  ocean  fink  his  weftern  beams, 

'  His  fpangied  ciiariot  ihail  afeend  more  ciear. 

More  radiant  from  the  drowi'y  land  of  dream’s. 

Of  all  the  ides  tne  “eighbouring  ocean  bears, 

with  this  their  equal  iandfeapes  boaft,; 
vwhat  Could  we  do  on  Sab^^’s  cloudy  heip-ht; 

Or  what  could  pleafe  on  ’Statia’s  barrel  coaft? 

Coulclh  thou  content  on  rough  Tortola  ftray, 

Confeli  the  faired  of  the  i^irgin  traia^ 
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0-coul:lfI  thou  0”i  t’lOiE  rocky  fummUs  p’ay 
\vLisri  hio-h  St.  joitM  ibuis  riow.iiug  o’er  tlir  mam? 

o  ^ 


Halle,  fnepherd,  hade— Hefper Lin  fruits  for  thee,^ 
Ana  cluder’d  grapes  from  nungied  boughs  depeud- 
\vhat  plcafare  in  thy  forells  can  there  be 
Tiut.  ieaCefs  now,  to  every  temped  bead? 


'To  milder  dars,  anJ  ^les  of  clearer  blue. 

Sworn  foe  to  arms,  at  lead  a-wiiile,  rcjaiir. 

And,  ’till  to  mightier  force  proud  liruain  bendB, 
Terpife  her  triumphs,  and  deceive  thy  care. 


Soon  diall  the  genius  of  the  fertile  foil 
A  new  crea  tion  to  tiiy  view  unfold  j — — 
A.imire  tiie  works  o<' N  iture’s  magic  hand, 
But  fcorn  that  vu’gir  bait,  all  poten,.  goid. 


Yet,  if  perfuaded  by  no  lay  of  mdne. 

You  dill  admir«  your  cd!n''s  of  tVod  and  faow, 
And  pleadd,  prefer  above  our  foathern  groves 
Tiie  darkfome  iiareds,  tjiat  rrourid  thee  grow; 


Still  there  remain— thy  native  air  cn’oy, , 

Repell  the  tyrant ^  th  it  thy  peace  invidcs, 
Wliile,  p.eas’d,  L  trace  tae  vales  of  Santa  Cruz, 
And  hng,  with  rapture,  her  infpiring  diades. 


AMERICA  I  i\  D  E  P  E  N  D  E  N  T; 


A^ui  her  EvEtLAgTiNG  Deliverance  from  British 
T TRAN  N Y  and  Oppression. 


IS  done !  and  Britain  for  her  madnefs  dghs- 
Take  warning,  tyrants,  and  hencefordi  be  wife. 

If  o’er  mankind  man  oaves  you  regal  f.vay, 

T’ake  noc  the  rights  of  human  kind  away. 

When  God  from  chaos  mve  this  world  to  be, 
then  he  form’d,. and  form’d  him  to  be  free. 

In  his  own  inia9;e  dampt  tjie  favourite  race — 

How  dar’d  thou,  tyrant,  the  fair  d.amp  deficel 
Y'dien  omn  ankind  you  f.x  your  abjeci;  chains,^ 

No  more  the  image  of  that  God  remains; 

O’er  a  dark  icenc  a  darker  (h.ide  is  drawn, 

His  work  diuionour’d,  and  our  glory  gonel 

When  drd  Britannia  lent  her  hrjdile  craw 
To  th^^fe  Hr  fuoxes,  to  ravage  and  fubdue^ 


: 'L':' 
. >_  r., 


■  i 
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No"  b^rcfuld  pler« 

Tliefe  hoftile  .ods  a  ienl^ri  J 

On  neighbonrL  ilks  rh!  T' 

tS  l'z:!‘;t!!r'- 

To  g„se  f;s 

<  iucli  bafe  triumpiis,  be  it  ftill  their  lor 
•  ]  o  u-iumpn  only  o'er  4e  rebSrJ  ‘ 

Nolonow  l""  henceforth  confin’d  \ 

But  bv^i’i  °  ^he  human  kind _ 

Vet^  concludi  their  da^’ 

'I’he  treafnr’H  angry  Muie  fhaJi  tell 

£at  they  are  ^  7‘^‘'»Pping  a  cd/f:  ^ 

Ar^^  fparn  at  Realbn^s  rul<»s* 

-d  men,,  once  iLtves,  are  foon  transwm’d  to  fools — 
Po  recommend  what  monarchies  have  done 
^hey  bring  for  witnefs  Oavid  and  his  fon 

PnP  I?"'  Other  juft  and  wife 

RutTO-^tr''  “r  *“  defpife’j 

he  people  fulfer’d,  and  the  people'died’- 
f hough  one  was  wife,  and  one  Golkh^ 

^  rar/J  man  e'er  knew! 

Hail,  worthy  Britain  !— how  eniaro-’d  vour  fom#. 

your  "name,  ’ 

FuTfoft  g?"'  >?“  -ighty  things  aSn- 

hut  foil  infce  o  gam , 

a  hat  you  lefs  cruel,  and  more  juft  may  orow- 
H  fate,  vindictive  for  the  fins  of  man.  " 

H.tcl  .avour  Ihown  to  your  infernal  plan. 

Hovv  woiud  your  nation  have  exulted  here 
And  fcorn  d  the  widow’s  figh,  the  orphan’s  tear' 
how  had  your  prince,  cfall  bad  mertbrJorn* 

Laid  worth  and  virtue  proftrate  in  the  duft  i 
A  fecond  Sawneji  had  he  Ihone  to-day, 

f'Ut  his  play. 

How  had  that  prince,  contemnino-  right  or  law 
In  h  m  with  blood  his  foul,  voraciols  maw: 

WW  .  the  depths  of  bafenefs  join’d, 

ate  er  ctugrac’d  the  dregs  of  humin  kinds 

k  ^’l  ^  n“  ■  Neni-fiends  in  human  guife’ 

HeiQd,  ■Domitian-thde  in  judgment  ril 
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And,  envious  oChis  deeds,  1  hear  them  fay 
None  but  a  George  could  be  more  vile  than  they. 

Swoln  tho’  he  was  with  wealth,  revenge,  and  pride. 

How  could  he  dream  that  heaven  was  on  his  hue-— 

Did  he  not  fee,  when  fo  decreed  by  fate. 

They  plac’d  the  crown  upon  his  royal  pate. 

Did  he  not  fee  the  richeft  jewel  fall — 

Dire  was  the  omen,  and  ahonifh’d  all— 

That  gem  no  more  lhall  brighten  and  adorn; 

No  more  that  gem  by  Britifh  kings  be  worn. 

Or  fvell  to  wonted  heights  of  fid  renown 
'  The  fading  glories  of  their  bonded  crown. 

Yet  he  to  arms,  and  war,,  and  blood  inclin’d,  ,  . 

(A  fair-day  warrior,  with  a  teebie  mind,  ^ 

Fearlefs,  while  others  meet  the  fhock  of  fate. 

And  dare  that  death,  wh'ch  clips  his  thread  too  late,) 

He  to  the  fane  (O  hypocrite!)  did  gp. 

While  not  an  angel  there,  but  was  his  foe, 

There  did  he  kneel,  and  hgh,  and  fob,  and  pray. 

Yet  not  to  lave  his  thoufand  fins  away. 

Far  other  motives  fway’d  nis  fpotted  foul ; 

’d'was  not  far  thofe  che  fecret  forrow  hole 
Down  his  pale  cheek — ’twas  vengeance  and  defpair 
Diffolv’d  his  eye,  and  planted  forrow  there — 

How  could  he  hope  to  bribe  the  impartial  fey 
By  his  bafe  prayers,  and  mean  hypocrify — 

Heaven  ft  ill  is  juft,  and  ftill  abhors  all  crimes. 

Not  afls  like  George,  the  Nero  of  our  times — ■ 

What  w'^e  his  prayers — his  prayers  could  be  no  more 
Than  a  thlePs  wifhes  to  recruit  his  ftore; 

Such  prayers  could  never  reach  the  worlds  above ; 

They  were  but  curfes  in  the  ear  of  Jove; — ■ 

You  pray’d  that  conqueft  might  your  arms  attend. 

And  crulh  that  freedom  virtue  did  defend. 

That  the  fierce  Indian,  roufing  from  his  reft, 

Mig  at  thefe  new  regions  with  his  Hames  inveft. 

With  fcalps  and  tortures  aggravate  our  woe. 

And  to  the  infernal  world  ciifmifs  your  foe^ 

No  mines  of  gold  our  fertile  country  yields. 

But  mighty  harvelis  crown  the  loaded  fields. 

Hence,  trading  far,  we  gain’d  the  golden  prize, 

Which,  though  our  own,  bewitch’d  their  greedy  eyes— 

For  that  they  ravag’d  India’s  climes  before. 

And  carried  death  to  Afia’s  utmoft  fhore — 

•C ll've  was  your  envied  Have,  in  avarice  bold  % 

He  mow’d  down  nations  for  his  dearer  gold.; 

*The  fatal  gold  could  give  no  true  content. 

He,  mourn’d  his  murders,  and  to  Tophet  went. 

Led  on  by  lull  of  lucre  and  renown, 

Sur^ojne  came  marching  with  his  thoufands  down, 

\  I 
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L  h  Here  h, S  t, .oughts,  and  fnriou,  his  career 
^t.fr  d  wnh  ielf-conl;uence  ,.nd  priue  ,c-veie, 
i'V'o  n  wi.u,  the  idea  of  ins'  future  d'eeds, 
nward  to  ruin  each  advantage  leads, 
xiciore  ms  dolls  his  iieavieil  curfes  lie  w, 

And  con^^uer’d  worlds  roie  hourly  to  ids  view: 

.  "  “‘■‘is  beipoke  tlic  Kiilhief  in  his  fon! ; 

Fe  not  tins  Kiifcreant’s  only  trade, 

Fe  (htn  d  in  writing,  and'iiis  wit  dil'j,uv‘d— 

To  awe  the  j.ore  uith  tit.es  of  cemmanj 
Ft  told  ofur/j  ae  rul’d  in  iicotd'h  laud:— 

L^een  s  colo,:d  as  he  was,  lie  did  not  k  .ow 
iiat  thorns  and  tbljlles,  mix’d  hwit  Ji anours,  erow<- 
In  Bntatn’s  ienatc  tifongh  Im  held  a  place,  ^  ^ 

^i.did  not  have  mm  from  one  long-  dii’o-rrce 
One  ftroke  of  fortune  that  convinc’d  tfflm  .ill 
i  hat  we  could  conquer,  and  iieutenants  fail. 

I’  oe  to  the  rights  of  man,  proud  plunderer,  hy 
conquelt  crown’d  you  on  that  mighty  day 
Vuen  you,  to  Gates,  with  forrow.  rage,  and  ihamfr 
Rehgn  d  your  conquells,  honours,  arms,  and  fame, 
hen  at  his  feet  Britannia’s  wreathes  you  threw, 
Aim  the  fun  fitken’d  at  a  figiit  lb  new; 

Fad  you  been  vidor— what  a  wafte  of  v-oe! 

VVhat  fouls  had  vanifh’d  to  where  fouls  do  go! 

mark’d  your  fatal  way, 

hat  aeaths  on  deaths  difgrac’d  that  difmai  day! 

Gan  laurels  flourilli  in  a  foil  of  b’ood. 

Or  on  ihofe  laurels'can  Eir  honours  bud — 

Curs’d  be  that  v.'re.c.i  who  murder  makes  his  trade, 
i-/Urs  d  (3e  ali  wars  that  e^er  ambition  made! 

What  murdering  1  ory  now  relieves  your  grief. 

Or  plans  new  conji^Lrls  for  his  fivourite  chiefi 
^eiigns  dili'dark  e-iiploy  that  ruffian  race, 

Beads  of  your  ciiooilng,  and  our  own  diigrace. 

So  vile  a  crew  the  world  ne’er  faw  before, 

And  grant,  ye  pitying  heavens,  it  m^y  no  more: 
if  ghods  from  heii  infeft  our  poifon’d  air, 

'I'iiofe  ghods  have  enlor’J  their  bale  bodies  here 

Murder  and  blood  is  dill  their  dear  de  ignt _ 

Scream  round  their  roofs,  ve  ravens  of  tne  night! 
Whenever  they  wed,  may  demons,  and  defpair. 

And  grief  and  woe,  and  bi.cked  night  be  there; 
Fiends  leagu’d  from  hell  the  nuptiaflarnp  di,"  lay. 

Swift  to  perdition  light  them  on  their  way, 

wide  womd  their  deviliffi  iquadrons  chafe,  , 
jo  nnd  no  realm,  that  grants  one  reding  place', 

Fai  to  the  north,  on  Scotland’s  utmod  end 
An  iile  there  iics^  tde  imunt  ot  cvciy  ^end. 
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No  ^eoherds  there  attend  their  bleating  flocka 
Bar  vvither’d  witCxies  rove  among  the  rocks; 

Sii'*  ;uded  in  ic*,  the  blatled  mountains  fhow 
Tneir  cloven  heads,  to  daunt  the  fcas  below ; 

The  lamp  of  heaven  in  his  diurnai  r  xe 
There  fcarcely  deigns  to  unveil  his  radiant  face. 

Or  if  one  day  he  circling  treads  the  fky 
He  views  this  idand  with  an  angry  eye. 

Or  ambient  fogs  their  broad,  moift  wings  expand  - 
Dimp  his  bright  riy,  and  cloud  the  infernal  land; 
Tae  blackening  winds  inceilhnt  dorms  prolong, 
dDuli  as  their  night,  and  dreary  as  my  fong; 

V/:i'en  dormy  winds  and  gales  refufe  to  blow. 

Then  from  the  dark  ky  drives  the  unpitying  fnow; 
Wiien  drifting  fnows  from  iron  clouds  forbear. 
Then  down  t:ie  haiidones  rattle  through  the  air — > 

'  There  fcreecning  owls,  and  fereaming  vultures  reft 
*A  id  not  a  tree  adorns  its  barren  bread ; 

Ho  peace,  no  reft,  th9  elements  bellow. 

But  fe;S  forever  rao-e,  and  dorms  forever  blow. 

f  here,  mifereants,  there  with  loyal  hearts  retire, 
pi'ch  your  tents,  and  kindle  there  your  dre ; 

T  ..re  d  f  rt  Nature  wih  her  dings  diip  ay. 

And  fieiced  hunger  on  your  vitals  prey. 

And  With  yourfeives  let  'John  Burgoyne  retire 
*l'o  reign  the  monarch,  whom  your  hearts  admire. 

Britain,  at  laid  to  arreft  your  lawleis  hand. 

Rues  the  genius  of  a  generous  land. 

Our  inj  r’d  rights  bright  Gallia’s  prince  defends. 
And  f  om  this  hour  that  prince  and  we  are  friends. 
Feuds,  long  up-heid,,  are  vaniih’d  from  our  view. 
O.  ce  we  were  foes— but  for  the  fake  of  you — * 
Britain,  afpiring  Britain,  now  mud  bend — 

Can  die  at  once  with  France  and  us  contend, 

Wnen  we  alone,  remote  from  foreign  aid, 

Ker  armies  captur’d,  and  diftrefs’d  her  trade — 
Britain  and  we  no  more  in  combat  join. 

No  more,  as  once,  in  every  fea  combine; 

Dead  is  that  friendftiip  which  did  mutual  burn. 
Fled  is  the  i'ceptre,  never  lo  return; 

By  fea  and  land,  perpetual  foes  we  meet. 

Our  caiife  nore  honed,  and  our  hearts  as  great; 
Loft  arc  thefe  regions  to  Britannia’s  reign. 

Nor  (hall  thefe  drangers  of  their  lofs  complain, 

,  Since  all,  that  here  with  greedy  eyes  they  view. 
From  our  own  toil,  to  wealth  and  empire  grew 
Our  hearts  are  raviili’d  from  our  former  queen 
Far  as  the  ocean  God  hath  plac’d  between. 

They  drive  in  vain  to  join  this  mighty  niafs. 

Torn  by  Gonvuldons  from  its  native  place 
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As  well  might  men  to  Earning  Hccia  join 
1  he  huge  iiigh  Alps  or  towering  Appennine^ 
in  vein  they  lend  their  half-commilhoned  tribe 
Ana  waom  they  cannot. conquer  Hrive  to  bribe; 

'  i^adncfs  buril;  cur  union  chain, 

fliall  the  unwieldy  mafs  unite  ao-ain. 

^hink  that  France  luitains  our  caufe  alone j 
^  i-h  gratituue  ner  helping  hand  we  own, 
hut  hear,  ye  nations—Truth  herl'elf  can  fay 
vj/e  bore  the  heat  and  danger  of  the  day:  '  ^ 

bhe  calmly  view’d  the  tumult  from  afar,  A 

VVe  brav'd  each  infuit,  and  fuhaia’d  the  war: 

Olt  drove  the  foe,  or  forc’d  their  hofs  to  yield. 

^  more  than  once,  a  dear  boueht  held*--* 

1  was  then,  at  lad  on  Jerfey  plains  dihreh, 

Ve  Iworc  to  feek^the  mountains  of  the  v/efl,  '  * 
i  iiere  a  free  empire  for  our  fted  obtain, 

^  terror  to  the  Haves  that  might  remain, 

Peace  you  demand,  and  vainly  wifli  to  find  " 

vV  renew’d,  and  hrength  once  more  combin’d. 

inaH  not  all  your  bafe  dilTembling  art 
Receive  the  tortures  of  a  b. ceding  heart««~- 
1  et  ftaii  not  ail  your  mingled  prayers  that  rife 
-vvafh  out  your  crimes,  or  bribe  the  avenainty  &ics* 
dull  many  a  corpfe  lies  mouldering  on  the  plain 
J-  hat  ne’er  lhall  fee  its  little  brood  ao-ain  * 
bee,  yonder  lies,  all  breathlefs,  cold,^and' pale.  ^ 
d  in  her  gore,  Lanjinia  of  the  vale  ; 

I  he  cruel  Indian  lei^’d  her  life  away, 

As  the  next  morn  began  her  bridal  day 
his  alone  our  juil;  revenge  would  claim, 

X^id  not  ten  thoufaiid  more  your  fons  defame. 

Return  d,  a  captive,  to  my  native  fliorc. 

How  chang’d  I  find  thofe  feenes  that  pleas’d  before  1 
How  chang’d  thofe  groves  where  fancy  lov’d  to  flray. 
When  fpnng’s  young  biolTo^s  bloom’d  along  the  way; 
From  every  eye  difliis  the  frequent  tear. 

From  every  mouth  feme  doleful  tale  1  hear  ! 

-Some  mourn  a  father,  bpothrr,  hufband,  friend : 

Some  mourn,  imprifon’d  in  their  native  land. 

In  fickly  fhips  what  numerous  hof  s  confin’d 
At  once  their  lives  and  liberties  refign’d: 

In  dreary  dungeons  woeful  feenes  have  pafs’d. 

Long  in  tradition  fhall  the  flory  lall. 

As  long  as  fpring  renews  the  flowery  wood. 

As  long  as  breezes  curl  the  yielding  flood!"— 

Some  fent  to  India’s  fickly  climes,  afar, 

1  o  dig,  with  flaves,  for  burled  diamonds  there. 

There  left  to  ficken  in  a  land  of  woe 

Where  o’er  fcorch’d  hills  infernal  breezes  blow. 
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Whole  every  blaft  fome  dire  contagion  brings. 
Fevers  or  death  on  its  deftruftive  wings, 

’Till  fate  relenting,  its  laft  arrows  drew. 

Brought  death  to  them,  and  infamy  to  you* 

Pells  of  mankind  !  remembrance  lhall  recall 
And  paint  thefe  horrors  to  the  view  of  all ; 

Heaven  has  not  turn’d  to  its  own  works  a  foe 
Nor  left  to  monders  thefe  fair  realms  below, 

Elfe  had  your  arms  more  wafteful  vengeance  fpread. 
And  thefe  gay  plains  been  dy’d  a  deeper  red.— ^ 
O’er  Britain’s  ifle  a  thoufand  woes  impend. 

Too  weak  to  conquer,  govern,  or  defend. 

To  liberty  fhe  holds  pretended  claim— 

The  fubftance  we  enjoy,  and  they  the  name; 

Her  prince,  furrounded  by  a  hod  of  Haves, 

Still  claims  dominion  o’er  the  vagrant  waves : 

Such  be  his  claims  o’er  all  the  world  befide,— 

An  enipty  nothing — madnefs,  rage,  and  pride* 

From  Europe’s  realms  fair  freedom  has  retir’d. 

And  even  in  Britain  has  the  fpark  expir’d— 

Sigh  for  the  change  your  haughty  empire  feels. 

Sigh  for  the  doom  that  no  difguife  conceals ! 

Freedom  no  more  lhall  Jlhion^s  cliffs  furvey ; 
Corruption  there  has  centred  all  her  fway. 

Freedom  difdains  her  honed  head  to  rear. 

Or  herd  with  nobles,  kings,  or  princes  there; 

She  diuns  their  gilded  fpires,  and  domes  of  date, 
jRefoIv’d,  O  Virtue,  at  thy  fhrine  to  wait; 

’Midd  favage  woods  and  wilds  fhe  dares  to  dray. 

And  bids  uncultur’d  nature  bloom  more  gay. 

She  is  that  glorious  and  immortal  fun. 

Without  whofe  ray  this  world  would  be  undone, 

A  mere  dull  chaos,  funk  in  deeped  night. 

An  abjeft  fomething,  void  of  form  and  light. 

Of  reptiles,  word  in  rank,  the  dire  abode. 

Perpetual  mifehief,  and  the  dragon’s  brood. 

Let  Turks  and  RulTians  glut  their  fields  with  blood., 
Again  let  Britain  dye  the  Atlantic  flood. 

Let  all  the  ead  adore  the  fanguine  wreathe 
And  gain  new  glories  from  the  trade  of  death— 
America  !  the  w  orks  of  peace  be  thine. 

Thus  fhalt  thou  gain  a  triumph  more  divine — ■ 

To  thee  belongs  a  fecond  golden  reign. 

Thine  is  the  empire  o’er  a  peaceful  main ; 

Protect  the  rights  of  human  kind  below 
Crufh  the  proud  tyrant  who  becomes  their  foe, 

And  future  times  lhall  own  our  druggies  bled. 

And  futur*  years  enjoy  perpetual  red. 

Americans  1  revenge  your  country’s  wrongs; 

To  you  the  honour  of  this  deed  belongs. 
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Your  arms  did  once  this  finking  land  fuflain. 

And  lav  d  thofe  climes  where  Freedom  yet  muft  reign—* 
/cnir  bleeding  foil  this  ardent  tafe  demands^ 

Expel  yon’  thieves  from  thefe  polluted  lands, 

Expe6l  no  peace  till  haughty  Britain  yields, 

’Till  humbled  Britons  quit  your  ravag’d  fields— 

Still  to  the  charge  that  routed  foe  returns, 

I  he  war  iHll  rages,  and  the  battle  burns— 

No  dull  debates,  or  tedious  counfels  know. 

But  rufli,  at  once,  embodied,  on  your  foe - 
With  hell-born  fpite  a  feven  years  war  they  wage. 

The  pirate  Goodrich^  and  the  ruffian  Gage, 

Your  injur’d  country  groans  while  yet  they  ftay> 

Attend  her  groans,  and  force  their  hods  away/ 

Your  mighty  wrongs  the  tragic  mufe  ffiall  trace. 

Your  gallant  deeds  lhall  fire  a  future  race; 

To  you  fhall  kings  and  potentates  appeal. 

You  ihaii  the  doom  of  jarring  nations  feal ; 

A  glorious  empire  rifes,  bright  and  new  1 
■Eirm  be  ks  bafis,  and  mud  red  on  you— 

Fame  o’er  the  mighty  p/7^?  expands  her  wk^gs. 

Remote  from  princes,  bilhops,  lords,  and  kings, 
d\‘]ofe  fancied  gods,  who,  fam’d  through  every  fhorc. 

Mankind  have  fafhion’d,  and,  like  fools,  adore. - 

Here  yet  fhall  heaven  the  joys  of  peace  bedow, 

^yiuIc  thro’  our  foil  the  dreams  of  plenty  flow. 

And  o’er  the  main  we  fpread  the  trading  fail, 

Waftine  the  produce  of  the  rural  vale. 

'  j- 

S^AnnOi  1778. 


On  the  New  AxMErican  Frigate 

ALLIANCE. 

A.  S  Neptune  trac’d  the  azure  main. 

That  own’d  fo  late  proud  Britain’s  reign, 

A  floating  pile  approach’d  his  car, 

'the  feene  of  terror,  and  of  war. 

As  nearer  dill  the  monarch  drew', 

(  Ker  darry  flag  difplay’d  to  view^ 

He  afk’d  a  Triton  of  his  train 

What  flag  was  this  that  rode  the  main— 

A  fhip  of  fuch  a  gallant  mien 
This  many  a  day  I  have  not  feen. 

To  no  mean  power  can  fhc  belong. 

So  fwift,  fo  warlike,  flout,  and  drong. 

See  how  Ihe  mounts  the  foaming  wave— 

Where  other  Ihips  would  hnd  a  grave> 
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Majcftic,  awcful,  and  ferene, 

**  She  walks  the  ocean,  like  its  queen, 

Great  monarch  of  the  hoary  deep, 

Whofe  trident  awes  the  waves  to  deep, 

(Reply*d  a  Triton  of  his  train) 

This  ihip,  that  ftems  the  weftern  main* 

**  To  thofe  new,  rlfing  States  belongs. 

Who,  in  refentment  of  their  wrongs, 

Oppofe  proud  Britain’s  tyrant  fway. 

And  combat  her,  by  land  and  fea. 

This  pile,  of  fuch  fuperior  fame. 

From  their  drift  union  takes  her  name^) 

**  For  them  Ihe  cleaves  the  briny  tide. 

While  terror  marches  by  her  fide,  < 

When  fhe  unfurls  her  flowing  fails. 

Undaunted  by  the  iierceft  gales, 

In  dreadful  pomp,  flie  ploughs  the  main,  > 

While  adverfe  tempefts  rage  in  vain, 

''  When  die  difplays  her  gloomy  tier^ 

“  The  bolded  Britons  freeze  with  fear. 

And,  owning  her  fuperior  might. 

Seek  their  bed  fafety  in  their  flight. 

But,  when  die  pours  the  dreadful  blaze. 

And  thunder  from  her  cannon  plays. 

The  burding  flafh,  that  wings  the  ball, 

Compeils  thofe  foes  to Jirike,  or  fall. 

Though  fhe,^  with  her  triumphant  train. 

Might  fill  with  awe  the  Britidi  main. 

Yet,  filial  to  the  land  that  bore. 

She  days,  to  guard  her  native  diore. 

flic  might  make  their  crulfers  groan 
That  fail  beneath  the  torrid  zone. 

She  kindly  lends  a  nearer  aid. 

Annoys  them  here,  and  guards  the  trade. 


Now,  traverfmg  the  eadern  main. 

She  greets  the  diorp  of  France  and  Spain* 
''  Her  gallant  flag,  difplay’d  to  view. 

Invites  the  old  world  to  the  new. 

This  tafk  atchiev’d,  behold  her  go 
To  feas  congeal’d  with  ice  and  fnow. 

To  either  tropic,  and  the  line, 

.J  Where  funs  with  endlefs  fervour  diinci 
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Not,  Argo,  in  thy  womb  was  found 
“  Such  hearts  of  brafs,  as  here  abound; 

They  for  their  golden  fleece  did  fly, 

Thele  fail — to  vanquilh  tyranny.”— 

r"""  ■■■  .  "***  ■  II  >■  I  ■■  ii«*.  ■»  ■  .*  . I  ■  j  1^1  »  I 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF 

I 

CAPTAIN  NICHOLAS  BIDDLE, 

Commander  of  the  Randolph  Frigate, 
Blown  up  near  Barbadoes — 

w  HAT  diflant  thunders  rend  the  files. 

What  clouds  of  finoke  in  columns  rife. 

What  means  this  dreadful  roar  I 
Is  from  his  bale  Fefu-vius  thrown. 

Is  fky-topt  Atlas  tumbled  down,  , 

Or  Etna's  felf  no  more  ! 

Shock  after  Ihock  torments  my  ear; 

And  lo  1  two  hoflile  fliips  appear. 

Red  lightnings  round  them  glow: 

The  Yarmouth  boafts  of  fixty-four. 

The  Randolph  thirty-two — no  more — • 

And  will  (he  fight  this  fuel 

Say,  who  commands  that  difmal  blaze. 

Where  yonder  Harry  flreamer  plays; 

Does  Mars  with  ‘Joue  engage  1 
’Tis  Biddle  wings  thofe  angry  fires, 

Biddle,  whofe  bofom  ^o'^ve  inpires 
With  more  than  mortal  rage. 

Tremendous  flaih! — and  hark,  the  ball 
Drives  through  old  Yarmouth,  flames  and  all: 

Her  bravefl  foils  expire; 

Did  Mars  himfelf  approach  fo  nigh. 

Even  Mars,  without  difgrace,  might  fly 
The  Randolph’s  fiercer  fire. 

The  Briton  views  his  mangled  crew. 

And  fhall  we  ftrike  to  thirty-tnajo, 

(Said  He6lor,  ftain’d  with  gore) 

Shall  Britain’s  flag  to  thefe  defeend*— 

Rife,  and  the  glorious  conflid  end, 

Britons,  I  alk  no  more ! 

He  fpoke — they  charg’d  their  cannon  round. 

Again  the  vaulted  heavens  refound. 

The  Randolph  bore  it  all. 
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Then  fix’d  her  pointed  cannons  true 
Away  the  unwieldy  vengeance  flew ; 
Britain,  thy  warriors  fall. 


The  Yarmouth  faw,  with  dire  difmay. 
Her  wounded  hull,  Ihrouds  fltot,  away# 


^  Her  boldeft  heroes  dead — 

She  faw  amidft  her  floating  flain 

The  conquering  Randolph  Item  the  main—* 


She  faw,  flis  turn’d — and  fled! 


That  hour,  bleft  chief,  had  Ihc  been  thine. 
Dear  Biddle ^  had  the  powers  divine 
Been  kind  as  thou  wert  brave; 

But  fate,  who  doom’d  thee  to  expire. 
Prepar’d  an  arrow,  tipt  with  fire. 

And  mark’d  a  wac’ry  grave. 


And  in  that  hour,  when  conquefl:  came 
Wing’d  at  his  fhip  a  pointed  flame. 


I'hat  not  even  he  could  fhun— ^ 

The  conquell  ceas’d,  the  Yarmouth  fled. 
The  burfting  Randolph  ruin  fpread, 


And  loft  what  courage  won. 


[1776 


On  the  Book  called,  UNITARIAN  THEOLOGY. 

Jn  this  choice  work,  by  wifdom  penn’d,  we  find 
The  nobleft  fyftem  to  reform  mankind. 

Bold  truths  confirm’d,  that  bigots  have  denied. 

By  moft  perverted,  and  which  fome  deride. 

Here,  truths  divine  in  eafy  language  flow. 

Truths  long  conceal’d,  that  now  all  climes  fhall  know: 

Here,  like  the  blaze  of  our  material  fun^ 

Enlighten’d  Reafon  proves,  that  GOD  IS  ONE _ — 

As  that,  concenter’d  in  itfelf,  a  fphere. 

Illumes  all  Nature  with  its  radiance  here. 

Bids  towards  itfelf  all  trees  and  plants  afpire. 

Awakes  the  winds,  impells  the  feeds  of  fire. 

And,  ftill  fubfervient  to  the  Almighty  plan. 

Warms  into  life  the  changeful  race  of  man  ; 

So — like  that  fun— in  heaven’s  bright  realms  we  trace 
One  POWER  OF  love,  that  fills  unbounded  fpace, 

Rxifting  always  by  no  borrov/’d  aid. 

Before  all  worlds — eternal,  and  not  made - 

To  THAT  indebted,  ftars  and  comets  burn. 

Owe  their  fwift  movements,  and  to  that  return  I 
Prime  fource  of  wifdom,  all-contrivino-  mind. 
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Parent  of  order,  whofe  unwearied  hand 
Upholds  the  fabric  that  his  wifdom  plann’d. 

And,  its  due  courfe  alTign’d  to  every  fphere. 

Revolves  the  feafons,  and  fuftains  the  year  !— — — 

Pure  light  of  truth,  where’er  thy  fplendours  Ihines 
Thou  art  the  image  of  the  power  divine; 

Nought  elfe,  in  life,  that  full  refemblance  bears. 

No  fun,  that  lights  us  through  our  circling  years. 

No  liars,  that  through  yon’  charming  azure  ftray. 

No  moon,  that  glads  us  with  her  midnight  ray. 

No  Teas,  that  o’er  their  gloomy  caverns  flow. 

No  forms  beyond  us,  and  no  lhapes  below  1 

Then  flight — ah  flight  not,  this  inflrudive  page. 

For  the  mean  follies  of  a  dreaming  age: 

Here  to  the  truth,  by  Reason’s  aid  afpire. 

Nor  fotne  dull  preacher  of  old  lies  admire  ; 

See  ONE,  SOLE  GOD,  in  thefe  convincing  lines. 

Beneath  whofe  view  perpetual  day-light  fhmes  ; 

At  whofe  command  ail  worlds  their  circuits  run. 

And  night,  retiring,  dies  before  the  fun! 

IlerCf  Man  no  more  difgrac’’ d  by  "Time  appears, 

Lojl  in  dull  Jhwihers  through  ten  tOLuJa7id years  y 
Plung'd  in  that  gulph,  njjhofe  dark,  unfathondd 
Men  of  all  ages  to  perdition  gaqje; 

An  empty  dream,  or  Jiill  more  e?npty  jhade, 

^he  fubjiance  vanijh'd,  and  the  form  decay'd  . 

Here  Reafon  proves,  that  when  this  life  decays, 

Inflant,  new  life  in  the  warm  bofom  plays. 

As  that  expiring,  flill  its  courfe  repairs 
Thro’  endlefs  ages,  and  unceaflng  years. 

Where  parted  fouls  with  kindred  fpirits  meet. 

Rapt  to  the  bloom  of  beauty  all  complete ; 

In  that  celeflial,  vaft,  unclouded  fphere. 

Nought  there  cxifts  but  has  its  image  here! 

All  there  is  Mind  1 - That  intellectual  flame. 

From  whofe  vafl-Eores  ail  human  genius  came. 

In  which  all  Nature  forms  on  Reason’s  plan — ^ 

Flows  to  this  abject  world,  and  beams  on  Man! 


The  JEWISH  L  AM  E  NT  ATI  O  N  at 

EUPHRATES, 

T^Y  Babel’s  llreams  we  fate  and  wept. 

When  Sion  bade  our  forrows  flow  ; 

Our  harps  on  lofty  willows  flept 
That  near  thofe  diflant  waters  grow : 

'I'he  willows  high,  the  waters  clear 
Beheld  our  toils  and  forrows  there« 
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The  cruel  foe,  that  captive  led 
Our  nation  from  their  native  foil. 

The  tyrant  foe,  by  whom  we  bled, 

RequirM  a  fong,  as  well  as  toil: 

**  Come,  with  a  fong  your  forrows  cheer, 

A  fong,  that  Sion  lov’d  to  hear.’* 

How  lhall  we,  cruel  tyrant,  raife 
A  fong  on  fuch  a  diftant  fhore  » 

If  I  forget  my  Sion’s  praife. 

May  my  right  hand  affume  no  more 
To  ftrike  the  filver  founding  Ering, 

And  thence  the  (lumbering  mufic  bring,  « 

If  I  forget  that  happy  home. 

My  perjur’d  tongue,  forbear  to  move? 

My  eyes,  go  out  in  endlcfs  gloom— 

My  joy,  my  rapture,  and  my  love! 

No  rival  grief  my  mind  can  (hare. 

For  thou  (halt  reign  unrivall’d  there. 

Remember,  Lord,  that  hated  foe 
(When  conquer’d  Sion  droop’d  her  head) 

Who  laughing  at  our  deepelt  woe. 

Thus  to  our  tears  and  forrows  faid, 

“  From  its  proud  height  degrade  her  wall^ 

Deftroy  her  towers — and  ruin  all.” 

Thou,  Babel’s  offspring,  hated  race. 

May  fome  avenging  monfter  feize. 

And  daflt  your  venom  in  your  face 
For  crimes  and  cruelties,  like  thefc ; 

And,  deaf  to  pity’s  melting  moan. 

With  infant  blood  ftain  every  ftoncv 


The  invitation. 

nr 

X  HOU,  who  on  fome  dark  mountain’s  brow 
Haft  toil’d  thy  life  away,  till  now. 

And  often  from  that  rugged  deep 
Beheld  the  vaft  extended  deep. 

Come  from  thy  foreft,  and  with  me 
Learn  what  it  is  to  go  to  fea. 

O 

There  cndlefs  plains  the  eye  furveys 
As  far  from  land  the  veflel  ftrays; 

No  longer  hill  nor  dale  is  feen. 

The  realms  of  death  intrude  between. 

But  fear  no  ill ;  refolve,  with  me. 

To  (hare  the  dangers  of  the  fta,  ’ 
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Eut  look  not  there  for  verdant  fields _ 

Far  different  profpeas  Neptune  yields; 

Blue  Teas  fliall  only  greet  the  eye, 

Thofe  Teas  encircled  by  the  Iky, 

Immenfe  and  deep — come  then  with  me 
And  view  the  wonders  of  the  fea. 

Yet  fomctimes  groves  and  meadows  gay 
Delight  the  feamen  on  their  way ; 

From  the  deep  feas,  that  round  us  fwell. 

With  rocks,  the  furges  to  repel. 

Some  verdant  ifle,  by  waves  embrac’d. 

Swells,  to  adorn  the  wat’ry  wafte, 

1  hough  new  this  vafi  expanfe  appear 
With  glaffy  furface,  calm  and  clear; 

Be  not  deceiv’d — ’tis  but  a  fliow. 

For  many  ^  corpfe  is  laid  below — 

Even  Britain’s  lads — />  cannot 
’Fhey  v/ere  the  majiers  of  the  fea  1 

\ 

Now  combating  upon  the  brine. 

Where  fiiips  in  flaming  fquadrons  join. 

At  every  blaft  the  brave  expire 

’Midfl:  clouds  of  fmoak,  and  ftrcams  of  fire; 

But  fcorn  all  fears;  advance  with  me— 

’Tis  but  the  cuftom  of  the  fea. 

Now  we  the  peaceful  wave  divide. 

On  broken  furges  now  we  ride. 

Now  every  eye  diffolves  with  woe 
As  on  fome  lee- ward  coafl:  we  go — 

Half  loft,  half  buried  in  the  main 
Hope  fcarcely  beams  on  life  again. 

Above  us  ftorms  diftrad  the  fky. 

Beneath  us  depths  unfathom’d  lie, 

T<^o  near  we  fee,  difheartening  fight. 

The  realms  of  everlafting  night, 

A  watery  tomb  of  ocean-green. 

And  only  one  frail  plank  between  1 

But  winds  muft  ceafe,  and  ftorms  decay. 

Not  always  lafts  the  gloomy  day. 

Again  the  fkies  are  warm  and  clear. 

Again  foft  zephyrs  fan  the  air. 

Again  we  find  the  long-loft  Ihore, 

The  winds  oppofe  our  wifli  no  more. 

If  thou  haft  courage  to  defpife 
The  various  changes  of  the  fkies. 
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To  difrcgard  the  ocean’s  rage, 
Unmov’d  when  hoftile  hiips  engage. 
Come  ft'om  thy  forefty  and  m-dth  ?r.c 
Learn  ‘what  it  is — to  go  to  fea. 


GEORGE  the  Third’s. 


S  O  L  I  L  O  Q^U  Y 

HAT  mean  thefe  dreams,  and  hideous  forms;  that  rife 
Night  after  night,  tormenting  to  my  eyes — 

No  real  foes  thefe  horrid  fhapes  can  be. 

But  thrice  as  much  they  vex  and  torture  me. 

How  curs’d  is  he, — how  doubly  curs’d  am  I — 

Who  lives  in  pain,  and  yet  who  dares  not  die; 

To  him  no  joy  this  world  of  Nature  brings. 

In  vain  the  wild  rofe  blooms,  the  daily  lj.)rings. 

IsAhis  a  prelude  to  fomc  new  difgrace, 

Somm  baleful  omeu'to  my  name  and  race —  [ 

It  may  be  fo — ere  mighty  Cefar  died 
Prefaging  Nature  felt  his  doom,  and  figh’d ; 

A  bellowing  voice  through  midnight  groves  was  heard. 
And  threatening  gholis  at  dufk  of  eve  appear’d — 

Ere  Brutus  fell,  to  adverfe  fates  a  prey. 

His  evil  genius  met  him  on  the  way. 

And  fo  may  mine ! — ^^but  who  would  yield  fo  foon 
A  prizes  fome  luckier  hour  may  make  my  own? — 

Shame  feize  my  crown,  ere  fuch  a  deed  be  mine — > 

No — to  the  laft  my  fquadrons  diall  combine. 

And  Hay  my  foes,  while  foes  remain  to  day. 

Or  heauen  lhall  grant  me  one  fuccelfful  day. 

Is  there  a  robber  clofe  in  Newgate  hemm’d. 

Is  there  a  cut-throat,  fetter’d  and  condemn’d  ? 

Hafte,  loyal  Haves,  to  George’s  Handard  come. 

Attend  his  leisures  when  you  hear  the  drum; 

Your  chains  I  break — for  better  days  prepare. 

Come  out,  my  friends,  from  prifon  and  from  care. 

Far  to  the  well  I  plan  yo^r  defperatc  fway. 

There  ’tis  no  fin  to  ravage,  burn,  and  Hay 
There,  without  fear,  your  bloody  aims  purfue. 

And  ihow  mankind  what  Englilb  thieves  can  do, 

I'iiat  day,  when  firft  I  mounted  to  the  throne, 

I  f'.vore  to  let  all  foreign  foes  alone. 

Idirojgh  love  of  peace  to  terms  did  I  advance. 

And  made,  they  fay,  a  HLam.efai  league  with  Ih-ance. 

But  different  feenes  rife  horrid  to  nw  view, 

I  charg’d  my  hoHs  to  plunder  and  fubduc-1 
At  lirH,  indeed,  I  thought  Hiort  war'’  ’:o  \va'’'<* 

And  fent  fbmc  jail-birds  to  be  ledt  hv  C 

' 't,  's-> 


- - fi. 


‘S4 


POEMS  ON  SEVERAL  OCCASIONS. 

For  ’tvvas  but  right,  that  thofe  we  mark’d  for  flaves 
Should  be  reduc’d  by  cowards,  fools,  and  knaves- 
Awhile,  direded  by  his  feeble  hand,  ' 

Thofe  trccps  were  kick’d  and  pelted  through  the  land, 
Ur  Itarv'd  in  Boilon,  curs’d  the  unlucky  hour 
Ti^y  left  their  dungeons  for  that  fatal  fhore.  ^ 
rVance  aids  them  no.vv,  a  defperate  game  I  play*, 

And  hoftile  Spain  will  do  the  lame,  they  fay 5 
My  armies  vanquilh’d,  and  my  heroes  fled. 

My  people  murmuring,  and  my  commerce  dead. 

My  flutter’d  navy  pelted,  bruis’d,  and  clubb’d. 

By  Dutchmen  bullied,  and  by  Frenchmen  drubb’d. 

My  name  abhorr’d,  my  nation  in  difgrace. 

Flow  fliould  I  afl  in  luch  a  mournful  cafe ! 

My  hopes  and  joys  are  vanifli’d  with  my  coin. 

My  ruin  d  army,  and  my  I01I:  Burgoyne  ! 

What  fliall  I  do — confefs  my  labours  vain. 

Or  whet  my  tufks,  and  to  the  charge  again! 

But  where’s  my  force — my  choiceil  troops  are  fled^ 
Some  thoufinds  crippled,  and  a  myriad  dead-^ 

If  I  were  own’d  the  boldefl:  of  mankind. 

And  hell  with  all  her  flames  iiifpir’d  my  mind, 

CoUid  I  at  once  with  Spain  and  France  contend. 

And  fight  the  rebels,  on  the  world’s  green  end? —  -n 
T  he  pangs  oi parting  I  can  ne’er  endure, 

Y apart  we  muft,  and  part  to  meet  no  more! 

Oh,  blafl  this  Congrefs,  blaft  each  upflart  STATt^ 

On  whofe  commands  ten  thoufand  captains  wait; 

From  various  climes  that  dire  AJJsmhly  came. 

True  to  their  trull,  as  hofiiie  to  my  fame; 

’Tis  thefe,  ah  thefe,  have  ruin’d  half  my  fway, 

Difgrac’d  my  arms,  and  led  my  flaves  aftray— 

Curs’d  be  the  day,  when  lirll  1  faw  the  fun. 

Curs’d  be  the  hour,  when  1  thefe  wars  begun: 
fl  he  fiends  of  darknefs  then  poflefs’d  my  min43 
And  powers  unfriendly  to  the  human  kind. 

To  Wafting  grief,  and  fullcn  rage  a  prey. 

To  Scotland's  utmoft  verge  I’ll  take  my  way. 

There  with  eternal  ftorms  due  concert  keep. 

And  while  the  billows  r.'^ge,  as  fiercely  weep— 

Ye  highland  lads,  my  rugged  fate  bemoan, 

Aftift  me  with  one  f/mpathizing  groan; 

For  late  I  find  the  nations  are  my  foes, 

I  muft  fubmit,  and  that  with  bloody  nofe. 

Or,  like  our  James,  fly  balely  from  tlit  ftnte, 

Or  fliare,  vvhat  ftiil  is  worfe— old  Charles's 

L  J779 


POEMS  ON  SEVERAL  OCCASIONS. 


A  D  I  A  I.  O  G  U  E 


Between  George  and  Fox. 

^Suppofed  to  have  nafTed  about  the  time  of  tlie  approach  of  the 
combined  fleets  of  France  and  Spain  to  the  iiinitli  coath, 

Aug^fi,  1779.] 

G  OOD  Charly  Fox,  your  counfcl  T  implore. 

Still  George  the  tlurd,  but  potent  George  no  more. 

By  North  conduced  to  the  brink  of  fite, 

I  mourn  my  foily  and  my  pride,  too  bite: 

The  promifes  he  made,  when  once  we  met 
In  Kew^s  gay  'hades,  I  nei'er  fhall  forget ; 

That  at  my  feet  tfle  we-dern  world  Ihoiiid  fall, 

And  bow  to  me*  the  potent  lord  of  all — 

Curfe  on  his  hopes,  his  councils,  and  his  feheme'^^. 

His  plans  of  conqueft,  and  Ids  golden  dreams, 

Tiiefe  have  allur’d  me  to  the  ja^vs  of  hell; 

By  Satan  teinoted  hus  Ifcarlot  fell; 

Divefled  of  majeltic  pomp,  I  come. 

My  royal  robes  and  airs  Tve  left  at  home, 

Speak  freely,  friend,  whate’er  you  choofe  to  fay, 

Suv'pofe  me  equal  with  yourfeif  to-day: 

How  fltall  I  fhun  the  njifehiefs  that  impend? 

How  fhall  I  mak^  Co  umbia,  yet,  my  friend? 

I  dread  the  power  of  each  revolted  State, 

The  trembling  Baft  hangs  ballanc’d  with  their  wel 
How  hall  I  dare  the  rage  of  France  and  Spain, 

And  loft  dominion  o’er  the  waves  regain? 

Advife  me  quick,  for  doubtful  while  w’e  ftand> 

Deftruclion  gathers  o’er  this  wretched  land: 

Thhefe  hoftile  fquadrons,  to  my  ruin  led, 

Thefe  gallic  thunders  fill  my  foul  with  dread: 

If  thefe  ihould  triumph— Britain  thou  muft  fall. 

And  bend,  a  province  to  the  conquering  Gaul  .* 

If  this  muft  be — thou  earth,  expanding  wide. 

Unlucky  George  in  thy  dark  entrails  hide - - 

Ye  oeeans,  wrap  me  in  your  dark  embrace — 

Ye  mountains,  fhroud  me  to  your  loweft  bafe - 

Fall  on  my  head,  ye  everlafting  rocks — -- 
But  why  fo  penfive,  my  good  Charly  Fox  ? 

Fox, 

While  in  the  arms  of  power  and  peace  you  lay. 

Ambition  led  your  reftlefs  foul  aftray. 

PofTcft  of  lands,  extending  far  and  wide. 

And  more  than  Rome  could  boaft  in  all  her  prLi 
Yet,  not  contented  with  that  mighty  ftorc. 

Like  fome  bafe  mifer,  ftill  you  fought  for  mor 
And,  all  in  raptures  for  a  .tyrant’s  reign. 

You  ftrove  your  fubjefts*  deareft  right 
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t 


to  chain: 
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Thofe  ruffian  hofts,  beyond  the  ocean  fent, 

Tt  your  command,  on  blood  and  murder  bent, 

VVith  cruel  hand  the  form  of  man  deflic’d. 

And  laid  the  toils  of  art  and  nature  wafte. 

(hor  crimes  hlce  tliefe  imperial  Britain  bends, 
hor  crimes  like  thefc  her  ancient  glory  ends.) 

1  hofe  lands,  once  trueft  to  your  name  and  race. 
Which  the  wide  ocean’s  utinoil  waves  embrace. 

Your  jufl:  protection  bafely  you  deny’d. 

Their  towns  you  plunder’d,  and  you  burnt  belide. 
Virginia  s  Haves,  without  one  blufh  of  lhame, 
Againd  their  caufe  you  arm’d  with  fword  and  flame > 
Ac  every  port  your  fhips  of  war  you  laid. 

And  ilfove  to  rain  and  diilrefs  their  trade. 

Yet  here,  cv’n  here,  your  mighty  projedls  fail’d; 

For  then  from  creeks  their  hardy  feamen  fail’d. 

In  Header  barques  they  crofs’d  a  ftormy  main. 

And  traffick’d  for  the  wealth  of  France  and  Spain; 
O’er  either  tropic  and  the  line  they  pafs’d. 

And,  deeply  laden,  fafe  return’d  at  laH: 

Nor  think  they  yet  had  bow’d  to  Britain’s  fway. 
Though  diHant  nations  had  not  join’d  the  fray. 

Alone  they  fought  your  armies  and  your  Heet, 

And  made  your  Clintons  and  your  Howes  retreat. 
And  yet  while  France  Hood  doubting  if  to  join. 

Your  fhips  they  captur’d,  and  they  took  BurgoyncI 
Ho  w  vain  is  Britain’s  Hrength,  her  armies  now 
Before  Columbia’s  bolder  veterans  bow ; 

Her  gallant  veterans  all  our  force  defpife, 

'I’hougn  late  from  ruin  we  beheld  them  rife; 

Before  their  arm.s  our  Hrongeft  bulwarks  fall. 

They  Horm  the  rampart  and  they  fcale  the  wall; 

With  equal  dread,  on  either  fervice  fent. 

They  feize  a  fortrefs,  or  they  Hrike  a  tent. 

But  Hiould  we  bow  beneath  a  foreign  yoke. 

And  potent  France  atchieve  the  humWing  Hroke, 

Yet  every  power,  and  even  ourfelves,  muH  fay, 

**  Juft  is  the  vengeance  of  the  Ikies  to-day;” 

For  crimes  like  ours  dire  vengeance  muft  atone; 
Forbear  your  fafts,  and  let  the  Gods  alone — 

By  cruel  kings,  in  fierce  Britannia  bred. 

Such  feas  of  blood  have,  firft  and  laft,  been  Hied, 

That  now,  diftred  for  each  inhuman  deed. 

Our  turn  is  come — our  turn  is  come  to  bleed: 

Forbear  your  groans;  for  war  and  death  array, 

March  to  the  foe,  and  give  the  fates  their  way. 

Can  we  behold  v/ithoiit  one  dying  groan, 
d'he  fleets  of  France  fuperior  to  our  own? 


Can  we  behold,  without  one  poignant  pang. 
The  foreign  coaquefts  of  the  brave  P’Eftaing  ? 
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North  is  your  friend,  and  now  deftruftlon  knocks. 
Still  take  his  counfel,  and  regard  not  Fox. 

George, 

Ah!  fpeak  not  thus- — jyour  words  will  burft  my  heart. 
Some  fofter  counlel  to  my  ears  impart. 

How  can  I  march  to  meet  the  infulting  foe. 

Who  never  yet  to  hoftile  plains  did  go.^ 

Vv^hen  was  l' vers’d  in  battles  or  in  blood? 

When  have  I  fought  upon  the  faithlefs  flood? 

Much  better  could  1  at  my  palace  door 
Recline,  and  hear  the  diftant  cannons  roar. 

Generals  and  admirals  Britain  yet  can  boafl. 

Some  light  on  land,  and  fomc  defend  the  coafl: ; 

The  fame  of  thefe  throughout  the  globe  refounds. 

To  thefe  I  leave  the  glory  and  the  wounds; 

But  lince  this  honor  for  no  blood  atones, 

I  mufl:  and  will — be  careful  of  my  bones. 

What  pleafure  to  your  monarch  would  it  be. 

If  Lords  and  Commons  could  at  lafl:  agree ; 

Could  North  with  Fox  in  firm  alliance  llrand. 

And  Burke  with  Sand'ivich  fliake  the  focial  hand. 

Then  Ihould  we  bring  the  rebels  to  our  feet. 

And  France  and  Spain  inglorioufly  retreat. 

Her  ancient  glories  to  this  ifle  return. 

And  we  no  more  for  loll  Columbia  mourn. 

Fox, 

Alliancel — what! — my  mafter  mull  be  mad: 

Say,  what  alliance  can  with  thefe  be  had? 

Can  lambs  and  wolves  in  focial  bands  ally? - 

When  thefe  prove  friendly,  then  will  North  and  L 
Alliance!  no — I  curfe  the  abjeft  thought; 

Ally  with  thofe  their  country’s  ruin  fought! 

Who  to  perdition  fold  their  native  land. 

Leagu’d  with  the  foe,  a  clofe  conneded  band — 

Ally  with  thefe ! — I  fpeak  it  to  your  face — 

Alliance  here,  is  ruin  and  difgrace. 

Angels  and  devils  in  fuch  bonds  unite. 

So  hell  is  allied  to  the  realms  of  light — 

Let  North  or  Sack^ville  Hill  my  prayers  deride. 

Let  turn-coat  Johnfione  take  the  courtly  fide. 

Even  Fitt,  if  living,  might  with  thefe  agree; 

But  no  alliance  fliall  they  have  with  me. 

But  fince  no  fliame  forbids  your  tongue  to  own 
A  royal  coward  fills  Britannia’s  throne; 

Since  our  bell  chiefs  muft  fight  your  mad  campaigns. 
And  be  difgrac’d,  at  laft,  by  him  who  reigns. 

No  wonder,  heaven!  fuch  ill  fuccefs  attends! 

No  wonder  North  and  Mansfield  are  your  friends ! 
Take  my  advice,  with  them  to  battle  go, 

Thefe  book-Iearn’d  heroes  snay  confront  the  foe-' — 
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Thofc  firft  wiio  iead  us  tow’rds  the  brink  of  fate. 
Sliould  Ibll  be  toremoft,  when  at  Pluto’s  gate; 

Let  them,  grown  defperate  by  our  weight  of  woes, 
Col  ea  new  fury  from  this  holt  of  foesf 
ally'd  v/itii  themfelves,  to  ruin  fleer, 
i  1C  juft  concjulion  of  their  mad  career. 

No  comfort  in  thefe  cruel  woras  i  nnd — 
Ungrateful  words  to  my  tormented  mind  ! 

With  me  alone,  both  France  and  Spain  contend, 
And  not  one  nation  can  be  caliM  my  friend: 

now.^he  Dutchman  fees  me  fall, 

1  he  Kufiian  leaves  me  to  the  thundering  Gaul, 

1  he  German,  grown  as  careiefs  as  the  Dane, 
on  igns  my  carcafe  to  the  jaws  of  Spain. 

Wnere  are  the  hods  they  promis’d  me  of  yore. 
When  rich  and  great  they  heard  my  thunders  roar, 
Wniie  yet  conieis’d  the  mader  of  the  fea. 

The  Germans  drain’d  their  wide  domain  for  me. 
And,  aiding  Britain  with  a  friendly  hand, 
idelp’d  to  fubdue  the  rebels  and  their  land  ? 

Ah.  rebels,  rebels!  infolent  and  mad; 

Our  Scottifh  rebels  were  not  half  fo  bad _ _ 

They  loon  fubmitted  to  fuperior  fway; 

But  thefe  grow  ftronger  as  my  hods  decay: 

What  crowds  have  perilh’d  on  their  hodiie  fhore! 

1  iiey  went  for  conqued,  but  return’d  no  more. 
Golumbia,  thou  a  friend  in  better  times! 

Loft  are  to  me  thy  pleafurable  climes : 

You  wifh  me  buried  in  eternal  night. 

You  curfe  the  day  when  fird  1  faw  the  light _ 

•Your  commerce  vanidi’d,  hodiie  nat  ons  lhare. 

And  thus  you  leave  me  naked,  poor,  and  bare; 
Defpis’d  by  thofe  who  fhould  my  caufe  defend, 

Aii'.l  helplefs  left,  witnout  one  pitying  friend, 

Thefe  dire  alHiaions  diake  my  changeful  throne. 

And  turn  my  brain~~a  very  idiot  grown: 

nil  the  ifles,  the  realms  witii  which  J  part, 
Columbia  fits  the  weightied  at  my  heart, 

She,  fhe  provokes  the  deeped,  heavied  dgh. 

And  makes  me  doubly  wretched,  ere  I  die. 

Some  dreary  convent’s  unfrequented  gloom 
(Like  Charles  of  Spain)  had  better  be  my  doom : 
There  while  in  abfence  from  my  crown  I  ftgh, 
George,  Prince  of  Wales,  thefe  ills  may  redify; 

A  happier  fortune  may  his  crown  await. 

He  yet,  perhaps,  may  fave  tnis  finking  date: 

prayers,  my  biftiops,  and  my  beads. 

And  beg  God’s  pardon  for  my  heinous  deeds; 
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Thofe  ftreams  of  blood,  that  fpilt  by  my  command. 

Call  out  for  vengeance  on  this  guilty  land. 

Fcx> 

In  one  fhort  fentei^c  take  my  whole  advice, 

(It  is  no  time  to  flatter  and  be  nice) 

Witn  all  your  foul  for  inftant  peace  contend. 

Thus  lliall  you  be  your  country’s  trueft  friend — 

Peace,  inftant  peace,  may  flay  your  tottering  throne, 

Eut  wars  and  death  and  blood  can  profit  none. 

To  Catharine  fend,  in  humbleft  ftyle  array’d. 

And  beg  her  interceiTion,  not  her  aid: 

Withdraw  your  armies  from  th’  Americ’  fliore. 

And  vex  her  oceans  with  your  fleets  no  more ; 

Vain  are  their  conquefts,  paft  experience  fliews. 

For  what  this  hour  they  gain,  the  next  they  lofe« 

Implore  the  fricndfhip  of  thofe  injur’d  States; 

No  longer  ftrive  againft  the  ftubborn  fates. 

Since  heaven  has  doom’d  Columbia  to  be  free. 

What  is  her  commerce  and  her  wealth  to  thee? 

Since  heav’n  that  land  of  promife  has  denied. 

Regain  by  prudence  what  you  loft  by  pride; 

Immediate  ruin  each  delay  attends. 

Imperial  Britain  fcarce  her  coaft  defends ; 

Hibernia  fees  th§  threat’ning  foes  advance. 

And  feels  an  ague  at  the  thoughts  of  France; 

Jamaica  mourns  her  half-protc<fted  ftate, 

Barbadoes  foon  may  fliare  Grenada’s  fate. 

And  every  ifle  that  owns  your  reign  to-day. 

May  bow  to-morrow  to  the  Frenchman’s  fway. 

Yes — while  I  fpeak,  your  empire,  great  before, 

Contradfs  its  limits,  and  is  great  no  more. 

Unhappy  prince  I  what  madnefs  has  pofteft. 

What  worfe  than  madnefs  feiz’d  thy  vengeful  breaft. 

When  white-rob’d  peace  before  your  portal  ftood. 

To  drive  her  hence,  and  ftain  the  world  with  blood  ! 

For  this  deftrudlion  threatens  from  the  Ikies; 

See  hoftile  navies  to  our  ruin  rife; 

Our  fleets  inglorious  Ihun  the  force  of  Spain, 

And  France,  triumphant,  ftems  the  fubjedf  main. 

(Anno,  1‘jjq) 


To  CRISPIN  O’  G  O  N  N  E  R, 

A  Back-woodsman. 

w  ISE  was  your  plan  when  twenty  years  ago 
From  Patrick's  ijle  you  firft  refolv’d  to  ftray, 

Where  lords  and  knights,  as  thick  as  rulhes  groWt 
And  vulgar  folks  are  in  each  otKet’.^  way; 
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Where  mother-country  adls  the  llep-damc’s  part. 

Cuts  off,  by  aid  of  hemp,  each  petty  iinner. 

And  twice  or  thrice  in  every  fcore  of  years 
Hatches  fad  wars  to  make  her  brood  the  thinneJ^: 

How  few  afpire  to  quit  the  ungrateful  foil 
rhat  ftarves  the  plant  it  had  the  ftrength  to  bear: 

How  many  hay,  to  grieve,  and  fret,  and  toil. 

And  view  the  plenty  that  they  muh  not  fliare. 

This  you  beheld,  and  wehward  fet  your  nofe. 

Like  fome  bold  prow,  that  ploughs  the  Atlantic  foam— 
And  left  lefs  ventr’ous  weights,  like  famifh’d  crows. 

To  feed  on  hog-peas,  hips,'  and  haws,  at  home. 

Safe  landed  here,  not  long  the  coaft  detain’d 
Your  wary  hep. — -but  wandering  on,  you  found 
Far  in  the  well,  a  paltry  fpot  of  land, 
hat  no  man  envied,  and  that  no  man  own’d. 

A^ woody  hiil,  behde  a  difmal  bog — 

"I his  w'as  your  choice;  nor  were  you  much  to  blame: 

And  here,  refponhvc  to  the  croaking  frog. 

You  grubb’d,  and  hubb’d,  and  fear’d  no  landlord’s  claim. 

An  axe,  an  adze,  a  hammer,  and  a  faw; 

Thefe  were  the  tools  that  built  your  humble  Ihed: 

A  cock,  a  hen,  a  madiff,  and  a  cow; 

I'hefe  were  fubjeds,  to  this  defert  led. 

Now  times  are  chang’d— and  labour’s  nervous  hand 
Bids  harveils  rife  were  briars  and  bufhes  grew; 

L  he  difmal  bog,  by  lengthy  lluices  drain’d. 

Supports  no  more  hoarfe  captain  Bull  Frog’s  crew.— • 

Profper  your  toil! — but,  friend,  had  you  remain’d 
In  lands,  where  harr’d  and  garter’d  nobles  fnine. 

When  you  had,  thus,  to  lixty  years  attain’d, 

Wnat  different  fate,  ’Squire  Crifpin,  had  been  thine! 

Nine  pence  a  day,  coarfe  fare,  a  bed  of  boards. 

The  midnight  loom,  high  rents,  and  excis’d  beer; 

Slave  to  dull  fquires,  kings’  brats,  and  huffi.h  lords, 
(Thanks  be  to  Heaven)  not  yet  in  fafliion  here! 

CRISPIN’S  ANSWER; 

JV^UGH  pleas’d  am  I,  that  you  approve 
Freedom’s  bleft  caufe  that  brought  me  here: 

Ireland  I  lov’d — but  there  they  llrove 
'To  make  me  bend  to  King  and  Peer. 

I  could  not  bow  to  noble  knaves. 

Who  EQUAL  RIGHTS  to  men  deny: 

Scornful,  I  left  a  land  of  Haves, 

And  hither  came,  my  axe  to  ply. 
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\  X  -  •  i 

The  axe  has  well  repaid  my  toil— 

No  king,  no  prieft  I  yet  efpy 
To  tithe  my  hogs,  to  tax  my  foil. 

And  fuck  my  whi&ey-bottle  dry. 

In  Britifh  land  what  fnares  are  laid !— - 
There,  royal  rights  all  defeat : 

They  tax’d  my  fun,  they  tax’d  my  fliade. 

They  tax’d  the  wretched  crumbs  I  eat; 

They  tax’d  my  hat,  they  tax’d  my  fhoes, 

Frefh  taxes  ftill  on  taxes  grew: 

They  would  have  tax’d  my  very  nose. 

Had!  not  fled, — dear  friends,— to  you! 


On  the  CREW  of  a  certain  VESSEL, 

Several  of  vjkom  happened  to  he  of  the  fame  name  <vjith  celebrated 

foreign  Clergymen. 

Jn  life’s  unfettled,  odd  career 
What  changes  every  day  appear 
To  pleafe  or  plague  the  eye; 

A  goodly  brotherhood  of  Prieds 
Are  here  transform’d  to  fwearing  beads 
That  heaven  and  hell  defy. 

Here  Bonner,  bruis’d  with  many  a  knock. 

Has  chang’d  his  furplice  for  a  frock ; 

Old  Erskine  fwabs  the  decks: 

And  Watts,  that  once  fuch  pleafure  took 
In  writing  hymns,  here  turn’d  a  cook. 

Sinners  no  longer  vex. 

Here  Burnet,  Tillotson,  and  Blair, 

With  Jemmy  Hervey,  curfe  and  fwear; 

Here  Cu  D worth  mixes  grog; 

Pearson  the  crew  to  dinner  hails, 

A  gracelefs  Sherlock  trims  the  fails. 

And  BuNYAN'heaves  the  log. 


CANTO’S  from  a  PRISON-SHIP. 

I.  Invocation, 

,^^SSIST  me,  Clio!  while  in  verfe  I  tell 
The  dire  misfortunes  that  2^  ihip  l^fell, 

Which  outward  bound,  to  St.  Eudatia’s  Ihore, 

Death  and  difader  , thrpujgh  the  billows  bore, 

'  L. 
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II. 

pRaM  Piuladelphu's  quiet  port  ^he  camej 
(x4nd  .iiere  the  builder  plannM  her  lofty  framed 
With  'ponderous  fkill,  and  excellence  of  art 
He  form’d,  difpos’d,  and  order’d  every  part, 

Vr  ith  joy,  beaeld  the  ftately  fabric  rife 
"I  o  a  boat  bulwark,  of  ftupendous  lize, 

launch’d  at  lad,  capacious  of  the  freight. 

He  left  her  to  the  pilots,  and  her  fate. 

in,  ^hefinp  deferihid. 

First,  from  her  depths  the  tapering  malVs  afeend^, 
On  wnofe  tail  bulk  the  traniverie  yards  depend, 

±>y  ihrouds  and  ibiy^  iecur’d  from  fide  to  iide 
rces  grew  on  trees,  fufpended  o’er  the  tides 
Firm  lo  the  ya:ds  exten  led,  broad  and  Vafl, 

'Fney  liung  the  i.  ils,  fuiceptive  of  the  biaft, 

Far  o’er  the  prow  -the  lengtiiy  bowiprit  lay, 
buppoiting  on  the  extreme  the  Uut  fore-ftay, 

'i  vVxee  ten  iix  pounders,  at  their  port  holes  plac’d, 
i  -  ‘Hg  in  rovv^,  iiood  hoiiiic  in  the  waiit : 

M'iius  ail  prepar’d,  impatient  for  the  leas, 
biic  lett  ner  iUcion  with  an  ad'^f'erfe  breeze, 
iier  hrlt  outlet  from  her  native  ihore. 

To  ie -s  a  Granger,  and  untry’d  before. 

•Frcm  the  itne  radiance,  that  ais  glories  fpread, 

Ere  rom  the  eait  gay  Phoebus  lifts  his  head. 

From  the  br  ght  morn,  a  kindred  name  ilie  won, 
Aurora  call’d,  the  daughter  of  the  fun, 

Whofe  form.,  proje<5ling,  the  broad  prow  difplays» 

Far  glittering  o’er  the  'wave,  a  mimic  blaze, 

IV.  The  Departure, 

The  gay  Ihip  now,  in  all  her  pomp  and  pride. 

With  fails  expanaed,  dew  along  the  tide; 

^  I  was  thy  deep  iiream,  O  Delaware,  that  bore 
Th  s  pile  intended  tor  a  fouthern  fhore, 

Bound  to  thofe  iiles  where  endiefs  fummer  reigns* 

Fajr  trails,  g.ay  blohbms,  and  enamellM  plains; 

here  *ioping  lawns  the  roving  Twain  invite  ; 

Ani  the  cool  morn  fucceeds  the  breezy  night> 

V^  aere  eac.i  g^ad  day  a  heaven  unclouded  bringt 
And  iky-topt  mountains  teem  with  golden  fpringf. 

^  /om  Cape  Henlopen,  urg’d  by  favouring  galea, 
W.*en  morn  emerg’d,  we  fea-ward  fpread  our  faus, 

1  iien.  eail-fouth-eaft,  explor’d  the  briny  way, 

Ciofe  to  the  wind,  departing  from  the 
No  loiger  feen  the  hoarfe  refounding  ftrand. 

With  hearts  elate  we  harried  from  the  land, 

Efcap  d  the  dangers  of  that  ilieiving  ground 

do  uui,  loi  wrewks 
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The  gale  increafes  as  we  plough  the  main. 

Now  fcarce  the  hills  their  fky-blue  mill  retain: 

At  laft  they  unk  beneath  the  rolling  wave. 

That  feems  their  fummits,  as  they  link,  to  lave. 

Abaft  the  beam  the  frelhening  breezes  play. 

No  mills  advancing,  to  deform  the  day, 

No  tempells  rifing  o'er  the  fplendid  feene, 

A  fea  unrufHed,  and  a  heaven  ferene. 

Now  SoPs  bright  lamp,  the  heaven>born  fource  of  light. 
Had  pafs'd  the  line  of  his  meridian  height. 

And  wellward  hung-— retreating  from  the  view 
Shores  difappear'd,  and  every  hill  withdrew. 

When,  ftill  fulpicious  of  fome  neighbouring  foe» 

Aloft  the  Mailer  bade  a  feaman  go. 

To  mark  if,  from  the  mall's  afpiring  height. 

Through  all  the  round,  a  velTel  came  in  fight. 

Too  foon  the  Teaman's  glance  extending  wide. 

Far  dillant  in  the  eall  a  Ihip  efpy'd. 

Her  lofty  malls  flood  bending  to  the  gale, 

Clofe  to  the  wind  was  brac'd  each  Ihivering  fail  5 
Next  irom  the  deck  we  faw  the  approaching  foe. 

Her  fpangled  bottom  feem’d  in  flames  to  gfow 
When  to  the  winds  Ihe  bew’d  in  dreadml  halle 
And  her  lee-guns  lay  delug’d  in  the  waill ; 

From  her  top-gallant  flow’d  an  Jack ; - - 

With  all  her  might  flie  drove  to  gain  our  tack. 

Nor  drore  in  vain— with  pride  and  power  elate. 

Wing’d  on  by  winds,  Ihe  drove  us  to  our  fate. 

No  dop,  no  day  her  bloody  crew  intends, 

(So  flies  a  comet  with  its  hod  of  fiends) 

Nor  oaths,  nor  prayers  arred  her  fwift  career. 

Death  in  her  front,  and  ruin  in  her  rear. 

Struck  at  the  light,  the  mader  gave  command 
To  change  our  courfe,  and  deer  toward  the  land— 

Straight  to  the  talk  the  ready  Tailors  run. 

And  while  the  word  was  utter’d,  half  was  done; 

As,  from  the  fouth,  the  fiercer  breezes  rife 
Swift  from  her  foe  alarm’d  Aurora  dies. 

With  every  fail  extended  to  the  wind 

She  fled  the  unequal  foe  that  chac’d  behind. _ _ 

Along  her  decks,  difpds’d  in  clofe  array. 

Each  at  its  port,  the  grim  artillery  lay. 

Soon  on  the  foe  with  brazen  throat  to  roar ; 

Eut,  fmall  their  flze,  and  narrow  was  their  bsre  / 

^Yet,  faithful,  they  their  dedin’d  dation  keep 
To  guard  the  barque  that  wafts  them  o’er  the  deep. 

Who  now  mud 'bend  to  deer  a  homeward  courfe 
And  tmi\  her  fwiftnefs  rather  than  her  force. 
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Unfit  to  combat  with  a  powerful  foe  • 

Her  decks  too  open,  and  her  -waift  too  low. 

VVmIe  o  er  the  wave,  with  foaming  prow,  file  flies. 
Once  more  emerging,  diftant  landfcaoes  rife; 

High  111  the  a.n  u\ejtarry  ftreamer  plhys. 

And  every  iail  its  various  tribute  pays  ; 

J  o  gam  the  land,  we  bore  the  weighty  blaft; 

And  now  the  w.lh’d  for  cafie  appear'd  at  laft; 
mit  the  vext  foe,  impatient  of  delay, 

1  repar’d  for  ruin,  prefs’d  upon  his  prey; 

Wear,  and  more  near,  in  aweful  grandeur  came 
Ihe  frigate  Iris,  not  unknown  to  fame; 
iRis  her  name,  but  Hancock  once  flie  bore, 
hram  a  and  completed  on  New  Albion’s  lliorc, 
hy  Manley  loll,  the  fwifteli  of  the  train 
1  nat  hy  with  wings  of  canvas  o’er  the  main. 

.  Prayer. 

while  for  cambat  fome  with  zeal  prepare, 
^lims  to  the  heavens  the  Boatfwain  fent  his  prayer; 

‘‘  Lilt’  all  ye  powers  that  rule  the  fkies  and  feas  1 
«  down  perdition  on  fuch  thieves  as  thefe, 

V\  mas,  fweil  their  hearts  with  terror  and  difmay, 

**  And  fprinkle  on  their  powder  falt-fea  fpray  ! 

I\Iay  burfting  cannon,  while  his  aim  he  tries, 
gunner,  and  be-damn  his  eyes— 

Ihe  chief  that  awes  the  quarter-deck,  may  he 
Tripp  d  from  his  Hand,  be  tumbled  in  the  fea. 

^  ^  rule  \h.Q  round-top* s  giddy  height 

be  canted  headlong  to  perpetual  night; 

May  fiends  torment  them  on  a  leeward  coaH, 

And  help  forfake  them  when  they  want  it  moH— 
rorn  their  wheel’d  engines  torn  be  every  gun— — 
And  now,  to  fum  up  every  curfc  in  one. 

May  latent  flames,  to  fave  us,  intervene. 

And  he^l-ward  drive  them  from  their  magazine!’’— 

VII. 


The  Frigate,  now,  had  every  fail  unfurl’d. 

And  rufh’d  trenendous  o’er  the  watery  world; 
Thus  fierce  P elides ^  eager  to  deflroy, 

Cn.ic’d  the  proud  Trojan  to  the  gates  of  Troy — 
Swift  o’er  the  waves  whi'e,  hoHi  ?,  they  purfue. 

As  fwiftly  from  their  fangs  Aurora  flew. 

At  jp’^o-th  Henlopen’s  cape  we  gain’d  once  more, 
Anu  V  nly  Hro  /e  t.)  force  the  Ihip  afhore; 

Stern  frite  forbade  the  barren  (bore  to  gain. 

Denial  fad,  and  f  lurce  of  future  pain  I 

For  then  the  infpiring  breezes  ceas’d  to  blow. 

Loft  were  t'  ey  all,  and  fmooth’d  the  feas  below  ; 

By  the  broad  cape  becalm’d,  our  lifefs  fails 
No  longer  fwell’d  their  bofoms  to  the  gales ; 
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The  fliip,  unable  to  purfue  her  way. 

Tumbling  about,  at  her  own  guidance  lay. 

No  more  tae  helm  its  woated  influence  lendi. 

No  oirs  afliil  us,  and. no  breeze  befriends; 

Mean  time  the  foe,  advancing  from  the  fea. 

Ranged  her  black  cannon,  pointed  on  our  lee^ 

T/ien  up  ihe  lujf  ’d,  and  blaz'd  her  entrails  dire. 

Bearing  deftrudion,  terror,  death,  and  lire. 

Vext  at  our  fite,  we  prim’d  a  piece,  and  then 
Return’d  the  (hot,  to  ihew  them  we  were  men. 

Dali  night  at  length  her  dufky  pinions  fpread. 

And  every  hope  to  ’fcape  the  foe  was  fled, 

Ciofe  to  tiiy  cape,  Heniopen,  though  wc  prefs’d* 

We  could  not  gain  thy  defert,  dreary  breafl ; 

Though  ruin’d  trees  befhroui  thy  barren  flrore 
With  mounds  offand  half  hid,  or  cover’d  o’er. 

Though  ruflian  winds  diilurb  thy  fummic  bare. 

Yet  every  hope  and  every  wiih  was  there: 

In  vain  we  fiught  to  reach  the  joylcfs  flrand. 

Fate  flood  between,  and  barr’d  us  from  the  land. 

All  dead  becalm’d,  and  lielplefs  as  we  lay. 

The  ebbing  current  forc’d  us  back  to  fea. 

While  vengeful  Iris,  thirfling  for  oar  blood, 

Flafli’d  her  red  lightnings  o’er  the  trembling  flood; 

At  every  flafii  a  ftorm  of  ruin  came 

’Till  Our  fhock’d  veiTel  fhook  through  all  her  frame— 

Mad  for  revenge,  our  breads  with  fury  glow 
To  wreak  returns  of  vengeance  on  the  foe; 

Full  at  his  hull  our  pointed  guns  we  rais’d. 

His  hull  refounded  as  the  cannon  blaz’d ;  , 

Through  his  broad  fails  wiule  fome  a  pallage  tore. 

His  lidcs  re-echo’d  to  the  dreadful  roar, 

Alternate  hres  difpcll’d  the  fliades  of  night — 

But  how  unequal  was  this  daring  fight  1 
Our  ftoutefl  guns  threw  but  a  fix-pound  ball, 

Twelve  pounders  from  the  foe  our  fides  did  maul; 

And,  while  no  power  to  fave  him  intervenes, 

A  bullet  flrack  our  captain  of  marines ; 

Fierce,  though  he  bid  ieiiaace  to  the  foe 
He  felt  his  dvatii  ana  ruin  in  the  b:ow, 

Headlong  he  fell,  diflraded  with  the  wound,  ' 

The  deck  diflain’d,  and  heart  blood  ftreaming  rounds 
Another  blafl,  as  fatal  in  its  aim,  ^ 

V/ing’d  by  deftrmflion,  through  our  rigging  came. 

And  aim’d  aloft,  to  cripple  in  the  fray,^ 

Shrouds,  flays,  and  braces  tore  at  once  away. 

Sails,  blocks,  and  oirs  in  fcatter’d  fragments  fly— 

Their  foftefl  language  was — submit,  or  die. 

Repealed  cries  throughout  the  fliip  refound; 

Now  every  bullet  brought  a  dilFerent  wound; 
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Twixt  and  ‘-water,  one  affail’d  the  fide  • 
i  nrouga  tius  aperture  rufh’d  the  briny  tide-,  . 
rvv-as  then  the  Mafter  trembled  for  his  crew, 

^d  bat^e  thy  Ihores,  O  Delaware,  adieu 
And  mutt  we  yieid  to  yon’  deftruaive  ball. 

And  inu  I  our  colours  to  thefe  ruffians  fall ' _ 

Ibey  fall  l—ms  tJtunders  forc’d  our  irencth  o  bend 
The  lofty  topiails.  with  their  yards,  dcJnd.  ’ 

nd  the  proud  foe,  luch  leagues  of  ocean  pais’d', 

Mis^  wiih  completed' in  our  woe  at  laid. 

"o  at  length,  toodate, 

d  hat  JDcath  was  barter  than  the  prifoner’s  fir  er  ' 

There  doom’d  to  famine,  lhackles,  and  defpair. 

Condemn’d  to  breathe  a  foul,  infefted  air 

in  iickly  hulks,  devoted  while  we  lay, 

Succeffive  funerals  gloom’d  each  difmal  day. 

Jjut  what  on  captives  Britifh  rage  can  do, 

Anthi?r  Canto,  friends,  {hall  let  you  know* 


VIIL  F^ifon  Ships, 

The  various  horrors  of  thefe  hulks  to  tell, 

1  nefe  Prifon  Ships  where  pain  and  penance  dwell, 

.  here  death  in  tenfold  vengeance  holds  his  reign* 
injur’d  ghofts,  yet  unaveng’d,  complain; 
inis  be  my  talk — ungenerous  Britons,  you 
Confpire  to  murder  whom^  you  can’t  fubdue.— 

ihould  dye  our  plains  wkli  gor^*. 

And  delolation  fpread  through  every  fhore. 

None  e’er  could  doubt,  that  her  ambition  knew,~-»»« 

This  was  to  rage  and  difappointment  due  ; 

But  that  tkofe  legions  whom,  our  foil  maintain’d. 

Who  firil  drew  breath  in  this  devoted  land, 

familh  d  wolves,  Ihpuld  on  their  country  prey^ 

Aiiid  its  foes,  and  wred  our  lives  awav. 

This  (hocks  belief-— and  bids  our  foil  difown 
Such  knaves,  fiibfemient  to  a  bankrupt  throne.. 

By  them  the  widow  mourns  her  partner  dead. 

Her  mangled  fons  to  darkfome  prifons  led. 

By  them— -ana  hence  my  keened  forrows  rife^ 

My  friend, — companion — my  Orejtes  dies— _ _ 

Still  for  that  lofs  mud  wretched  I  complain. 

And  faid  Ophelia  mourn  her  lois — in  vain  ! 

Ah !  come  the  day  when  from  this  bleeding  (hore 
Fate  (hall  remove  them,  to  return  no  more— 

To  fcorch’d  Bahama  lhall  the  traitors  go 
With  grief,  and  rage,  and  unremitting  woe. 

On  burning  fawds  to  walk  their  painful  round. 

And  figh  through  all  the  folitary  ground. 

Where  no  gay  flower  their  haggard  eyes  (hall  fee, 

And  And  no  (hade— rbut  from  the  cyprefs  tree.  if 
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S'o  much  we  fufferM  from  the  tribe  I  hate. 

So  near  they  Ihov’d  us  to  the  brink  of  fue, 

VVnen  two  long  months  in  thcfe  dark  hulks  wc  lay 
Ba  rM  down  by  night,  and  fainting  all  the  day 
In  the  fierce  fervours  of  the  folar  beam, 

C'joi’d  by  no  breeije  on  Hudfon’s  inountain-ilream ; 
That  not  unfung  thefe  threekore  days  fliall  fall 

To  black  oblivion  that  would  cover  all!*- - 

IX. 

No  mads  or  fails  thefe  crowded  f  lips  adorn, 

Difmai  to  view,  negieded  and  forlorn; 

I  tore,  mighty  ills  oppreis’d  the  impriron’d  throng, 
E  ui  were  our  llumbers,  and  our  nights  were  long— 
f'rom  morn  to  eve  along  the  decks  we  lay 
S^oichM  into  fevers  by  the  folar  ray; 

No  friendly  call  a  welcome  flutde. 

Once  w'as  it  promisM,  and  was  never  made  ; 

No  favours  could  ihelc  fons  of  death  beiluw', 

’Twas  endlefs  vengeance,  and  unceafing  woe; 
Immortal  hatred  does  their  breafls  enc^age. 

And  this  lofl  empire  fwelis  their  fouls  with  rage^. 

X. 

Two  hulks  on  Hudfon’s  ftormy  bofom  lie. 

Two,  on  the  eaft,  alarm  the  pitying  ey<; - 

There,  the  black  Scorpion  at  her  mooring  rides. 
There,  Strombolo  fwiiigs,  yielding  to  the  tides  j 
Here,  bulky  Jersev  fills  a  larger  fp/.ce. 

And  Hunter,  to  all  hofpitals  difg.race— 

Tliou,  Scorpion,  fital  to  thy  crowded  throng. 
Dire  theme  of  horror  and  Plutonian  fbirg, 

Requir’ft  my  lay — thy  fultry  decks  1  know, 

A'ld  all  the  torments  that  exifl  below  ’ 

The  briny  wave  that  liudfon’s  bofom  fills 
Drained  through  he  bottom  in  a  tiioufand  rills  i 
Rotten  and  old,  replete  wdth  fighs  and  groans. 
Scarce  on  the  waters  fhe  fufiain’d  her  bones  ; 

Here,  doom’d  to  toil,  or  founder  in  the  tide. 

At  the  moift  pumps  incefiantly  we  piy’d, 

Here,^  doom’d  to  ftarve,  like  familli’d  dogs,  wc  tore 
The  fcant  allowance,  that  our  tyrants  bore 
Remembrance  fhudders  at  this  fcene  of  fears— 

Still  in  my  view  fon;e  tyrant  chief  appears. 

Some  bafe-born  Heffian  (lave  walks  threatening  by. 
Some  fervile  Scot,  with  murder  in  his  eye. 

Still  haunts  my  fight,  as  vainly  t  ey  ly-moan 
Rebellions  manag’d  fo  unlike  their  1 
O  may  I  never  feel  the  poign  .nt  p.an 
To  live  fiibjeded  to  fuch  fiends  again, 

'^le-jjards  and  Mate?,  "hat  .  oftiie  Britain  bore. 

Cut  troin  the  gallows  oa  iheir  native  diore  i 
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Their  gh.iftly  looks  and  vengeance- bearriine  eves 
Still  to  my  view  in  difmal  viftons  rife _ _  ^  ^ 

O  may  I  ne’er  review  thefe  dire  abodes. 

And  vo*!!*^tha7  floating  on  the  floods, — 

^tra-r  troubled  ocean  go, 

B»tter  thp  fl^oflards  to  this  venom’d  foe, 

Be‘  e^  M  wave  fliould  fwallow  all. 

Be.  er  to  meet  the  death-condufting  bail. 

Better  to  f eep  on  ocean’s  oozy  bed“ 

At  once  deftroy'd  and  number’d  with  the  ’dead 
Than  thus  to  perifli  in  the  face  of  day 

Where  twice  ten  thoufand  deaths  one  death  delay. 

ocean  finks  the  weftern  fun, 

^  i  'Rories  lire  their  evening  gun, 

“  fife')’  the  angry  Scotchmen  cry, 

H-,n  ^'^ords  die!’’ 

Heir  /‘^ofle  !  what  can  with  thee  compare - 

«eat,  fieknefs,  famine,  death,  and  ftagnant  air- 
andora  s  box,  from  whence  all  mifchiefs  flew, 

i-.e  real  found,  torments  mankind  anew  ! _ _ 

Swif^t  from  the  guarded  decks  we  rulh’d  along. 

And  vainly  fought  repofe,  fo  vaft  our  throng; 
i  hree  hu  ndred  wretches  here,  denied  all  lilht, 
in  crowded  manfions  pafs  the  infernal  nieht. 

Some  for  a  bed  their  tatter’d  veftments  jSin, 
n  ome  on  chefts,  and  fome  on  floors  recline  ; 

Shut  from  the  bleflirigs  of  the  evening  air 
enfive  we  lay  with  mingled  corpfes  there, 

Meape  and  wan,  and  fcorch’d  with  heat,  below, 
e  look  d  like  gholls,  ere  death  had  made  us  fo— 

«ow  could  we  clfe,  where  heat  and  hunger  join’d 

rhus  to  dcbafe  the  body  and  the  mind,-— _ 

here  cruel  thirft  the  parching  throat  invades, 
iiries  up  the  man,  and  fits  him  for  the  fhades. 
o  waters  laded  from  the  bubbling  fpring 
o  thefe  dire  fliips  thefe  little  tyrants  bring—— 

By  p;ank  and  ponderous  beams  completely ^^all’d 

«  vam  for  water  and  in  vain  we  call’d- _ - 

No  drop  was  granted  to  the  midnight  prayer, 
i  o  reMs  in  thefe  regions  of  defpair  !■ — — 

The  loath  fome  calk  a  deadly  dofe  contains,  ' 
its  poifon  circling  through  the  languid  veins;. 

Here,  generous  Briton,  generous,  as  you  fay, 

"  To  my  parch’d  tongue  one  cooling  drop  convey, 

mifchief  like  a  thirrty  throat, 

**  Nor  one  tormentor  like  your  David  Sproat,^^ 

_  ,  XII. 

Dull  flew  the  hours,  till,  from  the  Eaft  difplay’d. 

Sweet  morn  difpeird  the  horrors  of  the  fhadc ; 
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On  every  fide  dire  objefls  met  t’re  figlit, 

And  pallid  forms,  and  murders  of  the  night,  ^ 
The  dead  were  pad  their  pain,  the  livdag  groan. 
Nor  dare  to  hope  another  morn  their  own; 

Bat  what  to  them  is  morn’s  delightful  ray  ? 

Sad  and  diflrcEfiil  as  the  clofe  of  day ; 

O’er  dilfant  dreams  appears  the  dewy  green. 

And  leafy  trees  on  mouutai'h  tops  are  icen, 

Eat  they  no  gro/es  nor  grafly  mountains  tread, 
Mark’d  for  a  longer  journey  to  the  dead 

Black  as  the  ciouds,  that  lhadc  St.  Kilda’s  ll^ore. 
Wild  as  the  winds,  that  round  ner  mountain.:  roar. 
At  every  pod  fome  fuvly  vagrant  dand's, 

Cull’d  from  the  Englilh  or  the  Scotti.h  bands# — *• 
Difpenfing  death  ^triumphantly  they  Hand. 

Their  mufquets  ready  to  obey  command ; 

Wounds  are  their  fport,  as  ruin  is  their  aim  ; 

On  their  dark  fouls  compaffion  has  no  6iaim, 

And  difeord  only  can  their  fpirits  pieafe: 

Such  were  our  tyrants  here,  and  Ihch  were  thelc. 

Ingratitude  !  no  curfe  like  thee  is  found 
Throughout  this  jarring  world’s  tumultuoas  round. 
Their  hearts  with  malice  to  our  coimtr.y  fweli 
Becaufe,  in  former  da;ys,  we  us’d  them  well— 1 
This  pierces  deep,  too  deeply  wounds  the  bre  id; 
We  help’d  them  naked,  friendlefs,  and  didred, 
Receiv’d  them,  vagrants,  with  an  open  hand  ; 
Beffow’d  them  bitildings,  privilege,  and  land— 
Behold  the  change! — ^vvhen  angry  Britain  role, 
Thefe  thankiefs  tribes  becarrie  our  fierced  Iocs, 

By  them  devoted,  plunder’d,  and  accund. 

Stung  by  the  ferpents,  whom  ourfelves  had  nurs’d. 

XIIL 

But  fuch  a  train  of  endlefs  woes  abound. 

So  many  mifehiefs  in  thefe  hulks  are  found. 

That  on  them  all  a  poem  to  prolong 

Vv^ould  fwell  too  hi^li  the  horrors  of-our  fon'o-  — 

Huno'cr  and  third,  to  work  our  woe,  combine. 

And  mouldy 'bread,  and  flelh  of  rdtten  f  vine 
The  mangled  carcafe,  and  the  barter’d  brain, 

The  doctor’s  poifou,  and  the  captain’s  canc. 

The  foldier’s  mufquet,  and  the  fte ward’s  de’o't, 

The  evening  ftiackie,  and  the  noon-day'  turcat. 

That  balm,  dedniiliVcAo  the  pings  of  care. 
Which  Rome  of  old,  nor  Atheiis 'could  prepare, 
Which  gains  the  day  for  many  a  mod 'em  chief 
When  cool  refledlion  yields  a  faiht  Veiidf, 

That  charm,  vybofe  virtue  the  wOrkL boride. 

Was  bv  thefe  tvrants  our  ufe -de-Med; 

4  4  ^ 
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Poems  on  several  occasions^ 

■’’e^ilthfome  balm  to  laie 

_  hu  putrid  wat«r  fcit  us  pow.irtul  aid- 

at  vvhea  refus^d^to  aggravate  our  p^ins — 
en  fevers  rag^i  and  revei’d  through  our  vein*:* 
Taroughout  my  frame  I  feit  its  deadly  heat,  ' ''' 

I  felt  my  pu.ie  with  quicker  motions  heat: 
fj  due  o^er  every  face  was  fpread, 

Unufual  pains  attack’a  the  fain  i  g  head; 

;Nq  ?h>dic  here,  no  dodor  to  affid, 

ith  oa  hs,  they  placed  rae  on  the  fick  mansMid  ; 

rympioms  tool 

Ana  thefe  ivere  entcda-  on  the  dotlor’s  book- 
1  iie  .oatmome  Hunter  was  our  defin’d  pkce, 

.ne  Hunter  to  aa  nofpitals  difgrace; 

It  oid:ers,  fent  to  guard  us  on  oUr  road. 

Joyful  we  left  the  Scorpion’s  dire  abode; 

Some  tears  we  ihed  fo  the  rem  aining  crew, 

I  ilea  cars  d  cue  huik>  and  from  her  Tides  withdrew, 

XIV .  ne  He/p  it  al  Prifon  Ship. 

Now  tov/’rds  the  Hvnter’s  gloomy  decks  we  came* 
A  uaughter-houle,  yet  hc/i>itai  in  name; 

For  none  came  there,  ’till  ruin’d  with  their  f.es. 

And  half  confum’d,  and  dying  of  dif,  a.;e ; _ 

But  when  too  near,  with  labouring  oars  we  piy’d 
The  Mate,  ^wtih  curfes,  drove  us  from  the  fide  ; 

1  hat  wretCii  who,  baniih’ci  from  the  navy  crew, 

G.  Ovvn  old  in  blood,  did  here  his  trade  renew, 
dis  rancorous  tongue,  when  on  ins  charge  let  loofeii 
Utter’d  reproaches,  icandal,  and  abui'e. 

Gave  all  to  hell,  who  dar'd  his  king  dildw’n. 

And  fv'ore  mankind  w^ere  m-.dc  for  George  alone*' 

A  thouiand  times,  to  irritate  cur  woe. 

He  w'ifh’d  us  ibunder’d  in  the  gulph  below; 

A  thoufand  times,  he  brandifli’d  high  his  lEck,. 
aind  fwore  as  often  that  we  were  not  fick— — 
i  nd  yet  lo  pale  ! — that  we  were  thought  by  fome 
A  rreight  of  ghofts,  fr  ;m  death’s  dominions  come 
But  calm’d  at  length- -for  wno  can  always  rage. 

Or  tue  here  war  jf  b(  undiefs  pafTion  w^age. 

He  pointed  to  t  le  hairs  that  led-below 
I'o  damps,  diieafe,  and  varied  ihapes  of  woe— 

I)own  to  -h  gioom  i  took  my  penhve.  way. 

Along  the  decks  the  d^  mg  captives  lay ; 

Some  druck  with  idnefs,  fome  with  feurvy  pained# 

But  did  )f  put  li  levers  moft  comp!  lin’d  I 
On  the  hard  fl  ors  the fe  wafted  obje  d.s  laid. 

There  tofs’d  and  tumbb^d  m  the.dirmal  Ihade, 

There  no  foft  '^oicc  their  bitter  fa^e  bemo.  n’d, 

Axid  death  trode  fiatdy,  while  the  gioau’4^ 
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Of  leaky  decks  f  heard  them  long  complain, 

DrovvnM  as  they  -were  in  deluges  ot  rain, 

Deny’ci  the  comforts  of  a  dying  bed. 

And  not  a  pillow  to  fupporc  tne  ncad - 

How  could  they  elfe  but  pine,  and  grieve,  and  ligh, 

Deteft  a  wretched  life—- and  widi  to  die. 

Scarce  had  I  ningrled  with  this  difmal  band 

When  a  thin  vidim  feiz’d  me  by  the  hand - - 

“  And  art  thou  come,*'  (death  heavy  on  his  eyes) 

And  art  thou  come  to  thefe  abodets,— (he  cries ;) 

Why  didft  thou  leave  the  Scerpion's  dark  retreat, 

“  And  hither  hafte,  a  furer  death  to  meet? 

Why  didft  thou  leave  thy  damp  infefted  cell  ?— 

If  that  was  purgatory,  this  is  hell - - 

We,  too,  grown  weary  of  that  horrid  lhade 

Petition'd  early  for  the  doflor's  aid  j 

His  aid  denied,  more  deadly  fymptoms  came. 

Weak,  and  yet  weaker,  glow'd  the  vital  flame; 

And  when  difeafe  had  worn  us  down  fo  low 
That  few  could  tell  if  we  were  ghofts,  or  no. 

And  all  alTerted  death  would  be  our  fate— — 

Taen  to  tae  docior  we  were  fent — too  late. 

H  ere  waftes  away  Eurymedon  the  brave, 

H  ere  young  Palsmon  finds  a  watery  grave. 

Here  lov'd  Alcander.  now  alas  I  no  more. 

Dies,  far  fequefter'd  from  his  native  (hore; 

He  late,  perhaps,  too  eager  for  the  fray, 

Chac’d  the  proud  Briton  o'er  the  watery  way, 

'Till  fortune,  jealous,  bade  her  clouds  appear. 

Turn'd  hoftile  to  his  fame,  and  brought  him  here, 

“  Thus  dq^ur  warriors,  thus  our  heroes  fall, 

Imprifon’d  here,  fure  ruin  meets  them  all. 

Or,  fent  afar  to  Britain's  barbarous  (hore. 

There  pine  neglected,  and  return  no  more 
Ah  reft  in  peace,  each  injur'd,  parted  (hade, 

<<  By  cruel  hands  in  death's  dark  weeds  array'd. 

The  days  to  come  (hall  to  your  memory  raife 
f€  Piles  on  thefe  (hores,  to  (pread  thro’  earth  your  praifc/J 

XV .  ^he  llejjlan  Do  S/or, 

From  Brooklyn  heights  a  HefTian  doclor  came^, 

N07  great  his  (kill,  nor  greater  much  his  f ime ;  ' 

Fair  Science  never  call'd  the  wretch  her  Ton, 

And  Art  difdain'd  the  ftupid  man  to  owm  ; - - 

Can  you  admire  that  Science  was  (b  coy. 

Or  Art  refus'd  his  genius  to  employ  ! — ^ _ 

Do  men  with  brutes  an  equal  dullnefs  (lure. 

Or  cuts  yon'  groveling  mole  the  midway  air— ► 

In  polar  worlds  can  Eden’s  bloffoms  blow, 

Do  trees  of  Godin  barren  deferts  grow.. 
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Or  1  u  known, 

y«‘ril  tile  frozen  zone- 

^et  ftrll  he  put  his  genius  to  the  rack 

,  as  you  may  fuppofe,  was  own’d  a  auad 
He  on  his  cnarge  the  healing  work  begun 
Witn  antimonia!  mixcures,  by  \he  tm. 

^7  was  th-'- time  he  deign’d  to  (lav 

Tlie  ume  of  «race  *  ,  ° 

A  .1  »  ■‘llO'-tea  once  a  day  _ _ _ 

He  dieicn  J  us  well  with  bitter  drau4ts  ’tis  true 

AiW  from  hell,  and  from  pTru-  '' 

oome  ^  p,ll,  he  fent  to  Pluto’s  reign  ■ 

And  fome  he  blifter’d  with  his  flies  of  Sp!i7 

Till  deadly  roLd,’  . 

ru  the  lean  patient  at  the  potion  frown’d 

Ana  .ware  tint  hemlock,  death,  or  what  you  will 

[Lfr'rcf  ‘l""  k  J  bill.— 

Or  ‘  he  beflow’d  a  kick, 

Or  menac  d  vengeance  with  his  walkin^r  flick  — 

Here,  iincontroui’d,  he  exercis’d  his  ttlL,  ' 

-.Id  grew  experienc’d  by  the  deaths  he  made. 

He  kPl  A I  7'  kis  cane  endur’d 

He  kid  d  at  lead  as  many  as  he  cur’d. 

On  our  loft  comrades  built  his  future  thme, 

Anc  (ca.tcr  d  fate,  where’er  .Vis  footfteps  came. 

Some  aid  not  bend,  fubmiVive  to  his  Ikill, 

And  i.vore  Jie  mingled  poifon  with  his  pill. 

ikit  I  acquit  him  by  a  fair  confeflion, 

He  was  no  Myrmidon — he  was  a  Heflian — 

Although  a  dunce,  he  had  fome  fenfe  of  fin 

Ur  elfe  the  lord  knows  where  we  now  had  been  ;  - 

Wo  doubt,  in  that  far  country  fent  to  range 

n  Jiere  never  prifoner  meets  with  an  exchange-,. 

o  centnes  Hand,  to  guard  the  midnight  polls, 

W(^  feal  down  hatch-ways  on  a  crowd  of  ghofts. 

Knave  though  ke  was,  yet  candour  muft  confefs 

Wot  chier  Phylician  was  this  man  of  HelTe— 

One  mafler  o’er  the  murdering  tribe  was  plac’d. 

m  him  the  reft  were  honour’d  or  difgrac’d ; 

Once,  and  but  once;  by  fome  ftrange  fortune  led 

He  came  to  fee  t.he  dying,  and  the  dead _ 

He  came  but  anger  fo  deform’d  his  eye. 

And  Ihch  a  faulchion  glitter’d  on  his  thigh, 

An.i  fuch  a  gloom  his  vifage  darken’d  o'er. 

And  two  fuch  piftols  in  his  hands  he  bore ! 

I  nat,  by  the  gods  ! — with  fuch  a  load  of  fteel. 

He  came,  we  thought,  to  murder,  not  to  heal— « 

Kage  in  his  heart,  and  mifehief  in  his  head. 

He  gloom’d  deftruftion,  and  had  fmote  us  dead. 

Had  he  io  dar’d— but  fear  with-held  his  hand— 

He  came  blafphem’d — and  turn’d  again  to  land. 
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XV r.  ^he  Benevolent  Captain* 
From  this  poor  veffel,  and  her  fickly  crew 
A  Biicilh  ieaman  ali  his  titles  drew,  ^ 

Captain,  elquire,  commander,  too,  in  chief. 

And  hence  he  gj.in’d  his  bread,  and  hence  his  beef. 
But,  fir,  you  might  have  fearch’d  creation  round 
And  fach  aiiotiier  riihian  not  have  found— 

Tiiough  unprovoked,  an  angry  face  he  bore. 

Ail  were  aAoniili'd  at  the  oaths  he  fwore; 

He  fwore,  till  every  pnfoner  flood  aghafl. 

And  thought  him  Satan  in  a  brimftoue  blaftp 
He  wifn’d  us  barjtfnM  from  the  public  light. 

He  wilh’d  us^ihroaded  in  perpetual  night  • 

Taut  were  he  king,  no  mercy  would  he  fhow. 

But  drive  all  rehch  to  the  wond  below ; 

7’aat  if  we  fcoundrels  did  not  ferub  the  decks 
His  llaff  ihoa.d  break  our  bafe  rebellious  necks;— 
He  fwore,  befides,  that  fhould  the  fhip  take  fire 
We  too  mud  in  the  pitchy  Hames  expire; 

And  tneant  it  fo — .his  tyrant,  I  engage. 

Had  loil  his  life,  to  gratify  his  rage. — 

If  were  he  walk’d  a  murdered  carcafe  lay. 

Still  drei  iful  was  the  language  of  the  day — 

He  call’d  us  dogs,  and  would  have  held  us  fo. 

But  terror  check’d  the  meditated  blow. 

Of  vengeance,  from  our  injur’d  nation  due 
To  him,  and  all  the  bafe  unmanly  crew. 

XVII. 

Such  food  they  fent,  to  make  complete  our  woes. 
It  look’d  like  carrion  torn  from  hungry  crows  : 

Such  vermin  vile  on  every  joint  were  feen. 

So  black,  corrupted,  mortified,  and  lea  , 

That  once  we  try’d  to  move  our  Hmty  caief. 

And  thus  addrefs’d  him,  holding  up  the  beef ; 

See,  captain,  fee  1  what  rotten  bones  we  pick. 
What  kills  the  healthy  cannot  cure  the  lick ; 

Not  dogs  on  fiich  by  Chriftian  men  arc  fed. 

And  fee,  good  matter,  fee,  what  loufy  bread !’* 
Your  meat  or  bread  (this  man  of  death  replied) 
’Tis  not  my  care  to  manage  or  provide — 

But  this,  bafe  rebel  dogs,  I’d  have  you  know, 

**  Tiiat  better  than  you  merit  we  bettow  : 

Out  of  my  fight  1”— nor  more  he  deign’d  to  fay. 
But  whLk’d  about,  and  frowning,  ttrode  away. 

XVIIL  Conclufion* 

Each  day,  at  leaft  fix  carcafes  we  bore 
And  fcratch’d  them  graves  along  the  Tandy  fliorc. 

By  feeble  hands  the  Ihallo^  graves  were  made. 

No  memorial  o’er-  the^corpfes  laid ; 
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In  barren  fand,.  and  -"ar  from  home,  they  lie 
No  frieiia  to  wed  a  uar,  when  paiTina  by; 

O  er  the  mean  tombs  inibhing  dritonl  Jeld 
Spmn  at  the  fand.  and  curfe  t1w  rebel  dead 

for  firft,  or  laft.  they  muft  be  conquer’d  a  1 
!  to  rites  Sepulchral  ju^ 

S  lootftep  prefs  this  kin  beJ  duft. 

Phre  tf  'on'.hs,  if  tombs  can  then  be  found 
Place  the  green  turf,  and  plant  the  myrtle  round’ 
Americans,  a  juft  refcntment  (hew. 

And  glut  revenge  on  this  detefted  foe; 

Cf-  1  m  diftends  the  glowing  vein 

S  ill  lhali  refcntment  in  your  bofoms  reit»a  ^ 

Can  you  forget  the  greedy  Briton’s  ire,"  ‘ 

your  fields  in  rum,  and  your  domes  on  fire, 

An,t*^Kt’  T  and  murder  free, 

Mnft  r  tbe  hell-born  refugee! 

Muft  forever  you.  bell  blood  entomb, 

thefe  gorg  d  monfters  triumph  in  our  doom. 
Who  leave  no  art  of  cruelty  untrf  d;— 

buch  heavy  vengeance,  and'fuch  hellilh  pride  ! 
*feath  has  no  charms— his  realms  deieded  lie 
^  the  dull  climate  of  a  clouded  Iky,' 

Peath  has  no  charms,  except  in  Britilh  eyes. 

See,  arm  d  for  blood,  the  ambitious  vultures  rife. 

See  how  they  pant  to  ftain  the  world  with  gore, 

Th  .7 ‘.ir*  murder  more  ; 

iftat  fclfilh  race,  from  all  the  world  disjoin’d, 

perpetual  difcord  fpread  among  mankind. 

Aim  to  extend  their  empire  o^er  the  ball. 

Subject,  deltroy,  abforb,  and  conquer  all; 

As  if  the  power,  that  formM  us,  did  condemn 

All  other  nations  to  be  Haves  to  them _ 

Roufe  from  your  fleep,  and  crulh  the  invading  band, 

An  ivveep  them  from  the  land, 

Ally  d  like  you,  what  madnefs  to  defpair, _ - 

Attack  the  ruffians  while  they  linger  there  ; 

There  fits,  a  tyrant  all  complete, 

Sqc  yaugha»,  there,  with  rude  Knyphaujen  meet. 

And  every  wretch,  whom  honour  fhould  deteft 
There  finds  a  home— and  Arnold  with  the  relL 
Ah!  traitors,  loll  to  every  fenfe  of  fname,  ' 

UnjuH  fupporters  of  a  tyrant’s  claim,; 

Foes  to  the  rights  of  freedom  and  of  men, 

Flulh  d  with  the  biood  of  thoufands'  you  have  ilain. 
To  the  juft  doom  the  righteous  heavens  decree 
We  leave  you  toiling  flill  in  cruelty, 

Or  on  dark  plans  in  future  herds  to  meet, 

Flans  form’d  in  hell,  and  projea®  half  complete: 
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k  h"  years  approach  that  fhall  to  ruin  bring 
Y  Nii'  lords,  your  chiefs,  your  Nero  of  a  king. 

Whofe  murderous  aci-s  fhai  ■  ftamp  his  name  accurs'd^ 

And  his  laii  ciFo^rts  mure  than  damn  the  firll. 

,1,.  ,  I.,  .  -  I  II  .■  I  ■■^1— ...  — yri 

ON  THE 

MEMORABLE  VICTORY,. 

OBTAINEP 

Sy  thv?  ga’lan  t  captain  John  Paul  Jo  n  e  s  ,  of  th(?  Ben  Homme 

urd^  ovrr  the  SerapbJs,  uncier  the  command  of  captain  Pea  Rio  nv” 

C^'ER  the  rough  main,  with  flowing  fheet,, 

Tae  guardian  of  a  numerous  fleet, 

Seraphii  from  the  Baltic  can.e; 

A  mip  ot  ief,  tremendous  force 
$aiPd  by  her  fide  the  felr-fame  courfe, 

L,our.tefs  cf  S^arb^ro*  was  her  namo. 

And  n  )\v  their  native  coaits  appear* 

Britan  -ia’s  hiila  their  fummits  rear 
Above  rhe  German  main; 

Fond  to  furioofe  tiieir  dangers  o^cr# 

They  fouthward  coafl  along  the  (here* 

Thy  waters,  gentle  Thames*  to  gain*. 

Full  forty  guns  Seraphls  bore. 

And  Scarb’ro^s  Counters  twenty-four, 

ManiPd  with  Old  England’s  boldefl  tars— 

What  flag  that  rides  the  (5aliic  feas 

Shall  dare  attack  fach  piles  as  thefe,  | 

DeagiPd  for  tumults  and  for^w^ars! 

Now  from  the  top^mafl’s  giddy  height 
A.  feaman  cry’d— Four  fail  in  fight 

Approach  with  favouring  gales,’*  ‘ 

Pearfon,  refolv’d  to  fave  the  fleet. 

Stood  off  to  Tea,  thefe  flups  to  meet. 

And  clofely  brac’d  his  fhiv'ering  fail^ 

With  him  advanc’d  the  Countefs  bold. 

Like  a  black  tar  in  wars  grown  old: 

And  now  thefe  floating  piles  drew  nigh; 

But,  mule,  unfold,  what  chief  of  fame  ^ 

the  other  warlike  fquadron  cam-e, 

Whofe  llaadarcU  ai  his  mad  head  fljr, 
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’Twas  Jones,  brave  Jones,  to  battle  led 
As  bold  a  crew  as  ever  bled 

Upon  the  fky^furrounded  main ; 

The  ftandards  of  the  weliern  world 
Were  to  the  willing  winds  unfurPd, 

Denying  Britain’s  tyrant  reign. 

The  Good^Mm-Rickard  led  the  line; 

The  Alliaiics  ne,xt:  with  thefe  combine 
The  Gallic  fhip  they  Fallas  call , 

The  Vengeance y  arm’d  with  fword  and  flames 
Thefe  to  attack  the  Britons  came— 

B.ut  t^o  accomplilh’d  all. 

Now  Phoebus  fought  his  pearly  bed : 

But  who  can  tell  the  feenes  or  dread, 

T  he  horrors  of  that  fatal  night  ! 

Clofe  up  thefe  floating  caflles  came: 

The  Good-Man-Richard  burfts  in  flame  j 
Seraphis  trembled  at  the  flpht. 

She  felt  the  fury  of  her  ball: 

Down,  proflrate,  down  the  Britons  fall  ; 

The  decks  were  flrew’d  with  flain: 

Jones  to  the  foe  his  veflfel  lafli’d ; 

And,  while  the  black  artillery  flalh’d^ 

Loud  thunders  fhook  the  main. 

Alas !  that  mortals  fliould  employ 
Such  murdering  engines,  to  deflroy 

That  frame  by  heaven  fo  nicely  join’d; 

Alas!  that  e’er  the  god  decreed 
That  brother  Ihould  by  brother  bleed, 

And  pour’d  fuch  madnefs  in  the  mind. 

But  thou,  brave  Jones,  no  blame  flialt  bear; 

The  rights  of  men  demand  your  care: 

For  thefe  you  dare  the  greedy  waves— 

No  tyrant,  on  deflruftion  bent. 

Has  plann’d  thy  conquefls — thou  art  fent 
To  humble  tyrants  and  their  flaves. 

See !— -dread  Seraphis  flames  again— 

And  art  thou,  Jones,  among  the  flain. 

And  funk  to  Neptune’s  caves  below— 

He  lives — though  crowds  around  him  fall. 

Still  he,  unhurt,  furvives  them  all ; 

Almofl:  alone  he  fights  the  foe. 

And  can  your  fliip  thefe  flrokes  fuftain? 

Behold  your  brave  companions  flain. 
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All  clafp’d  in  ocean’s  cold  embrace,  , 

Strike,  or  be  sunk — the  Briton  cries— 

Sink  if  you  can — the  chief  replies. 

Fierce  lightnings  blazing  in  his  face.  ' 

» 

Then  to  the  fide  three  guns  he  drew,  . 

*  (Almoft  deferted  by  his  crew) 

And  charg’d  them  deep  with  woe ; 

By  Pearfon's  flafli  he  aim’d  hot  balls ; 

His  main-maft  totters — down  it  ialls— — 

/  O’erwhelming  half  below, 

% 

Pearfon  had  yet  difdain’d  to  yield, 

.But  fcarce  hisiecret  fears  conceal’d. 

And  thus  was  heard  to  cry — 

With  hell,  not  mortals,  1  contend; 

**  What  art  thoii — human,  or  a  fiend,  .  ^  ' 

That  doft  my  force  defy  ? 

Return,  my  lads,  the  fight  renew!”—  ■> 

So  call’d  bold  Pearfon  to  his  crew; 

But  call’d,  alas !  in  vain ; 

Some  on  the  decks  lay  maim’d  and  dead ; 

Some  to  their  deep  recefles  fied, 

■  And  hofts  were  Ihrouded  in  the  inairt» 

Dillrefs’d,  forfaken,  and  alone. 

He  haul’d  his  tatter’d  flandard  down. 

And  yielded  to  his  gallant  foe; 

J^ld  Pallas  foon  the  Count ejs  took,*  — . 

Thus  both  their  haughty  colours  ftruck, 

Confefiing  what  the  brave  can*  do. 

But,  Jones,  too  dearly  didft  thou  biiy 
Thefe  fhips  pofTeft  fo  glorioufly. 

Too  many  deaths  dilgrac’d  the  fray: 

Thy  barque  that  bore  the  conquering  flame. 

That  the  proud  Briton  overcame. 

Even  flie  forfook  thee  on  thy  way ; 

For  when  the  morn  began  to  Ihine, 

Fatal  to  her,  the  ocean  brine 

Pour’d  through  each  fpacious  wound; 

Quick  in  the  deep  {he  difappear’d : 

But  Jones  to  friendly  Belgia  fleer’d. 

With  conquefl  and  with  glory  crown’d. 

,  Go  on,  great  man^  to  fcourge  the  foe. 

And  bid  thefe  haughty  Britons  know 

They  to  our  thirteen  Stars  fhall  bend; 
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The  Stars  that,- veil’d  in  dark  attire,  , 
Long  glimmer’d  with  a  feeble  fire. 

But, radiant  now  afccnd. 

Bend  to  the  Stars  that  flaming  rife 

On  weflern  worlds,  more  brilliant  fkies. 

Fair  Freedom’s  reign  reftor’d— — 

So  when  the  Magi,  come  from  far. 

Beheld  the  God-attendino-  Star, 

They  trembled  and  ador’d, 

\  * 


A  PROPHECY, 

"y  ^ flEN  a  certain  great  King,  whofe  initial  is  G, 

Forces  Stamps  upon  paper,  and  folks  to  drink  Tea  ; 

Vvhen  theie  folks  burn  his  tea  and  ftampt  paper,  like  ftubble,* 
You  may  guefs  that  this  king  is  then  coming  to  trouble. 

t 

But  when  a  Petition  he  treads  under  feet. 

And  fends  over  the  ocean  an  army  and  fleet. 

When  that  army,  half  familh’d,  and  frantic  with  rage 
Is  coop’d  up  with  a  leader,  whofe  name  rhymes  to  ca^ei 
When  that  leader  goes  home,  dejeCled  and  fad ; 

You  may  then  be  aflur’d  the  king’s  profpeds  are  bad. 

But  when  B.  and  C.  with  their  armies  arc  taken 
This  king  will  do  well,  if  he  faves  his  own  bacon; 

In  the  year  Seventeen  hundred  and  eighty  and  two 
A  ftroke  he  fliall  get,  that  will  make  him  look  blue; 

And  foon,  very  foon,  fhall  the  feafon  arrive. 

When  Nebuchadnezzar  to  pallure  fhall  drive. 

In  the  year  eighty-three,  the  affair  will  be  over 
And  he  fhall  eat  turnips  that  grow  in  Hanover  i 
The  face  of  the  Lion  will  then  become  pale. 

He  fhall  yield  ffteen  teeth,  and  be  fheer’d  of  his  tail— » 

O  king  my  dear  king,  you  fhall  be  very  fore. 

From  the  Stars  and  the  Stripes  you  will  mercy  implore. 

And  your  Lion  fhall  growl,  but  never  bite  more* . 
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The  B  E  R  M  U  D  A’s, 

.  HESE  iflands  fair  with  many  a  grove  are  crown’d. 
With  cedars  tall,  gay  hills,  and  lovely  vales; 

But  fata!  rocks  on  every  fide  are  found. 

Fatal  to  him,  that,  unfurpeding,  fails. 
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Ill  every  grove  fair  woodland  nymphs  arc  feen 
In  bloom  of  youth,  to  mourn  fome  abfent  love. 

Who,  wandering  far  on  Neptune’s  blue  domain. 
Heaves  the  fond  ligh  at  every  new  remove. 

From  hill  to  hill  I  fee  Amanda  flray,^ 

Searching  with  anxious  view,  the  circling  mam. 

To  hnd  the  fail,  fo  long,  fo  far  away. 

Rife  from  the, waves,  and  blefs  her  fight  again, 

No'v  on  fome  rock,  with  loofe  difhevell  d  hair. 

By  daOiing  waves,  the  weeping  beauty  Hands, 
Hoping  that  each  approaching  barque  may  bear 
Homeward,  her  wandering  hope  from  foreign  lands. 

Ah!  may  no  gales  fuch  faithful  loves  deftroy,. 

No  hidden  rock  to  Hymen  fatal  prove: 

And  thou,  fond  fwaih,  thy  niceft  art  employ 
Once  more,  on  thefe  fweet  ifles,  to  greet  your  love. 

When  verging  to  the  height  of  Thirty-t-wo,^ 

And  eaft  or  weft  you  guide  the  dalhing  prow  ; 

Then  fear  by  night  the  dangers  of  this  ftiore. 
Nature’s  wild  garden,  plac’d  in  Sixty-four,* 

Here,  many  a  pilot  his  loft  freight  bemoans. 

And  many  a  gallant  ftiip  has  laid  her  bones. 

*  Lat.  32  deg.  1 5  m.  N.  Long.  64  deg.  W. 


A  M  A  N  D  A’s  C  O  M  P  L  A  I 

•  / 

X  N  ftiades  we  live,  in  ftiadcs  we  die; 

Cool  zephyrs  breathe  to  our  repofe. 

In  fhallow  ftreams  we_lovc  to  play - - 

But,  cruel,  you  that  praife  deny 
/Which  you  might  give,  and  nothing  lofe. 

And  then  purfue  your  deftin’d  way. 

Ungrateful  man !  when  anchoring  here. 

On  fliore  you  came,  to  beg  relief, 

1  flow’d  yoir  where  the  fig-trees  grow ; 

And  wandering  with  you,  void  of  fear. 

To  hear  the  ftory  of  your  grief, 

I  pointed  where  fweet. waters  flow. 

% 

The  men  that  fpurn’d  your  ragged  crew. 

So  long  expos’d  to  Neptune’s  rage,— > 

I  told  them  what  yohr  fufferings  were ; 

Told  them,  that  landfmen  never  knew 
The  trade,  that  haftens  frozen  age. 

The  life>  that  brings  the  brow  of  car#. 
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A  lamb  the  lovelieft  of  the  flock. 

To  your  difliearten’d  crew  I  gave. 

Life  to  fuftain  on  yonder  deep— 

Sighing,  I  call  one  forrowing  look. 

When  on  the  margin  of  the  wave 
You  flew  the  favorite  of  my  Iheep. 

Along  your  native  northern  Ihorcs, 

From  ifle  to  ifle,  where’er  you  ftray,  ' 

Of  all  the  nymph's  that  catch  the  eyc^ 

They  fcarce  can  be  cxcell’d  by  ours  ; 

Altho’  in  cooler  lhades  they  play. 

And  fummer  funs  come  not  fo  nigh. 

Confefs  your  fault,  miflaken  Twain,  ^ 

And  own,  at  leaft,  our  equal  charms-^ 

Have  you  no  flowers  of, ruddy  hue 
That  pleafe  your  fancy,  on  the  plain: 

Would  you  not  guard  thofe  flowers  from  harm^  ' 

If  Nature’s  self  each  pifture  drew? 

Vain  arc  your  fighs — in  vain  your  tears! 

Your  barque  mull  Hill  at  anchor  lay. 

And  you  remain  a  Have  to  care, 

A  thoufand  doubts,  a  thoufand  fears, 

’Till  what  you  faid  you  lhall  uhfay, 

Bermudian  beauties  are  not  fair. 

(Dn  Amanda’s  singing  Bird 

A  Native  of  the  Islands.  ^ 

APPy  in  my  native  grove 
I  from  fpray  to  fpray  did  rove. 

Full  of  mufic,  full  of  love. 

Drefl:  as  fine  as  bird  could  be; 

Every  thing,  that  I  did  fee. 

Every  thing,  was  mirth  to  me. 

There  had  I  been  happy  flill,  '  .  ■ 

With  my  mate,  to  coo  and  bill  , 

In  the  vale,  or  on  the  hill. 

But  the  cruel  tyrant,  Man, 

Tyrant  lince  the  world  began,  " 

Soon  abridg’d  my  little  fpan. 

How  fhall  I  the  wrong  forget! 

Over,  me  he  threw  a  net. 

And  I  am  his  captive  yet. 
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To  this  rough  Bermudian  fliorc 
Ocean,  I  was  wafted  o*er. 

Ne’er  to  fee  my  country  morel 

To  a  narrow  cage  confin’d, 

I,  who  once  fo  gaily  Ihin’d,^ 
Sing,  to  pleafe  the  human  kind. 

1,  fo  fond,  fo  full  of  play, 

I,  fo  innocently  gay. 

Pine  my  little  life  away. 

Thus  to  orrieve  and  flutter  here. 
Thus,  to  pine  from  year  to  year— 
This  is  uiage  too  feverc. 

Gentle  fliepherds  of  the  plain, 
,Who,  fo  fondly,  hear  my  flrain; 
Help  me  to  be  free  again. 

*Tis  a  blefling  to  be  free — 

Pair  Amanda,  pity  me  : 

Pity  him  that  fings  for  th^c. 

But  if,  cruel,  you  deny 

That  your  captive  bird  fliould  fly. 

Here  detain’d  fo  wrongfully ; 

Full  of  anguifli,  full  of  woe, 

I  mufl,  with  my  mufic,  go 
To  the  cyprefs  groves  below. 


PHILANDER  to  AMANDA 

L  amp  of  the  pilot's  hope!  the  wanderer  ’s  dream. 

Far  glimmering  o’er  the  wave,  we  faw  thy  beam: 

Forc’d  from  your  aid  by  cold  December’s  gale 
As  near  your  coafts  we  reef’d  the  wearied  fail. 

From  bar  to  bar,  from  cape  to  cape  I  roam. 

From  you  ftill  abfent,  ftill  too  far  from  home. — 

What  Ihall  repay  me  for  thefe  nights  of  pain,  ' 

And  weeks  of  abfence  on  this  reftlefs  main. 

Where  every  dream  recalls’  that  charming  (hade. 

Where  once,  Amanda,  once  with  you  I  llray’d, 

And  fondly  talk’d,  and  counted  every  tree. 

And  minutes,  ages,  when  remov’d,  from  thee. 

'  What  fad  miftake  this  wandering  fancy  drew 
To  quit  my  native  fliores,  the  woods,  and  you. 

When  lafely  anchor’d  on  that  winding  flream. 

Where  you  were  all  my  care,  and  all  my  theme : 


i82 


POEMS  ON  SEVERAL  OCCASIONS. 


There,  peniive,  loitering  ftill  from  day  to  day. 

The  pilot  wonder’d  at  fuch  ftrange  delay. 

Muling,  beheld  the  northern^ winds  prevail. 

Nor  once  furmis’d  that  Love  detain’d  the  fail. 

Blest  be  the  man,  who,  fear  beneath  him  call. 

From  his  firm  decks  firll  rear’d- the  tapering  mall; 

And  catching  life  and  motion  from  the  breeze. 

Stretch’d  his  broad  canvas  o’er  a  walle  of  feas. 

And  taught  fome  fwain,  whom  abfence  doom’d  to  mourn 
His  dillant  fair  one — taught  a  quick  return: 

He,  homeward  borne  by  favouring  gales,  might  find 
Remembrance  welcome  to  his  anxious  mind. 

And  grateful  vows,  and  generous  thanks  might  pay 
To  Him,  that  fill’d  the  fail,  and  fmooth’d  the  way.  \ 
To  me,  alas!  the  heavens  iefs  favouring  prove: 

Each  day,'' returning,  finds  a  new  remove — 

Sorrowing,  I  fpread  the  fail,  while  llowly  creeps 
The  dull  Columbia  o’er  a  length  of  deeps;  , 

Her  northern  courfe  no  favouring  breeze  befriends. 
Hail,  llorm,  and  lightning  on  her  path  attends : 

Here,  wintry  funs  their  Ihrouded  light  rellrain. 

Stars  dimly  glow,  and  boding  birds  complain; 

Here,  boillerous  gales  the  rapid  Gulph  controul. 
Tremendous  breakers  near  my  Argo  roll; 

Here,  cloudy,  fallen  Hatter  as,  refllefs,  raves 
Scorns  all  repofe,  and  fwells  his  weight  of  waves : 

Here,  drown’d  fo  late,  fad  caufe  of  many  a  tear, 
Amyntor  floats  upon  his  watery  bier; 

By  burfling  feas  to  horrid  diftance  tofs’d. 

Thou,  Palinurus,  in  thefe  depths  wert  loll, 

When,  torn  by  waves,  and  conquer’d  by  the  blafi. 

Art  flrove  in  vain,  and  ruin  feiz’d  each  mail. 

Now — while  the  winds  their  wonted  aid  deny. 

For  other  ports,  from  day  to  day,  we  try ; 

Strive,  all  I  can,  to  gain  the  unwilling  ihore. 

Dream  ilill  of  you — the  faithful  chart  explore  ; 

See* other  groves,  in  happier  climates  plac’d 
Untouch’d  their  bloom,  and  not  one  flower  defac’d. 

,  Did  Nature,  there,  a  heaven  of  pleafures  fliew,. 
Could  they  be  welcome,  if  not  ihar’d  with  you  ? — - 
Loll  are  ray  toils — my  longing  hopes  are  vain : 

Yet,  ’midll  thefe  ills,  permit  me  to  complain,  j 
And  half  regret,  that,  finding  fortune  fail, 

I  left  the  mufes — to  diredl  the  fail: 

Unmov’d,  amidil  this  elemental  fray, 

'  Let  me,  once  more,  the  mufes’  art  eflay. 

Once  more — amidil  thefe  fcenes  of  Nature’s  flrifo. 

Catch  at  her  forms,  and  mould  them  into  life; 

By  Fancy’s  aid,  to  unfecn  coafls  repair, 

And  fondly  dwell  on  abfent  beauty  there. 
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address 

the  Commander  in  Chief,  Officers,  and  Soldiers 
of  the  American  Army 

V  I 

J^^CCEPT,  great  men,  that  (hare  of  honed  praife 
A  grateful  nation  to  your  merit  pays : 

Verfe  is  too  mean  that  merit  to  difplay, 

Aad  words  too  weak  our  praifes  to  convey. 

When  firft  proud  Britain  rais’d  her  heavy  hand 
With  claims  unjuft  to  bind  our  native  l^nd, 

Tranfported  armies,  and  her  millions  fpent 
To  enforce  the  mandates  that  a  tyrant  lent; 

A*  Reftft!  reftft!’'  was  heard  through  every  date. 

You  heard  the  call,  and  fear’d  your  country’s  fate  ; 

Then  rifing  fierce  in  arms,  for  war  array’d. 

You  taught  to  vanquilh  thofe  who  dar’d  invade. 

Thofe  Britijb  chiefs  whom  former  wars  had  crown’d 
With  conqueft — and  in  every  clime  renown’d ; 

IVho  forc’d  new  realms  to  own  their  monarch’s  law. 

And  ^hom  even  George  beneld  with  fecret  awe — 

Thofe  mighty  chiefs,  compell’d  to  fly  or  yield. 

Scarce  dar’d  to  meet  you  on  the  embattled  flcld; 

To  Bofton’s  "ort  you  chas’d  the  trembling  crevy, 

Qnick,  even  from  thence  the  Britilh  veterans  flew — 
Through  wint’ry  waves  they  fled,  and  thought  each  wave 
Their  Taft,  bed  fafety  from  a  foe  fo  brave. 

What  men,  like  you,  our  warfare  could  command. 

And  bring  us  fafely  to  the  promis’d  land? 

Not  fwoln  with  pride,  with  victory  elate — ■ 

'Tis  in  misfortune  you  are  doubly  great ;  ^ 

When  Hoisje  vidlorious  our  weak  armies  chas’d. 

And,  fure  of  conqueft,  laid  Cefarea  wade. 

When  proftrate,  bleeding,  at  his  feet  ihe  lay. 

And  the  proud  vidor  tore  her  wreathes  away. 

Each  gallant  chief  put  forth  his  warlike  hand, 

*  And  rais’d  the  drooping  genius  of  the  land, 

"  Repell’d  the  foe,  their  choiceft  warriors  ll  lin. 

And  drove  them  howling  to  their  fliips  again. 

While  others  kindle  into  martial  racie 
Whom  fierce  ambition  urges  to  engage. 

An  iron  race,  by  angry  heav’n  dellgn’d 
To  conquer  firft,  and  then  enftave  mankind; 

Here,  chiefs  and  heroes  more  humane  Wv?  ice. 

They  venture  life,  that  others  may  be  free. 


O!  MAY  you  live  to  hail  that  y  orions  day 
"When  Britain  homeward  ihail  pariue  her  way  — 
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That  race  fubdu’d,  who  fill’d  the,  world  with  fiain 
And  rode  tyrannic  o’er  the  fubjeft  main  !_ 

What  few  prefum’d,  you  boldly  have  atchiev’d. 

A  tyrant  humbled,  and  a  world  reliev’d 

train. 

Still  may  the  fates  thy  valued  life  maintain— 

own  difgrace, 

k  ®  ^viman  race, 

^lerc  d  by  whofe  darts  a  thoufand  nations  bled, 

W  ho  captive  princes  at  their  chariots  led: 

^orn  to  enflave,  to  ravage,  and  fubdue— 

Xeturn  to  nothing,  when  compar’d  to  you ; 

U  hroughout  the  world  your  growing  fame  has  fpread. 
In  every  country  are  your  virtues  read ; 

Kemotell  India  hears  your  deeds  of  fame, 
i  ne  hardy  Scythian  ftammers  at  your  name  ; 

now  longing  to  be  free, 

^egleCts  his  Sultan  to  enquire  of  thee  * 

The  barbarous  Briton  hails  you  to  his’lliores. 

And  calls  him  whom  his  heart  adores. 

•  A  j  heavens  prolong  your  vital  date. 

And  Itill  may  conqueft  on  your  banners  wait: 

Whether  afar  ta  ravag’d  lands  you  go. 

Where  wild  Poto--wmac's  rapid  waters  flow. 

Or  where  Saluda  laves  the  fertile  plain 
And,  fwoln  by  torrents,  rufhes  to’  the  main  i 

•  Or  if  again  to  Hudfon  you  repair 

To  finite  the  cruel  foe  that  lingers  there _ 

Revenge  their  caufe,  whofe  virtue  was  their  crime, 

1  he  exil’d  hofts  from  Carolina’s  clime. 

Late  from  the  world,  in  quiet  may’ll  thou  rife 
And  mourn’d  by  millions,  reach  your  native  Ikies — 

W ith  patriot  kings  and  generous  chiefs  to  Ihine, 

Whofe  virtues  rais’d  them  to  be  deem’d  divine : 

Mty  Vasa*  only  equal  honours  claim. 

Alike  ki  merits,  and  alike  in  fame !  [  Jum, 
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A  New-York  TORY, 

To  his  friend  in  Philadelphia. 


D 


^EAR  Sir,  I’m  fo  anxious  to  hear  of  your  health, 

I  beg  you  would  fend  me  a  letter  by  Health: 

I  hope  a  few  months  will  quite  alter  the  cafe. 

When  the  wars  are  concluded,  we’ll  meet  and  embrace^ 


^  Gusta\  V8  AfA,  of  i’A  edcn,  tne  deliverer  of  his  country. 
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For  Pm  led  to  believe  from  our  brilliant  fuccefs. 

And,  what  is  as  clear,  your  amazing  diftrefs. 

That  the  caufe  of  rebellion  has  met  with  a  check 
That  will  bring  all  its  patrons  to  hang  by  tlie  neck. 

Cornwallis  has  manag’d  fo  well  in  the  South, 

Thofe  rebels  want  vidluals  to  put  in  their  mouth; 

And  Arnold  has  ftript  them,  we  hear,  to  the  bulF— 

Has  burnt  their  tobacco,  and  left  them — the  fnufF, 

I 

Dear  Thomas,  I  wilh  you  would  move  from  that  town 
Where  meet  all  the  rebels  of  fame  and  renown ; 

When  our  armies,  vidorious,  Ihall  clear  that  vile  ne'ft 
You  may  chance,  though  a  Tory,  to  fwing  with  the  reft. 


But  again — on  refledion — I  beg  you  would  flay — 

You  may  ferve  us  yet  better  than  if  mov’d  away _ 

Give  advice  to  Sir  HARkT  of  all  that  is  paffing. 
What  veffels  are  building,  what  cargoes  amaffing ; 


Inform,  to  a  day,  when  thofe  velTels  will  fail. 

That  our  cruifers  may  capture  them  all,  without  fall-^ 
By  proceedings,  like  thefe,  your  peace  Ihall  be  made. 
The  rebellious  fhail  fwing,  but  be  you  ne’er  afraid. 

I  cannot  conceive  how  you  do  to  fubhfl —  ' 

The  rebels  are  ftarving,  except  thofe  who  ’lift ;  » 

And  as  you  refide  in  the  land  of  Gomorrah, 

You  mud  fare  as  the  reft  do,  I  think,  to  your  forrow. 

Poor  fouls  I  if  ye  knew  what  a  doom  is  decreed, 

(I  mean  not  for  you,  but  for  rebels  indeed) 

'  You  would  tremble  to  think  of  the  vengeance  in  ftore, 
ers  and  gibbets  -—I  mention  no  more. 

The  retels  nrnft  furely  conclude  they’re  undone, 

^  ,Their  navy  is  ruin’d,  their  armies  have  run; 

K  IS  time  they  fhould  now  from  delufion  awaken— 

'The  rebellion  is  done — for  the  Trumbull  is  taken! 


f? 


To  L  O  R  D  CORNWALLIS, 


At  York — Vir-ginia. 


great  dellroyer  (equall’d  yet  by  none) 

2  .  >?“'■  “after’s,  nor  your  own : 

Hatch  d  by  fome  demon  on  a  ftormy  day 

batan  s  bell  fubftitute  to  burn  and  flay ;  ' , 
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Confin’d  at  laft ;  hem’d  in  by  land  and  Tea, 

Burgoyne  himfelf  was  but  a  type  of  thee  1 
Like  his,  to  freedom  was  your  deadly  hate^ 

Like  his  your  bafenefs,  and  be  his  your  fate: 

To  you,  like  him,  no  profpeft  Nature  yields 
But  ruin’d  wahes  and  defolated  fields— 

In  vain  you  raife  the  interpofing  wall,  • 

And  hoift  thofe  ftandards  that,  like  you,  mull  fall. 

In  you  conclude  the  glories  of  your  race. 

Complete  your  monarch’s,  and  your  own  difgrace. 
What  has  your  lordlhip’s  pilfering  arms  attain’d  ?— 

Vail  llores  plunder y  but  no  state  regain’d 

That  may  return,  though  you  perhaps  may  groan. 
Rellore  it,  Charley,  for  ’tis  not  your  own — 

Then,  lord  and  foldier,  headlong  to  the  brine 
Rufh  down  at  once — the  devil  and  the  fwine. 

W^ould  St  thou  at  lall  with  WaJhingio7i  engage. 

Sad  cbjeCl  of  his  pity,  not  his  rage  t 

See,  round  thy  pods  how  terribly  advance 

The  chiefs,  the  armies,  and  the  fleets  of  France; 

Fight  while  you  can,  for  warlike  Rocbamheau 
Aims  at  your  head  his  lad  decilive  blow ; 

Unnumber’d  ghods  from  earth  untimely  fped. 

Can  take  no  red  till  you,  like  them,  are  dead— 

Then  die,  my  Lord;  that  only  chance  remains 

To  wipe  away  dilhonourable  dains, 

lor  fmall  advantage  would  your  capture  bring. 

The  plundering  feruant  of  a  bankrupt  kin?. 

[October  8.  lySi.] 


A  London 

DIALOGUE, 

Between  My  Lords,  Dunmore  and  Germaine. 

•t 

Du7imcre. 

VER  fince  I  return’d  to  my  dear  native  Ihore, 

No  poet  in  Gruhjlreet  was  ever  dunn’d  more — 

I’m  dunn’d  by  my  barber,  my  taylor,  my  groom  ; 

How  can  I  do  elfe  than  to  fret  and  to  fume  ? 

They  join  to  attack  me  wdth  one  good  accord. 

From  morning  ’till  night  ’tis  '‘my* lord,  and  my  lord.” 
And  there  comes  the  cobler,  fo  often  dcny’d — 

If  I  had  him  in  private,  I’d  threlh  his  tough  hide. 

Gerjnaine. 

Would  you  worry  the  man  that  has  found  you  in  fhoes  ? 
Come,  courage,  my  lord,  1  can  tell  you  good  news — 
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Virginia  is  conquered,  the  rebels  are  bang’d. 

You  are  now  to  go  over  and  fee  them  fafe  hang’d; 

I  hope  it  is  not  to  your  nature  abhorrent 

To  fign  for  thefe  wretches  a  handfome  death  warrant— 

Were  I  but  in  your  place,  I’m  fare  it  would  fuit 
To  fign  their  death  warrants,  and  hang  them  to  boot. 

Dunmore* 

My  lord! — I’m  amaz’d —  have  we  routed  the  foe? — 

I  ihall  govern  again  then,  if  matters  be  fo — 

And  as  to  the  hanging,  in  lliort,  to  be  plain. 

I’ll  hang  them  fo  well,  they’ll  ne’er  want  it  again. 

With  regard  to  the  wretches  who  thump  at  my  gates, 

I’li  difcharge  all  their  dues  with  the  rebel  eftates; 

In  lefs  than  three  months  I  lliall  fend  a  polacca 
As  deep  as  Ihe’ll  fwim,  fir,  with  corn'and  tobacco. 

Germaine. 

And  fend  us  fome  rebels — a  dozen  or  fo — 

They’ll  ferve  here  in  London  by  way*of  a  fliow ; 

And  as  to  the  Tories,  believe  me  dear  coufin. 

We  can  ipare  you  fome  hundreds  to  pay  for  the  dozen. 

Lord  CORNWALLIS 

TO. 

Sir  HENRY  CLINTON. 

[From  York — Virginia.] 

Jt’  ROM  clouds  of  fmoke,  and  flames  that  round  me  glow. 

To  you,  dear  Clinton,  I  difclofe  my  woe  . 

^re  cannons  flafli,  bombs  glance,  and  bullets  fly; 

JP^bt  Arnold’s  felf  endures  fuch  mifery. 

^^as  I  foredoom’d  in  tortures  to  expire, 

^Hurl’d  to  perdition  in  a  blaze  of  fire  ? 

With  thefe  blue  flames  can  mortal  man  contend — 

What  arms  can  aid  me,  or  what  walls  defend  ? 

Eyen  to  thefe  gates  lall  night  a  phantom  flrode’ 

And  hail’d  me  trembling  to  his  dark  abode : 

Aghaft  I  flood,  ftruck  motionlefs  and  dumb. 

Seiz’d  with  the  horrors  of  the  world  to  come. 

Were  but  my  power  as  mighty  as  my  rage. 

Far  different  battles  would  Cornwallis  wage. 

Beneath  his  fword  yon’  threat’ning  hofls  lliould  groan, 

The  earth  fhould  quake  with  thunders  all  his  own. 

O  crocodile!  had  I  thy  flinty  hide. 

Swords  to  defy,  and  glance  the  balls  afide-. 
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*  1  ,  I  rout  the  foe. 

With  my  own  javelin  would  I  work  their  woe— 

But  fates  averfe,  by  heaven’s  fupremc  decree, 

Nik  $  ferpent  form’d  more  excellent  than  me, 

decreed 

That  I  Ihould  fuffer,  and  my  foldiers  bleed  ? 

Ur  IS  It  by  the  jealous  /kies  conceal’d, 
i  hat  I  muft  bend,  and  they  ignobly  yield  ? 

Ah  no— the  thought  o’erwhelms  my  foul  with  grief. 
Come,  bold  fir  Harry,  come  to  my  relief;  ° 
Come,  thou  brave  man,  whom  rebels  TonMone  call. 

But  Britons,  Graces— come  Digby,  devil,  and  all; 

om^  princely  William,  with  thy  potent  aid. 

Can  George  s  blood  by  Frenchmen  be  difmay’d? 

A  ^  ‘^•ng’s  once  Scotch  rebels  run,  ' 

And  lhali  not  thefe  be  routed  by  a  /on? 

Come  with  your  (hips  to  this  difaft’rous  Ihore, 

Come — or  I  fink— and  fink  to  rife  no  more. , 

By  every  motive  that  can  fway  the  brave 
Haile,  and  my  feeble,  fainting  army  fave ; 

Come,  and  loft’  empire  okr  the  deep  regain, 

Chaftife  thefe  upftarts  that  ufurp  the  main : 
i  fee  their  firft  rates  to  the  charge  advance, 

I  fee  loft  Ins  wear  the  flags  of  France ; 

There  a  ftridl  rule  the  wakeful  Frenchman  keeps, 

Tnere^,  on  no  bed  of  down,  lord  Ra<wd^n  fleepsl 
^  Tir’d  with  long  adding  on  this  bloody  ftage. 

Sick  of  the  follies  of  a  wrangling  age. 

Come  with  your  fleet,  and  help  me  to  retire 
To  Britain’s  coaft,  the  land  of  my  defire — 

For ,  me  the  foe  their  certain  captive  deem. 

And  every  fchool-boy  takes  me  for  his  theme — 

Long,  much  too  long,  in  this  hard  fervice  try’d, 
Le^atter’d  ftill,  bedevil’d,  and  bely’d;  v  ^ 

With  the  flrft  chance  that  favouring  fortune  fends 
I’ll  fly,  converted,  from  this  land  of  fiends , 

Convinc  d,  for  me,  llie  has  no  gems  in  ftore. 

Nor  leaves  one  triumph,  even  to  hope  for,  more, 

[1781]  '  . 
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General  EARL  CORNWALLIS, 


IVho^  cwith  about  /even  thoufand  Men,  fitrrend^.red  themfel^es  prijhmi^ 
of  nv ary  to  the  Allied  Armies  America  and  Franc's^ 
on  the  memorable  igth  of  O^Hober,  178 1.« 


A  Chieftain,  form'd  on  Surg^ne,  and  Gage, 

Once  more,  nor  this  the  laft,  provokes  my  rage- 
Who  faw  thefe  Nimrods  firll  for  concjueil  burn  ! 

Who  has  not  fcen  them  to  the  dufl  return  ? 

This  conqueror  next>  who  ravag’d  all  our  fields. 

Foe  to  the  Rights  of  Man,  Corwallis  yields  ! — 

None  e’er  before  efiay’d  fuch  defperate  crimes. 

Alone  he  flood,  arch-butcher  of  the  times,  * 

Rov’d,  uncontroul’d,  this  wafted  country  o’er, 

Strew’d  plains  with  dead,  and  bath’d  his  jaws  with  gore^ 

’Twas  thus  the  wolf,  who  fought  by  night  his  prey. 
And  plunder’d  all  he  met  with  on  'his  way. 

Stole  what  he  could,  and  murder’d  as  he  pafs’d. 

Chanc’d  on  a  trap,  and  loft  his  head  at  laft. 

W^hat  pen  can  write,  what  human  tongue  declare 
The  endlefs  murders  of  this  lord  of  w  ar  I 
Nature  in  him  difgrac’d  the  form  divine 
N^ature  miftook,  ihe  meant  him  for  a*”— fwine  i  * 

That  eye  his  forehead,  to  her  lhame,  adorns  • 

Blulh  !  Nature,  blufti— -beftow  him- tail  and  horns  !— 

By  him^  the  orphan  mourns — the  widow’d  dame 
Saw  ruin  fpreading  in  the  wafteful  flame ; 

Oa^  d  o  cr  with  wounds,  beheld  with  ftreaming  eve 
A  fon,  a  brother,  or  a  confort,  die  !■  ^  ' 


Through  ruin’d  realms  bones  He  without  a  tomb. 
And  fouls  he  fped  to  their  eternal  doom. 

Who  elfe  had  liv’d,  and  feen  their  toils  again 
Blefs’d  by  the  genius  of  the  rural  reign. 

Convinc’d  we  are,  no  foreign  fpot  of  earth 
But  Britain  only,  gave  this  warrior  birth- 
That  white-clifPd  ifle,  the  vengeful  tyrants’  den 
Has  fent  us  monfters.  where  we  look’d  for  men 
When  memory  paints  their  horrid  deeds  anew,  * 
And  brings  thefe  murdering  mifcrcants  to  ourwiew. 
We  alk  the  leaders  ol  thefe  bloody  band^. 

Can  they  expea  compaftlon  at  our  hands  ? _ 

But  may  this  year,  the  glorious  eighty-one. 
Conclude  fuccefsful,  and  all  wars  be  done; 

This  brilliant  year  their  total  dov/nfail  fee 
And  what  Cornwallis  vSir  He  nay  he^ 
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O  come  the  time,  nor  diftant  be  the  day. 

When  our  fwift  navy  lhall  its  wings  difplay ; 

Manned  by  brave  fouls,  to  feek  the  Britilh  Ihore, 

The  wrongs  revenging  that  their  fathers  borei^ 

As  earthquakes  Ihook  the  huge  Colossus  down. 

So  fhake  the  wearer  of  the  Britilh  crown'; 

Unpitying  next  his  hated  offspring  flay. 

Or  into  foreign  lands  by  force  convey  : 

Give  them  their  turn  to  pine  and  die  in  chains, 

^Till  not  one  tyrant  of  the  race  remains. 

Thou,  who  refid’fl  on  thofe  thrice  happy  Ihores, 
Where  white-rob’d  peace  her  envied  blefhngs  poursf 
Stay,  and  enjoy  the  pleafures  that  fhe  yields"; 

But  come  not,  flranger,  to  our  walled  fields. 

For  warlike  hofls  on  every  plain  appear. 

War  damps  the  beauties  of  the  rifing  year: 

In  vain  the  groves  their  bloomy  fweets  difplay; 

War’s  clouded  winter  chills  the  charms  of  May;_ 

Here  human  blood  the  trampled  harveft  flains; 

Here  bones  of  men  yet  whiten  all  the  plains ; 

Seas  teem  with  dead ;  and  our  unhappy  Ihore 
Forever  blulhes  with  its  children’s  gore. 

But  turn  your  eyes — behold  the  tyrant  fall,  ‘  ' 
Nor  fay — Cornwallis  has  atchiev’d  it  all. — 

All  mean  revenge  Americans  difdain, 

‘  Oft  have  they  prov’d  it,  and  now  prove  again ; 

With  nobler  fires  their  generous  bofoms  glow ; 

Still  in  the  captive  they  forget ^the  foe: — 

But  when  a  nation  takes  a  wrongful  caufe. 

And  hoflile  turns  to  heaven’s  and  nature’s  laws  ^ 
When,  facrificing  at  ambition’s  fhrine. 

Kings  flight  the  mandates  of  the  power  divine. 

And  devaflation  fpread  on  every  fide. 

To  gratify  their  malice  or  their  pride. 

And  fend  their  flaves  their  projedls  to  fulfil. 

To  wrefl  our  freedom,  or  our' blood  to  fpill  :— 

Such  to  forgive,  is  virtue  too  fublime ; 

For,  even  compaffion  has  been  found  a  crime, 

A  prophet  once,  for  miracles  renown’d. 

Bade  JoaJh  fmite  the  arrows  on  the  ground— 

Taking  the  myflic  fhafts,  the  prince  obey’d. 

Thrice  fmote  them  on  the  earth — and  then  he  flay’d— 
Griev’d  when  he  faw  full  viflory  deny’d. 

Six  times  you  fliould  have  fmote,”  the  prophet  cry’d. 
Then  had  proud  Syria  funk  beneath  your  power  ; — 

**  Now  thrice  you  fmite  her — but  fhall  finite  no  more.” 

Cornwallis !  thou  art  rank’d  among  the  great; 

Such  was  the  will  of  all-controuling  fate. 

As  mighty  men,  who  liv’d  in  days  of  yore. 

Were  figur’d  out  fome  centuries  before ; 
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So  you  with  them  in  equal  honour  join 
Your  great  precarfor’s  name  was  ^ack  Biirgoyne\ 

Like  you  was  he,  a  man  in  arms  renown’d, 

Who,  hot  for  conqueft,  fail’d  the  ocean  round; 

This,  this  was  he,  who  fcour’d  the  woods  for  praife. 
And  burnt  down  cities  to  defcribe  the  blaze! 

,  So,  while,  on  fire,  his  harp  Rome’s  tyrant  ftrung. 
And  as  the  baildings  flam’d,  old  Nero  fung. 

Who  could  have  guefs’d  the  purpofe  of  the  fates, 
W.'ien  that  ^^ain  hoajler  how"  A  to  conquering  Gates! 
Then  fung  the  fillers  as  the  wheel  went  round, 
(Could  we  have  heard  the  invigorating  found) 

Thus  farely  did  the  fatal  fillers  fing — 

When  juft  four  years  do  this  fame  feafon  bring. 
And  io  his  annual  journey,  when  the  fun 
Four  times  comoletely  lhall  his  circuit  run. 

An  Angel  then  lhall  rid  you  of  your  fears. 

By  binding  Plulo  for  a  thoufand  years. 

Shall  lalli  his  godlhip  to  the  infernal  Ihore, 

To  vvalle  tne  nations,  and  deceive  no  more; 

Make  wars,  and  blood,  and  tyranny  to  ceafe. 

And  hulh  the  rage  of  Europe  Into  peace.” 

Joy  to  your  lordihip,  and  your  high  defeent. 

You  are  the  Pluto  that  the  fifiers  meant." 

Too  foon  you  found  your  race  of  ruin  run. 

Your  conquells  ended,  and  your  battles  done! 

But  that  to  live  is  better  than  to  die, 

-And  life  you  chofe,  though  life  with  infamy, 

You  fliould  have  climb’d  your  loftiell  velTel’s  mall 
Took  one  fad  furvey  of  your  wanton  walle. 

Then  plung’d  forever  to  the  wat’ry  bed. 

Loll  all  your  honours — even  your  memory  dead. 

Afliam’d  to  live,  and  yet  afraid  to  die. 

Your  courage  flacken’d  as  your  foe  drew  nigh— 
Ungrateful  chief,  to  yield  your  favorite  band 
To  chains  and  prifons,  in  a  hoflilc  land: 

T o  the  wide  world  your  Negro  friends  to  call. 

And  leave  your  Tories  to  be  hang’d  at  lall ! — 

You  fhould  have  fought  with  horror  a,nd  amaze, 

’Till  fcorch’d  to  cinders  in  the  cannon  blaze, 

’Till  all  your  hofl:  of  Gog-magogs  was  flain. 

Doom’d  to  difgrace  no  human  fiiape  again — 

From  depths  of  woods  this  hornet  hofl'he  drew _ 

Swift  from  the  fouth  the  envenom’d  ruffians  flew;— 
Deflru^lion  follow’d  at  their  cloven  feet,  ^ 

’Till  you,  Fayette,  conflraln’d  them  to  retreat. 

And  held  them  dole,  till  thy  fam’d  fquadron  came 
De  Grasse,  completing  their  eternal  fhame. 

When  the  loud  cannon’s  unremitting  glare. 

And  red  hot  balls  compell’d^e/^  to  defpair. 
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gow  ccftild  you  (land  to  meet  your  generous  foe? 

id  not  the  light  confound  with  rage  and  woe?— 

In  thy  great  foul  what  god-like  virtues  Ihine, 

What  inborn  greatnefs,  Washington,  is  thine!—* 

Elfe  had  no  prifoner  trod  thefe  lands  to-day. 

All,  with  his  lordlhip,  had  been  fwept  awa'y. 

All  doom’d  alike  death’s  vermin  to  regale. 

Nor  one  been  left  to  tell  the  dreaful  tale ! 

But  his  ow'n  terms  the  mean  invader  nam’d— 

He  nobly  gave  the  prifoner  all  he  claim’d. 

And  bade  Cornwallis,  conquer’d  and  diftrefs’d. 

Bear  all  his  torments  in  one  tortur’d  breaft. 

Now  curft  with  life,  a  foe  to  man  and  God.  ' 

Like  Cainy  we  drive  you  to  the  land  of  Nod: 

He  with  a  brother’s  blood  his  hands  did  llain,  < 

One  brother  he — you  have  a  thoufand  flain. 

On  eagles  wings  explore  your  homeward  light. 

Plan  future  conquefts,  and  new  battles  fight : 

Such  horrid  deeds. your  murdering  hoft  defame 
We  grieve  to  think  their  form,  and  ours,  the  fame : 

R'emorfe  be  theirs  1 — even  you,  tho’  far  too  late. 

Shall  curfe  the  day  you  languifh’d  to  be  great : 

And,  may  deftru^lion  ruih,  with  fpeedy  wing. 

Low  as  yourfelf,  to  drag  each  tyrant  king  ; 

Swept  from  this  ftage,  the  race  that*vex  our  ball. 

Deep  in  the  dull  may  every  monarch  fail. 

To  wafted  nations  bid  a  long  adieu. 

Shrink  from  an  injur’d  world — and  fare  like  YOU. 

.  V 

TO  THE 

MEMORY 

\ 

Of  the  brave  Americans,  under  General  Greene,  in  South 
Carolina,  who  fell  in  the  action  of  September  8,  1781. 

Eutaw  fprings  the  valiant  died  : 

Their  limbs  with  duft  are  cover’d  o’er — 

Weep  on,  ye  fprings,  yOur  tearful  tide; 

How  many  heroes  are  no  more  1  ' 

If  in  this  wreck  of  ruin,  they  / 

Can  yet  be  thought  to  claim  a  tear, 

O  fmite  thy  gentle  breaft,  and  fay 
The  friends  of  freedom  dumber  here! 

Thou,  who  lhalt  trace  this  bloody  plain. 

If  goodnefs.  rules  thy  generous  breaft. 
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Sigh  for  the  wafted  rural  reign ; 
Sigh  for  the  Ihepherds,  funk  to  reft  ! 


granger,  their  humble  graves  adorn; 
You  too  may  fall,  and  afk  a  tear : 

^is  not  the  beauty  of  the  morn 
That  proves  the  evening  lhall’be  clear— 


They  faw  their  injur’d  country’s  woe; 

The  flaming  town,  the  wafted  field;  . 

Then  rufti’d  to  meet  the  infulting  foe ; 

*  hey  took  the  fpear — but  left  the  Ihield, 
^  * 


conquering  geniuS}  GREEN»i 
1  ne  Britons  they  compell’d  to  fty;  , 
None  diftant  view’d  the  fatal  plain. 

None  griev’d,  in  fuch  a  caufe,  to  die— 


®“‘*  like  the  Parthian,  fam’d  of  old, 

their  arrows  threw; 
^hefe  routed  Britons,  full  as  bold; 
Jtetreated,  and  retreating  flew. 


Now  reft  in  peace,  our  patriot  band  ;  ’ 

We  tS  //'T  Nature’*  linrits  thrown. 
We  truft,  they  find  a  happier  land; 

A  brighter  fun-lhine  of  their  own;f 


To  an  OLD  MAN; 


\^Hy,  dotard,  wouldft  thow  longer  groan 
Beneath  a  weight  of  years  and  w.oe—  ^  ' 

Thy  youth  is  loft,  thy  pleafures  flown. 

And  age  proclaims,  “  ’Tis  time  to  go. 


>» 


To  willows  fad  and  weeping  yews 
With  me  a  while,  old  man,  repair. 
Nor  to  the  vault  thy  fteps  refufe, 

4  fcy  conftant  home  fliall  foon  be  there. 


To  furaraef  funs  and  winter  moons 
Prepare  to  bid  a  long  adieu. 

Autumnal  feafons  fhall  return 

And  fpring  lhall  bloom,  but  not  for  you. 


Why  fo  perplext  with  cares  and  toil 
iT^  ®  “P°“  this  darkfome  road ; 

^ut  a  thin,  a  thirfty  foil, 

A  barren  and  a  bleak  abode. 
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ConftrainM  to  dwell  with  pain  and  care, 

Thefe  dregs  of  life  are  bought  too  dear, 

^Tis  bettef  far  to  die,  than  bear 

The  torments  of  life’s  clofing  ye^r.  ^  '  4 

%  * 

Subjected  to  perpetual  ills, 

A  thoufand  deaths  around  us  grow: 

The  froU  the  tender  blolTom  kills. 

And  rofes  wither  as  they  blow. 

Cold,  nipping  winds  your  fruits  afiail. 

The  blailed  apple  feeks  the  ground. 

The  peaches  fall,  the  cherries  fail. 

The  grape  receives  a  mortal  wound.  '  v  . 

The  breeze,  that  gently  ought  to  blow,  '  ; 

Swells  to  a  llorm,  and  rends  the  main;  ' 

The  fun,  that  charm’d  the  grafs  to  grow 
Turns  holtile,  and  confumes  the  plain; 

The  mountains  wafte,  the  fhores  decay. 

Once  purling  dreams  are  dead  and  dry — 

’fwas  Nature’s  work — ’tis  Nature’s  play, 

A.nd  Nature  fays,  that  all  mud  die.  ’  ■  '• 

Yon’  flaming  lamp,  the  fource  of  light, .  V 

In  chaos  dark  fliall  fliroud  his  beam  ^ 

And  leave  the  world  to  mother  Night,  ' 

A  farce,  a  phantom,  or  a  dream. 

What^tiow  is  young,  mud  foon  be  old,  ^ 

,  V/hate’er  we  love,  we  foon  mud  leave : 

’Tis  now  too  hot,  ?tis  now  too  cold^—  ^ 

To  live,  is  nothing  but  to  grieve. 

How  brio-ht'the  morn  her  courfe  begun,  \ 

No  rnids  bedimm’d  the  foiar  fphere- — 

The  clouds  arife- — they  fhade  the  fun. 

For  nothing  can  be  condant  here. 

Now  hope  the  longing  foul  employs. 

In  expedation  we  are  bled  ,* 

But  foon  the  airy  phantom  Hies, 

For,  lo !  the  treafure  is  poflell. 

Thofe  monarchs  proud  that  havoc  fpread, 

(While  penfive  reason  dropt  a  tear) 

Thofe  monarchs  have  to  darknefs  fled. 

And  Ruin  bounds  their  mavi  career. 

\ 

The  grandeur  of  this  earthly  round, 

Where  folly  would  forever  d^iy. 
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Is  but  a  name,  is  but  a  found— 

Mere  emptinefs  and  vanity. 

Give  me  the  flars,  give  me  the  /kies. 
Give  me  the  heaven^s  remotell  fphere. 
Above  thefe  gloomy  fcenes  to  rife 
Of  defolation  and  delpair. 

Thofe  native  fires,  that  warm’d  the  mind. 
Now  languid  grown,  too  dimly  glow, 

Joy  has  to  grief  the  heart  refign’d. 

And  love,  itfelf,  is  chang’d  to  woe. 

^  The  joys  of  wine  are  all  you  boafl, - 

Thefe,  for  a  moment,  damp  your  pain; 
The  gleam  is  o’er,  the  charm  is  loTft— 
And  darknefs  clouds  the  foul  again. 

Then  feek  no  more  for  blifs  belowl 
,  Where  real  blifs  can  ne’er  be  found; 
Afpire  where  fweeter  blo/Toms  blow 
And  fairer  flowers  bedeck  the  ground; 

Where  plants  of  life  the  plains  inved; 

*  And  green  eternal  crowns  the  year. 

The  little  god,  that  fvvells  the  bread. 

Is  weary  of  his  manfion  here. 

liike  Phofphor,  fent  before  the  day, 

/  His  height  meridian  to  regain. 

The  dawn  arrives— he  mud  not  day 
To  diiver  on  a  frozen  plain, 

pfe’s  journey  pad,  for  fate  prepare,— 

*Tis  but  the  freedom  of  the  mind, 

Jove  made  us  mortal — his  we  are. 

To  Jove,  be  all  our  cares  refign’d. 
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V  V  ARS,  cruel  wart,  and  holHIe  Britain’s  raee 
Have  banilh’d  long  the  pleafures  of  the  dage; 
rrom  the  gay  painted  feene  compell’d  to  part, 

(h(?rgot  the  melting  language  of  the  heart) 

Condram’d  to  diun  the  bold  theatric  diow. 

To  aft  long  tragedies  of  real  woe. 
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Heroes,  once  more  attend  the  comic  mufe ; 

Forget  our  failings,  and  our  faults  excufe.- 
In  that  fine  language  is^our  fable  dreft 
Which  iVill  unrivalPd,  reigns  o’er  all  the  reft; 

Of  foreign  courts  the  ftudy  and  the  pride. 

Who  to  know  lh:s,  abandon  all  befide; 

Bold,  though  polite,  and  ever  fure  to  plcafc;  •  v 

Correft  with  grace,  and  elegant  wi,th  cafe  j  - 

Soft  from  the  Ups  its  eafy  accents  roll. 

Form’d  to  delight  and  captivate  the  foul : 

In  this  Eugenia  tells  her  eafy  lay. 

The  brilliant  work  of  courtly  Beaumarchais :  > 

In  this' Racine^  Voltaire,  arid  Boileatf.  fung. 

The  nobleft  poets,  in  the  nobleft  tongue. 

If  the  foft  ftory  in  our  pUy  cxprefs’d 
Can  give  a  moment’s  pleafure  to  your  breaft, 

To  you.  Great  Men,*  we  muft  be  proud  to  fay 
•That  nioment’s  pleafure  fhall  our  pains  repay : 

Return’d  from  conqueft  and  from  glorious  toils. 

From  armies  captur’d  and  unnumber’d  fppils; 

Ere  yet  again  with  generous  France  ally’d. 

You  rudi  to  battle,  humbling  Britifh  pride ; 

While  arts  of  peace  your  kind  proteftibn-fhare,  y 
.Ol^iet  Yhe  mufes  claim  an  equal  care^  ‘  v 

You  bade  us  firft  our  future  greatnefs  fee, 

Infpir’d  by  you,  we  languilh’d  to  be  free ;  < 

Sven  here,  where  Freedom  lately  fat  diftreft. 

See,  a  new  Athens  rifing  in  the  v/eft  !  \  ’ 

Fair  Science  blooms,  where  tyrants  reign’d  before, 

R.ed  war,  reludant,  leaves  our  ravag’d  Thore— 

Illuftrious  heroes,  may  you  IWe  to  fee 

Thefe  new  Republics  powerful,  great,  and  Uee;  ,  , 

Peace,  heaven  born  peace,’o’er  fpacic us  regions  fpread,  ’ 

While  difeord,  finking,  veils  her  ghaftly  head.  [*7^^] 

*  Addrefled  to  the  Commander  m  Chief,  a«d  fcvcral  of  the  Ojfcer:  of  the  Atnerkan 
Army,  then  prefent. 
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STANZAS 

Oecafmied  hj  the  Ruins  of  a  Counity  Inn,  unroofed  and 

hlc^m  dona^n  in  a  form. 


K 


HERE  new  thefe  mingled  ruins  lie 


A  I'emple  once  tvO  Bacchus  rofc, . 
Beneath  whofe  roof,  afpiring  high. 
Full  many  a  gueft  forgot  his  woes ; 


ti  ■' 


■  ■■ 

I,:  -V 


POEMS  ON  SEVERAL  OCCASIONS* 


No  more  this  dome,  by  tempeds  torn. 
Affords  a  focial  fate  retreat ;  ' . 

But  ravens  here,  with  eye  forlorn. 

And  cluftering  bats  henceforth  Ihall  meet. 


The  Prleftefs  of  this  ruin’d  fhrine. 
Unable  to  furvive  the  ftroke, 
Prefcnts  no  more  the  ruddy  wine. 
Her  glaffcs  gone,  her  china  broke. 


/ 


The  friendly  Hod,  whofe  focial  hand 
Accofted  drahgers  at  the  door,  , 
Has  left  at  length  his  wonted  (land. 
And  greets  the  weary  gued  no  more. 


Old  creeping  time,  that  brings  decay. 

Might  yet  have  fpar’d  thefe  mouldering  walls. 
Alike  beneath  whofe  potent  fway 
A  temple  or  a  favet’n  falls. 


Is  this  the  place  where  mirth  and  joy,. 

Coy  nymphs  and  fprightly  lads  were  found  ? 
Alas !  no  more  the  nymphs  are  coy. 

No  more  the  flowing  bowls  go  round 


Is  this  the  place  where  feftive  fdng; 
Deceiv’d  the  wintry  hours  away  ? 

No  more  the  fwains  the  tune  prolong 
No  more  the  maidens  join  the  lay  ;  ^ 


Is  this  the  place  where  Chloe  flept 
In  downy  beds  of  blue  and  green  ? 
Dame  Nature  here  no  vigils  kept. 

No  cold,  unfeeling  guards  were  feen. 


^is  gone ! — and  Chloe  tempts  no  more. 
Deep,  unrelenting  fllence  reigns  ; 

Of  all  that  pleas’d,  that  charm’d  before. 
The  tottering  chimney  fcarce  remains ! 

4 


Ve  tyrant  winds,  whofe  rufflan  blad 
From  locks  and  hinges  rent  the  door 
And  all  tlie  roof  to  ruin  cad, 

Ffle  roof  that  flielter’d  us  before. 


Your  wrath  appeas’d,  I  pray  be  kind 
If  Mopfus  fliould  the  dome  renew; 
That  we  again  may  quaff  his  wine 
Again  coiletd  our  jovial  crew* 

4^ 
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'19S 

THE 

ROYALADVENTURER. 

JP  RINCE  William,  of  the  Brunfwick 
To  witnefs  George’s  fad  difgrace 
The  royal  lad  came  over. 

Rebels  to  kill,  by  Right  Divine — 

Deriv’d  from  that  illuftrious  lincj 
The  beggars  of  HanovefT 

So  many  chiefs  got  broken  pates 
In  vanquifhing  the  rebel  States, 

So  many  nobles  fell. 

That  George  the  third  in  paflion  cry’d. 

Our  royal  blood  muft  now  be  try’d ; 

’Tis  that  mull  break  the  fpell ; 

To  you  (the  fat  pot-valiant  Swine 
To  Digby  faid)  dear  friend  of  mine. 

To  you'I  trull  my  boy ; 

The  rebel  tribes  lhall  quake  with  fears. 

Rebellion  die  when  he  appears. 

My  Tories  leap  with  joy.” 

So  faid,  fo  done — the  lad  was  fent. 

But  never  reach’d  the  continent. 

An  illand  held  him  fall — 

Yet  there  his  friends  danc’d  rigadoons. 

The  HelTians  fung,  in  High  Dutch  tunes, 

‘‘  Prince  William’s  come  at  lall.” 

“  Prince  William  comes The  Briton  cry’d — 

**  The  glory  of  our  empire  wide 
**  Shall  now  be  foon  rellor’d — . 

**  Our  monarch  is  in  William  feen. 

He  is  the  image  of  our  queen,  \ 

Let  William  be  ador’d!” 

The  Tories  came  with  long  addrefs. 

With  poems  groan’d  the  Royal  Prefs, 

And  all  in  William’s  praife — 

The  youth  allonifh’d  look’d  about 
To  find  their  njajl  dominions  out. 

Then  anfwcr’d,  in  amaze: 

Where  all  your  huge  domain  can  be. 

Friends,  for  my  foul  I  cannot  fee: 

’Tis  but  an  empty  name ; 
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*  » 

Three  wafted  iflands,  and  a  town 
In  rubbifti  buried — half  burnt  down^ 

Is  all  that  we  can  claim :  » 

I  am  of  royal  birth,  ’tis  true. 

But  what,  alas !  can  princes  do, 

•‘No  armies  to  command? 

Cornwallis  conquer’d  and  diftreft — 

Sir  Henry  Clinton  grown  a  jeft — 

I  curfe — and  leave  the  land.” 


<c 
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O  R  D 

DUN  MO  RE’S  PETITION 

\  '  \ 

'  I 

To  the  Legislature  of  Virginia  : 

Humbly  She'ivethf 

hat  a  filly  old  fellow,  much  noted  of  yore. 

And  known  by  the  name  of  John,  earl  of  Dunmore, 

Has  again  ventur’d  over  to  vifit  your  fhore. 


Tne  reafon  of  this  he  begs  leave  to  explain— 

In  England  they  faid  you  were  conquer’d  and  llain 
(But  the  devil  take  him  that  believes  them  again) 

So,  hearing  that  moft  of  you  Rebels  were  dead. 

That  fome  had  fubmitted,  and  others  had  iled, 

I  mufter’d  my  Tories,  myfelf  at  their  head. 

And  over  we  fcudded,  our  hearts  full  of  glee. 

As  merry  as  ever  poor  devils  could  be. 

Our  ancient  dominion,  Virginia,  to  fee  ; 

Our  fhoe-boys,  and  tars,  and  the  very  cook’s  mate 
Already  conceiv’d  he  polTefs’d  an  eftate. 

And  the  Tories  no  longer  were  curfmg  their  fate. 

Myfelf,  (the  don  C^ixote)  and  each  of  the  crew,  “ 

Like  Sancho,  had  illands  and  empires  in  view _ 

They  were  captains,  and  kings,  and  the  devil  know.,  who 

But  now,  to  our  forrow,  difgrace,  and  furprife. 

No  longer  deceiv’d  by  the  Father  of  Lies,  ^ 

We  hear  with  our  ears,  and  we  fee  with  our  eyes> 

I  have  therefore^  to  make  you  a  modeft  requeft, 

(And  Pm  fure,  in  my  mind,  it  will  be  for  the  beft'l 
Admit  me  again  to  your  manfions  of  reft. 


<00 


There  are  Eden,  and  Martin,  and  Franklin,  and  Tryon# 
All  waiting  to  fee  you  fubmit  to  the  Lion, 

And  may  wait  ’till  the  devil  is  king  of  Mp.ant  Siou*^. 

Though  a  brute  and  a  dunce,  like  the  reft  of  the  elan> 

1  can  govern  as  well  as  moft  Englifhmen  can  J 
And  if  I’m  a  drunkard,  I  ftill  am  a  man; 

I  mifs’d  it  fome  how  in  comparing  my  notes. 

Or  fix  years  ago  I  had  join’d  with  your  vote^; 

Not  aided  the  negroes  in  cutting  your  throats, 

Altho^  with  fo  many  hard  names  I  was  branded, 

I  hope  you’ll  believe,  (as  you  will,  if  your  candid) 
That  I  only  perform’d  what  my  mailer  commanded. 

Give  me  lands,  whores  and  dice,  and  you  ftill  may  be  f 
Let  who  will  be  mailer,  we  lha’nt  difagree; 

If  king  or  if  Congrefs — no  matter  to  me 

I  hope  you  will  fend  me  an  anfwer  ftraightway. 

For  ’tis  plain  that  at  Charlellon  we  cannot  long  ftay— 
And  your  humble  petitioner  ever  lhall  pray* 

Jan.  1782. 
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EPIGRAM 


Occalioned  by  the  Title  of  Mr.  Rjvinoton’s  Nevv-York 
ROYAL  GAZETTE  being  fcarcely  legible. 

I 

Says  Satan  to  Jemmy,  I  hold  you  a  bet 
That  you  mean  to  abandon  our  Royal  G^^zette,  ^ 

Or,  between  you  and  me,  you  wou’d  manage  things  better 
Than  the  Title  to  print  on  fo  fneaking  a  letter. 

Now  being  conne(fted  fo  long  in  the  art. 

It  would  not  be  prudent  at  pfefent  to  part ; 

And  people,  perhaps,'  would  be  frighten’d,  and  fret 
If  the  devil  alone  carry ’d  on  the  Gazette.” 

Says  Jemmy  to  Satan  (by  way  of  a  wipe) 

Who  gives  me  the  matter  Ihould  furnilh  the  type  ; 

And  why  you  find  fault,  I  can,  fcarcely  divine, 
for  the  types,  like  the  printer,  are  certainly  thine. 

’Tis  yours  to  deceive  with  the  femblance  of  truth. 

Thou  friend  of  my  age,  and  thou  guide  of  my  youth! 

But,  to  profper,  pray  fend  me  fome  further  1  applies, 

**  A  fett  of  new  types,  and  a  fett  of  new  lies.”  [17S2 
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E  S 


OCCASIONED 


By  Mr.  Rivington’s  new  Titular  types  to  his  Royal  Gazette. 

ELL— now  (faid  the  devil)  it  looks  fomething  better! 
Your  title  is  flruck  on  a  charming  new  Letter', 

Laft  night  in  the  dark,  as  I  gave  it  a  fquint, 

I  faw  my  dear  partner  had  taken  the  hint. 

I  ever  furmis’d  (though  ’twas  doubted  by  fome) 

J  were  ^adows  of  fubftance  to  come : 

^  ^ut  if  the  NEW  LETTER  is  pregnant  with  charms 
K  grieves  me  to  think  of  thofe  curfed  King’s  Arms. 

The  Dieu  et  man  droit  (his  God  and  his  right) 

Isfo  dim,  that  I  hardly  know  what  is  meant  by’t; 

The  paws  of  the  Lion  can  fcarcely  be  feen. 

And  the  Unicorn’s  guts  are  moft  fhamefully  lean! 

1  he  Crown  is  fo  worn  of  your  mafter  the  defpot. 

That  I  hardly  know  which  ’tis  (a  crown  or  a  piffpot)— 

When  I  rub  up  my  day-lights,  and  look  very  fliarp 
I  juft  can  diftinguilh  the  Irifliman’s  harp , 

Another  device  appears  rather  filly, 

Alas !  it  is  only  the  lhade  of  the  lilly  !  ■ 

PrIv^!-iv°.T‘'  ‘he  fame  of  our  nation, 

rray,  give  his  efcutcheons  a  reaification _ 

Or  I  know  what  I  know  (and  I’m  a  queer  lhaver) 

Of  HIM  and  his  Arms  I’ll  be  the  eno-raver. 


[1782 


On  Mr.  RIVlNGTON's 


E 


New  Engraved  KING’s  ARMS 

To  his  Royal  Gazette. 


ROM  the  regions  of  night,  with  his  head  in  a  fack 
Afcended  a  perfon  accoutred  in  black,  ' 

And  upward  direaing  his  circular  eye  whites-' 

(Like  the  Jure-divino  political  Levies)  ’ 
nd  leaning  his  elbow  on  Rivington’s  Ihelf, 

WMe  the  printer  was  bufy,  thus  mus’d  with  himfelf- 
cr  are  fully  complied  with  at  laft 

engrav’d,  and  new  letters  are  r- 
.<  determine  and  freely  accord, 

rhis  fervant  of  mine  11, all  receive  his  reward  ” 

»  raid,  • 

ho  late  was  my  fervant  lhali  sow  be  my 


m4 


i  I  r?  . 


■i’'' 


.  A 


iiiS, 


■t| 

■  >-7^^  ■'  iJ 

■  e-tr 


f-T 

....  «  rfe-  V-.; 
l3  i  U  ; » j 

hfl  < .  i." 

'  't 

I, 


I; 


ill 

llir'  -17^^75 

'-i 

7  ’  i  k  i'  ^ 


zoi 


POEMS  ON  SEVERAL  OCCASIONS, 

/ 

Since  under  my  banners  fo  bravely  you  fight. 

Kneel  down! — for  your  merits  I  dubb  you  a  knight. 
From  a  pafiive  Jubaltern  I  bid  you  to  rife 
**  The  Inventor,  as  well  as  the  printer  of  lies.*' 

[1782.] 
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* 

That  Ihould  have  bean  fpoken  by  the  King  of  the’  ifland 
of  Britain  to  his  Parliamejit. — 


Y  lords,  I  can  hardly  from  weeping  refrain. 

When  I  think  of  this  year,  and  its  curfed  campaign ; 

But  ftill  it  is  folly  to  whine  and  to  grieve. 

For  things  will  yet  alter,  I  hope  and  believe. 

Of  the  four  fouthern  States  we  again  are  bereav’d. 

They  were  juft  in  our  grafp  (or  Tm  fadly  deceiv’d )^ 
There  are  wizzards  and  witches  that  dwell  in  thofe  lands 
,  For  the  moment  we  gain  them,  they  flip  from  our  hands. 

Our  profpe£ls,  at  prefent,  moft  gloomy  appear; 
Cornwallis  returns,  with  a  flea  in  his  car. 

Sir  Henry  is  flck  of  his  ftation,  we  know — 

And  Amherft,  though  prefs’d,  is  unwilling  to  go. 

The  He  RO*  that  fleer’d  for  the  cape  of  Good  Hope 
With  Monfieur  Suffi’ein  was  unable  to  cope — 

Many  months  are  elaps’d,  yet  his  talk  is  to  do — 

To  conquer  the  Cape,  and  to  conquer  Peru : 

When  his  fquadron  at  Portfmouth  he  went  to  equip. 

He  promised  great  things  from  his  fifty-gun  s  hip  ; 
But,  let  him  alone — while  he  knows  which  is  which, 
He’ll  not  be  fo  ready  to  “  die  in  a  ditch 

I  ' 

This  feflion,  I  thought  to  have  told  you  thus  much, 

A  treaty  concluded,  and  peace  with  the  Dutch”— 
But,  as  flubborn  as  ever,  they  vapour  and  brag, 

And  fail  by  my.nofe  with  the  Pruflian  flag. 

The  emprefs  refutes  to  join  on  our  fide. 

As  yet  with  the  Indians  we’re  only  ally ’d: 

(Though  fuch  an  alliance  is  rather  improper. 

We  Englifli  are  white,  but  their  colour  is  copper.] 

*  JohniVjne. 


The  Irifh,  I  fear,  have  feme  mifehief  in  view; 

They  ever  have  been  a  moll  troublefome  crew— 

If  a  truce  or  a  treaty  hereafter  be  made. 

They  lhall  pay  very  dear  for  their  prefent  free  trade. 


Bame  Fortune,  I  think,  has  our  ftandard  forfaken. 
For  Tobago,  they  fay,  by  Frenchmen  is  taken : 
Minorca’s  beheg’d — and  as  for  Gibraltar, 

By  Jove,  if  it’s  taken  I’ll  take  to  the  halter. 


fo  wroth,  I  could  fcold  like  Xantippe 
A  j  ^  ^  think  of  our  Ioffes  along  Miffifippi— 

And  fee  in  the  Indies  that  horrible  Hyder 
His  conquells  extending  ffill  wider,  and  wider. 


"Twixt  Wa/hington;  Hyder,  Don  Galvez,  De  Graffe^ 
we  are  brought  to  a  very  fine  pafs— 
hen  we  ve  reafon  to  hope  new  b^-ttles  are  won 
A  packet  arrives — ^and  an  army’s  undone  1 — 


of  this  feene  of  difmay  and  diffrefs 
What  IS  beff  to  be  d6ne,  is  not  eafy  to  guefs. 

For  things  may  go  wrong  though  we  plan  them  aright, 
And  blows  they  muft  look  for,  whofe  trade  is  to  fight. 


to  the  Rebels,  it  is  my  decree 
That  dependent  on  Britain  they  ever  lhall  be ; 

Or  I’ve  captains  and  hofts,  that  will  fly  at  my  nod 
And  flaughter  them  all— by  the  blefling  of  God. 


But  if  they  fucceed,  as  they’re  likely  to  doi 
ur  neighbours  mull  part  with  their  colonies  too  • 

wu  '"T  merry,  and  make  us  their  jeft. 

When  La  Plata  revolts,  we  will  laugh  with  the  reft— 


’Tis  true  that  the  journey  to  caftle  St.  Juan 
Was  a  projedl  that  brought  the  projectors  to  ruin ; 
But  ftill,  my  dear  lords,  I  would  have  you  reflect 
Who  nothing  do  venture  can  nothing  expeft. 


If  the  Commons  agree  to  afford  me  new  treafures, 

aZ  fpr  vigorous  meafures  : 

Accuftom  d  fo  long  to  head  winds  and  bad  weather 
i^et  us  conquer— or  go  to  the  devil  together. 
[1782.J  * 
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R  I  V  I  N  G  T  O  N’s 


LAST  WILL  AND  TESTAMENT. 


s 


INCE  life  is  uncertain,  and  no  one  can  fay. 
How  foon  we  may  go,  or  how^  long  we  lhall  flay, 
Methinks  he  is  wifeft  who  foonefl;  prepares. 

And  fettles,  in  feafon,  his  worldly  affairs : 


Some  folks  are  fo  weak  they  can  fcarce  avoid  crying. 

And  think  when  they^re  making  their  wills  they  are  dying:} 
*Tis  furely  a  ferious  employment— but  ftill,^ 

Who  e’er  died  the  fooner  for  making  his  will  ? 


Let  others  be  fad,  when  their  lives  they  review. 

But  I  know  <iohom  IVe  ferv’d —  and  Mm  faithfully  too  } 
And  though  it  may  feem  a  fanatical  ilory 
He  often  has  fhow’d  me  a  glimpfc  of  his  glory. 


Imprimis,  my  carcafe  I  give  and  devife 
To  be  made  into  cakes  of  a  moderate  iize. 

To  nourifh  thofe  Tories  whofe  fplrits.mj?y  droop, 
And  ferve  the  king’s  army  with  portable  foiip. 


Unlefs  I  miftake,  in  the  fcriptures  we  read  > 

That  worms  on  the  dead  fliall  delicioulTy  feed. 
The  feripture  Hands  true— -and  that  I  am  firm'  in, 
Tor  what  are  our  Tories  and  foldiers  but  vermin?— 


This  foup  of  all  foups  can’t  be  call’d  that  of  beef, 
(And  this  may  to  fome  be  a  matter  of  grief:) 

But  I  am  certain  the  Bull  would  occalion  a  laugh, 
That  beef-portable-foup  fhould  be  made  of  a  calf* 


To  the  king,  my  dear  maHer,  I  give  a  full  fett 
(In  volumes  bound  up)  of  the  Royal  Gazett^e 
In  which  he  will  find  the  vaft  records  contain’d 
Of  provinces  concJuer^d,  and  victories  gain  d. 


As  to  Arnold,  the  traitor,  and  Satan,  his  brother, 
I  beg  they  will  alfo  accept  of  another ; 

And  this  lhall  be  bound  in  Morocco  fed  leather. 
Provided  they’ll  read  it,  like  brothers,  together. 


But  if  Arnold  fhould  die,  ’tis  another  affair. 
Then  Satan,  furviving,  fhall  be  the  foie  heir ; 
He  often  has  told  me  he  thought  it  quite  clever. 
So  to  him  and  hiS  heirs  I  bequeath  it  forever. 


I  know  there  are  Tome  (that  would  fain  be  thought  wife) 
Who  fay  my  Gazette  is  a  record  of  lies,  • 
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In  anfwer  to  this,  I  (hall  only  reply — 

All  the  choice  that  I  had  was,  to  (larve  or  to  lie. 

i  '  » 

My.  fid  dies,  iny  flutes,  French  horns  and  guittars 
I  leave  to  our  hero£s,  now  weary  of  wars — ? 

To  the  wars  of  the  ftage  they  more  boldly  advance 
The  captains  (hall  play,  and  the  foldiers  fhall  danced 

To  Sir  Henry  Clinton^  his  ufe  and  behoof^ 

I, leave  my  French  brandy,  of  very  good  proof; 

It  will  give  him  frelh  fpirits  for  battle  and  (laughter 
And  make  him  fed'holder  by  land  and  by  water ; 

Yet  I  caution  the  knight,  for  fear  he  do  wrong 
1  is^  auant  la  ^iande,  et  apres  le  poijjon*—-^ 

It  will  llrengthen  his  Itomach,  prevent  it  from  tarnini 
And  digeft  the  affront  of  his  effigy — burning. 

To  Baron  Knyphaosen,  his  heirs  and  affigns, 

1  bequeath  my  dd  Hock,  and  my  Burgundy  wines, 

^  ^  riellian  drunkard,  no  Jiquors  are  fweeter* 
And  I  know  the  old  man  is  no  foe  to  the  creature. 

To  a  GENERAL,  my  namefake.t  I  give  and  difpofe 

half  joes; 

I  hereby  defire  him  to  take  back  his  traih. 

And  return  me  my  Hannay’s  infallible  wash. 

My  cheffmen  and  tables,  and  other  fuch  chattels 
i  give  to  Cornwallis,  renowned  in  battles: 

y  moving  of  thefe  (not  tracing  the  map) 

He  11  explain  to  the  king  how  he  got  in  a  trap. 

To  good  David  Matthews  (among  other  flops) 

I  give  my  whole  cargo  of  Maredants  drops,  ^  ' 

If  they  cannot  do  all;  they  may  cure  him  in  part. 

And  fcatter  the  poifon  that  cankers  his  heart : 

Provided,  however,  and  neverthelefs, 

Shan  fold) 

Shall  remain  to  the  Tories,  to  have  and  to  holu. 

bequeath’d  them  both  carcafe  and  fle-c< 
1  he  leaft  they  can  do  u  to  wait  mv  deceafe  •  ' 

But  to  give  them  what  fubflance  I  have,  ere  I  di- 
And  be  eat  up  witli  vermin,  while  living—not  iZ. 

Herehntr/ffirf";r^  "?  “’'"’'“‘  I 

'stuit ‘5  r- twain. 
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the 

POLITICALBALANGE 

Or,  the  Fates  of  Britain  and  America  Compared, 

A  tale. 

Deciding  Fates,  in  Homer's  ftile,  I  {hew;  ' 

A«id  bring  contending  Gods  once  more  to  view. 


A. 


wj-Lfc  t  ssr.asA-t’':"  '‘”’" 

In  Alphabet  order  this  volume  was  written _ 

So  he  open’d  at  B,  for  the  article  BrTtaIn!! 

wLftS  ft  f  ^ 

the  hflers  in  Pluto’s  dominions  decree, 

«  Off *15’  ^  cblumn,  he  read 

“  Who^n!u'^“-  ^  «  his  head, 

«  The  thir?  Jf  ^he  mule; 

f  his  name,  and  by  far  the  worft  fool; 

«  But  £h  -n  generation :  " 

«  F«!  i  V  um!  r*! 'he  purpofe  of  fate. 

For  each  child  he  begets,  he  fhall  forfeit  a  State:  ■ 

«  hu  ihall  find  to  his  coll: 

•>  Ar!l  cannot  regain  what  he  foolilhly  loft; 

..  ait  ""‘“’v  '  he  fliall  be  the  derifion, 

.And  know,  by  experience,  the  Rule  of  Divifion.” 

»  sod  of  firft  rank— 

P„"  p  on— but  he  came  to  a  blank  i 

For  the  Fates  had  negleded  the  reft  to  reveal— 
hey  either  forgot  it,  or  chofe  to  conceal : 

When  a  leaf  is  torn  out,  or  a  blot  on  a  paee 
1  iiat  pleafes  our  fancy,  we  fly  in  a  rave— 

So,  curious  to  know  what  the  Fates  would  fay  next, 
o  wonder  if  Jove,  difappointed,  was  vext‘. 

But  ftill,  as  true  genius  not  frequently  fails, 

An/f  •"/  and  thought  of  the  Sea/es; 

And  fmd  u  To  determine  the  will  of  the  Fates, 

ue  fcaJe  ftiall  weigh  Britain,  the  other  the  Statetd’ 
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Then  turning  to  Vulcan,  his  maker  of  thunder. 

Said  he,  My  dear  Vulcan,  I  pray  you  look  yonder, 
Thofe  creatures  are  tearing  each  other  to  pieces, 

**  And  inllead  of  abating,  the  carnage  increafes. 

Now,  as  you  are  a  blackfmith,  and  lufty  ftout  ham-eatei> 
You  mud  make  me  a  globe  of  a  Ihorter  diameter; 

The  world  in  abridgment,  and  juft  as  it  Hands  "  ' 

With  all  its  proportions  of  waters  and  lands; 

But  its  various  divifions  mud  -fo  be  defign’d. 

That  I  can  unhinge  it  whene^'er  Pve  a  mind— — 

How  ehe  Ihould  I  know  what  the  portions  will  weigh. 

Or  which  of  the  combatants  carry  the  day  ?** 

Old  Vulcan  comply’d,  (we’ve  no  reafon  to  doubt  it) 

j  upron  and  draight  went  about  it _ 

Made  center,  and  circles  as  round  as  a  pancake. 

And  here  the  Pacific,  and  there  the  Atlantic. 

^  axis  he  hammer’d,  whofe  ends  were  the  poles, 

(On  which  the  whole  body  perpetually  rolls) 

A  brazen  meridian  he  added  to  thefe, 

.  Where -four  times  repeated  were  ninety  degrees. 

laugh’d  to  have  feen  his  droll  attitude* 
When  he  bent  round  the  furface  the  circles. of  latitude 
The  zones,  and  the  tropics,  meridians,  equator. 

And  other  fine  things  that  are  drawn  on  fait  water. 

t 

Away  to  the  fouthward  (inftrufted  by  Pallas) 

He  plac’d  in  the  bcean  the  Terra  Auftralis, 

New  Holland,  New  Guinea,  and  fo  of  the  reft— 

America  lay  by  herfelf  in  the  weft  : 

From  the  regions  where  winter  eternally  reigns,  , 

To  the  climes  of  Peru  he  extended  her  plains  • 

Hark  poves  and  the  zones  did  her  bofom  adorn. 

And  the  Crc/ers,*  new  burniih’d,  he  hung  at  Cape  Horn> 

Wit  herlides, 

Vaft  lakes  on  her  furface  did  fearfully  roll. 

And  the  ice  from  her  rivers  furrounded  the  pole. 

Then  Europe  and  Afia  he  northward  extended 
Where  under  the  Arcftic  with  Zembla  they  end'ed  • 

(  he  length  of  thefe  regions  he  took  with  his  carters 
Including  Siberia,  the  land  of  the  Tartars).  ‘ 

He  laid  down  the  del^.rts,  anfev  the  N 

Star,  .  ..  .utHern 
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The  fhores  by  the  waves  of  four  oceans  embracM, 

And  elephants  ftrolling  about  in  the  wafte. 

In  forming  Eall  India,  he  had  a  wide  fcope. 

Beginning  his  work  at  the  cape  of  Good  Hope; 

Then  eaftward  of  that  he  continued  his  plan, 

*Till  he  came  to  the  empire  and  ifles  of  Japan. 

Adjacent  to  Europe  he  firuck  up  an  ifland, 

(One  part  of  it  low,  but  the  other  was  high  land)  , 
With  many  a  comical  creature  upon  it. 

And  one  wore  a  hat,  and  another  a  bonnet. 

Lik  emmits  or  ants  in  a  fine  fummer’s  day. 

They  ever  were  marching  in  battle  array. 

Or  fkipping  about  bn  the  face  of,  the  brinci 
.  Like  witches  in  egg-lhells  (their  fhips  of  the  line)* 

Thefe  poor  little  creatures  were  all  in  a  flame. 

To  the  lands  of  America  urging  their  claim. 

Still  biting,  or  flinging,  or  fpreading  their  fails ; 

(For  Vulcan  had  form’d  them  with  flings  in  their  tails)# 

f. 

So  poor  and  fo  lean,  you  might  count  all  their  ribs,* 

Yet  were  fo  enraptur’d  with  crackers  and  fquibs. 

That  Vulcan  with  laughter  almoll  fplit  afunder, 

**  Becaufe  they  imagin’d  their  crackers  were  thunder.’* 

Due  weftward  from  thefe,  with  a  channel  between, 

A  fervant  to  Haves,  Hibernia  was  feen. 

Once  crowded  with  monarchs,  and  high  in  reaownj 
But  all  Ihe  retain’d  was  the  Harp  and  the  Crown  I 

Her  genius,  a  female,  reclin’d  in  the  fhade. 

And,  merely  for  mufic,  fo  mournfully  play’d. 

That  Jove  was  uneafy  to  hear  her  complain. 

And  order’d  his  blackfmith  to  loofen  her  chain  : 

Then  tipt  her  a  wink,  faying,  Now  is  your  time, 

(To  reM  is  the  fin,  to  revolt  is  no  crime) 

«  When  your  fetters  are  off,  if  you  dare  not  be  free 
**  Be  a  Have  if  you  will,  but  complain  not  to  me.” 

But  finding  her  timid,  he  cry’d  in  a  rage — 

*‘Tho’  the  doors  are  flung  open,  flie  flays  in  the  cage  I 
Subfervient  to  Britain  then  let  her  remain. 

And  her  freedom  lhall  be,  but  ihe  length  of  her  chainP 

At  length,  to  difeourage  all  ftupid  pretenfions, 

Jove  look’d  at  the  globe,  and  approv’d  its  dimenfions. 
And  cfy’d  in  a  tranfport — “Why  1  what  have  we  here ! 
Friend  Vulcan,  it  is  a  mofl  beautiful  fphere! 

*  Their  national  debt  being  now  above  200,000,000  flerllng^ 
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Now  while  I  am  bufy  in  taking  apart 

?Iobe  that  is  form’d  with  fuch  exquifite  art, 
Hermes,  to  Libra,  (you’re  one  of  her  gallants) 
And  alk,  in  my  name,  for  the  loan  of  her  balance.*' 

Away  polled  Hermes,  as  fwift  as  the  gales. 

And  as  fwiftly  return'd  with  the  ponderous  Scales, 
And  hung  them  aloft  to  a  beam  in  the  air. 

So  equally  pois’d,  they  had  turn’d  with  a  hair. 


Now  Jove  to  Columbia  his  Ihoulders  apply’d. 

Bat  aiming  to  lift  her,  his  llrcngth  Die  defy’d — 

Then,  turning  about  to  their  godlhips,  he  fays— 

**  A  BODY  so  VAST  is  not  eafy  to  raife; 

Bat  if  you  ainU  me,  I  Hill  have  a 

can  put  her  in  motion, 

!!  A  j  I  Hil) 

And  place  her,  in  fpite  of  her  bulk,  in  our  fcale ; 

years  together  the  Congrefs  have  drove, 

the  empire  njoith  yove; 

**  With  a  Jove  like  myfelf,  who  am  »/»e  times  as  great. 
You  can  join,  like  their  foldiers,  to  heave  up  this  weight. 

So  to  it  they  went,  with  handfpikes  and  levers. 

And  upward  Ihe  fprung,  with  her  mountains  and  rivers! 
Kocks,  cities,  and  illands,  deep  waters  and  lhallows, 

^ips,  armies,  and  forells,  high  heads,  and  fine  fellows: 


^  A?  A  ‘  Jove— ‘'Now  heave  one  and  all ! 

one  eighth  of  the  ball 

A  tumbles— then  trouble  begins. 

And  then  have  a  care,  my  dear  boys,  of  your  Ihinsl*^ 

When  gods  are  determin’d  what  projeft  can  fail  ? 
o  t  ey  gave  a  hard  Ihove,  and  Ihc  mounted  the  fcale* 

fiuf^nded  aloft,  Jove  view’d  her  with  awe- 

And  t\iQ  gods*  for  their had  a  hearty— huzza ! 

But  Weftane  bawl’d  out-.<«Why  Jove  you’re  a  noddy. 
„  fufficient  to  poife  that  vaft  body  ?  ^ 

1  IS  nonftnfe  fuch  cattles  to  build  in  the  air— 

As  well  might  an  oyfter  with  Britain  compare..’* 

“  Away  to  your  w.aters,  you  bluftering  bully,”  ' 

■»^r.  1°^'^  **  r.pent  of  your  folly, 

'  Is  Jupiter,  fir.  to  be  tutor’d  by  you  !>—  ^ 

■et  out  of  my  fight,  tor  I  Irr.oyv  what  to  do!” 


1  hen  fearching  about  with  his  fingers  for  Britain, 

“fierVn  So”  "  ^  > 

-vneiac-tn  5olJ.irrs.  q  ’ 
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The  devil  take  him  that  hrft  calPd  her  the  Great; 

“  If  fhe  was — fhe  is  ^oajily  diminilh’d  of  lateP^ 

Like  a  man  that  is  fearching  his  thigh  for  a  flea, 
fie  peep’d  artd  he  fumbled,  but  nothing  could  fee  ; 

Ac  lall  he  exclaim’d — I  am  furely  upon  it— 

“  I  think  I  have  hold  of  a  highlander’s  bonnet/’ 

But  finding  his  error,  he  faid  with  a  flgh, 

“  This  bonnet  is  Only  the  ifland  of  Skie  I”* 
bo  away  to  his  narnefake  the  planet  he  goes. 

And  borrow’d  t^vo  moons  to  hang  on  his  nofe. 

Thro’  thefe,  as  through  glalTes,  he  faw  her  quite  clear. 
And  in  raptures  cry’d  out — I  have  found  her — flie’s  here 
If  this  be  not  Britain,  then  call  me  an  afs. 

She  looks  like  a  gem  in  an  ocean  oj'glajs. 

But,  faith,  fhe’s  fo  fmall  I  mufl:  mind  how  I  fliake  her: 

“  In  a  box  I’ll  inclofe  her,  for  fear  I  fliould  break  her: 
riiough  a  god,  I  might  fuffer  for  being  aggreflbr. 

Since  fcorpions,  and  vipers,  and  hornets  poflefs  her; 

The  white  clifl*s  of  Albion  are  full  In  my  view — 

And  the  hills  of  Plinlimmon  I  think  I  could  fhew — = 

But,  Vulcan,  inform  me  what  creatures  are  thefe. 

That  fmell  fo  of  onions,  and  garlick,  and  cheefe  ? 

Old  Vulcan  reply’d — Odds  fplutter  a  nails! 

Why,  thefe  are  the  Welch,  and  the  country  is  Wales! 

When  dJ'alFy  is  vext,  no  devil  is  ruder — 

lake  care  how  you  trouble  the  offspring  of  Tudor! 

On  the  prags  of  the  mountains  hur  living  hur  feeks, 

Hur  country  is  planted  with  garlick  and  leeks ; 

“  So  great  is  bur  choler,  beware  how  you  teize  hur. 

For  thefe  are  the  Britons — unconquer’d  by  Ca;fax.” 

But  now,  my  dear  Juno,  pray  give  me  my  mittens, 
(Thefe  infels  I  am  going  to  handle  are  Britons) 
i’ll  draw  up  their  ifle  with  a  finger  and  thumb. 

As  the  dodor  extrads  an  old  tooth  from  the  gum.” 

Then  he  rais’d  her  aloft — but  to  fliorten  our  tale. 

She  look’d  like  a  clod  in  the  oppofite  fcale — 

Britannia  fo  Imall,  and  Columbia  io  large— 

A  111  ip  of  firfe  rate,  and  a  ferryman’s  barge  I 


fv’d  Pallas  to  Vulcan,  '‘Whv,  Jove’s  in  a  dream 
C  )brer\'c  how  he  watches  the  turn  of  the  beam! 
Was  ever  a  mountain  outweigh’d  by  a  grain? 

Or  wliat  is  a  drop  wlien  compar’d  to  the  main? 

*  Aa  hl-md  on  th'j  north-wvll  of  SctM’and. 
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Bal  Momus  a  Hedg’d — ‘‘  In  my  humble  opinion. 

You  Ihould  add  to  Great  Britain  her  foreign  dominion. 
When  this  is  appended,  perhaps  flie  will  rife, 

“  And  equal  her  riv^al  in  weight  and  in  fize.’*  : 

Alas!^  (faid  the  monarch)  your  projedl  is  vain. 

But  little  is  left  of  her  foreign  domain; 

And,  fcatter’d  about  in  the  liquid  expanfe. 

That  little  L  left  to  the  mercy  of  France; 

However,  weMl  lift  them,  and  give  her  fair  play—.’' 
And  foon  in  the  fcale  with  their  millrefs  they  lay; 

But  the  gods  were  confounded  and  ftruck  with  furprife. 
And  \  ulcan  could  hardly  believe  his  own  eves! 

For  (fuch  was  the  purpofe  and  guidance  of  fate) 

H^er  foreign  dominions  diminifh’d  her  weight— 

By  which  it  appear’d,  to  Britain’s  difaller. 

Her  foreign  polfelTions  were  changing  their  mader. 

Ti^n,  as  he  replac’d  them,  faid  Jove  with  a  fmile— 

Columbia  lhall  never  be  rul’d  by  an  ifle _ 

But  vapours  and  darknefs  around  her  lhall  rife. 

And  tempeds  conceal  her  a-while  from  our  eyes  ; 

So  locufts  in  Egypt  their  fquadrons  difplay. 

And  rifing,  disfigure  the  face  of  the  day  ; 

So  the  moon,  at  her  full,  has  a  frequent  eclipfe. 

And  the  fun  in  the  ocean  diurnally  dips. 

endeavours,  ye  vermin  of  Britain— 
(And  here,  in  derifion,  their  illand  he  fpit  on) 

""  ’Tis  madnefs  to  feek  what  you  never  can  find, 

''  Or  to  think  of  uniting  what  Nature  disjoin’d : 

r  wings, 

7  And  fpit  out  your  venom  and  brandifh  your  dines ' 

^  our  hearts  are  as  black,  and  as  bitter  as  gall,  ' 

"  A  curfe  to  mankind— and  a  blot  on  the  Ball 
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champion  cries ; 


ikI  thou  forth,  and  tel!  the  wretch  he  Hes- 
u!id  fee.  this  mock  imperial  Lord 
^ireats  thufj  rebels  with  the  ciirJ-~ 
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The  hour  draws  nigh,  the  glafs  is  almoft  run. 

When  Truth  muft  fhine,  and  murderers  be  undone^ 
Wheu  this  b  fe  mifereant  fhall  forbear  to  fneer. 

And  curie  his  taunts  and  bitter  infults  here. 

If  to  controul  the  cunning  of  a  knave. 

Freedom  adore,  and  fcorn  the  name  of  flavcj 
It  to  proteft  againft  a  tyrant^s  laws. 

And  arm  for  vengeance  in  a  righteous  caufc. 

Be  deem'd  Rebellion — 'tis  a  harmlefs  thing. 

This  bug-bear  name,  like  death,  has  loll  its  fling^, 

A xME RICANS,  at  freedom's  fane  adore, 
but  trull  to  Britain  and  her  Hag  no  more; 

The  generous  genius  of  the  ille  has  fled. 

And  left  a  mere  impodor  in  his  Head— — . 

If  conquer'd,  rebels^  (their  pall  records  fhow,) 

Receive  no  mercy  from  this  farent  foe - 

And  even  tlie  grave,  that  facred  haunt  of  peace. 

Where  Nature  gives  the  woes  of  man  to  ceafe. 
Vengeance  will  fearch — and  mangled  corpfes  there 
Be  rais’d  to  fcall  the  armies  of  the  air.~ 

If  Britain  conquers,  help  us,  heaven,  to  fly. 

Lend  us  your  wings,  ye  ravens  of  the  Iky— 

If  Britain  conquers — vve  cxift  no  more  : 

Thefe  lands  fhall  redden  with,  their  childrens'  gore. 
Who,  turn'd  to  flavcs,  their  fruitlefs  toils  lhali  moan. 
Toils  in  thofc  fields,  that  once  they  call'd  their  own! 

To  arms!  to  arms! — and  let  the  trully  fword 
Decide^  who  bed  deferves  the  hangman's  cord. 

Nor  think  the  hills  of  Canada  tocT  bleak. 

When  defperate  Freedom  is  the  prize  you  feek; 

For  that  the  voice  of  honour  bids  you  go 
O’er  frozen  lakes  and  mountains  wrapt  in  fnow; 

No  toils  can  daunt  the  warlike  and  the  bold. 

They  fcorn  all  heat,  cy  wave-congealing  cold; 

Halle,  to  your  tents  iii  iron  fetters  bring 
Thefe  flaves  that  ferve  a  tyrant  and  a  king. 

So  jull,  fo  virtuous  is  your  caufe,  I  fiy 
Hell  mull  prevail,  if  Britain  wins  the  day. 


[•77?-] 


Sir  H  A  R  R  Y’s  INVITATION, 


(^OME,  gentlemen  Tories,  firm,  loyal,  and  true. 
Here  are  axes  and  fhovels,  and  loniethino'  to  do! 
For  the  fake  of  ot;r  kino-, 

Coinei  labour  and  fmg 
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You  left  all  you  had  for  his  honour  and  glory. 

And  he  will  remember  the  fulFcring  Tory: 

We  have,  it  is  true. 

Some  Imall  work  to  do ; 

But  here*ft/or  your  pay 
Twelve  coppers  a  day, 

And  never  regard  w’hat  the  rebels  may  fay. 

But  throw  off  your  jerkins  and  labour  away. 

To  raife  up  the  rampart,  and  pile  up  the  wall, 

To  pull  down  old  houfes  and  dig  the  canal. 

To  build  and  dedroy — 

Be  this  your  employ. 

In  the  day  time  to  work  at  our  fortifications. 

And  Beal  in  the  night  from  the  rebels  your  rations? 
The  king  wants  your  aid 
Not  empty  parade ; 

Advance  to  your  places 
Y e  men  of  long  faces. 

Nor  ponder  too  much  on  your  former  difgraces, 

Tnis  year,  I  prefume,  will  quite  alter  your  cafes. 


^  i 
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Attend  at  the  call  of  the  fifer  and  drummer. 

The  french  and  the  Rebels  are  coming  next  fummer. 
And  fsrts  we  muft  build 
,  Though  Tories  arc  kill’d— 

Then  courage,  my  jockies,  and  work  for  your  king, 
tor  if  you  are  taken  no  doubt  you  will  fwing— 

If  Tork  we  can  hold 
I’ll  have  you  enroll’d; 

And  after  you’re  dead 
Your  names  fhall  be  read 

A?  who  for  their  monarch  both  labour’d  and  bled. 

And  ventur’d  their  necks  for  their  beef  and  their  bread, 

Tis  an  honour  to  ferve  the  braveB  of  nations. 

And  be  left  to  be  hang’d  in  their  capitulations— 
fcour  up  your  mortars 
And  Band  to  your  quarters, 

Ti^s  nonfenfe  for  Tories  in  battle  to  run. 

They  never  need  fear  fword,  halberd,  or  gun ; 

Their  hearts  Ihould  not  fail  ’em,  ^ 

No  balls  will  aflail  em. 

Forget  your  difgraces 
And  foorten  your  faces. 

For  ’tis  true  as  the  gofpel,  believe  it  or  not, 

H  bo  arc  born  to  be  bang'd,  nvill  never  be  jhot. 
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D  l  A  L  O  G  U  E 

At  Hyde-Park  Corner,  (London.) 
Burgoyne. 


will,  be  proud  and  fneer,- 
And  call  you  an  unwelcome  peer, 

But  I  am  glad  to  fee  you  here: 

The  prince  that  £lls  the  Britifh  throne, 

Unlefs  fuccefsful,  honours  none; 
oor  Jack  Burgoyne !— you’re  not  alone, 

.  Corn-jvallis. 

Thy  l^ips,  De  Graffe,  have  caus’d  my  ffrief~ 
Fo  rebel  Ihores  and  their  relief  ^ 
There  neVer  came  a  luckier  chief: 

In  fame’s  Mack  page  it  fliall  be  read, 

-oy  Calhc  arms  my  foldicrs  bled _ 

The  rebels  thine  in  triumph  led. 


r\  r  .  Burgoyne. 

Uur  fortunes  different  forms  affume 

I  call’d  and  call’d  for  elbon^v-roo^n. 

Till  Gates  di/charg^d  me  to  my  doom  ; 

But  you,  that  conquer’d  far  and  wide. 

In  little  York  thought  ht  to  hide, 

'The  fuhjedl  ocean  at  your  fide. 


Cornivallis 

And  yet  no  force  had  gain’d  that  poll— 
Not  Wafhington,  his  country’s  boaft. 
Nor  Rochambeau,  with  all  his  hoft. 

Nor  all  the  Gallic  fleet’s  parade—— 

Had  Clinton  hurried  to  my  aid. 

And  Sammy  Graves  been  not  afraid. 


Burgoyne. 

For  head  knock’d  off,  or  broken  bones. 
Or  mangled  corpfe,  no  price  atones; 
Nor  all  that  prattling  rumour  fays. 

Nor  all  the  piles  that  art  can  raiVe, 

The  poet’s  or  the  parfon’s  praife. 

Corn-ivallis. 

Though  I  am  brave,  as  well  as  you. 

Yet  dill  I  think  your  notion  true  ; 

Hear  brother  Jack,  our  toils  are  o’er — 
With  foreign  conquells  plagu’d  no  more. 
We  11  flay  and  guard  our  native  jPiore. 
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ON  THE  LATE 


Royal  Sloop  of  War,  Gen.  MONK, 

[ Formerly  Washington] 


Mounting  Six  quarter  deck  Wooden  Guns. 


w. 


HEN  the  Wafhington  Ihip  by  the  Englifh  was  beat, 
They  fent  her  to  England  to  llicw  their  great  feat. 

And  Sandwich  ftraightway,  as  a  proof  of  his  fpunk, 
DalhM  out  her  old  name,  and  callM  her  the  Monk. 

This  Monk  hated  Rebels  (faid  Sandy) — ’od  rot  ’em. 

So  heave  her  down  quickly,  and  copper  her  bottom; 
With  the  Hoops  of  our  navy  we’ll  have  her  enroll’d, 
And  mann’d  with  pick’d  failors,  to  make  her  fed  hold. 

To  fhew  that  our  king  is  both  valiant  Zind.  good. 

Some  guns  fhall  be  iron,  and  others  be  <uuood\ 

And,  in  truth,  (tho’  I  wilh  not  the  fecret  to  fpread) 

All  her  guns  Ihould  be  wooden — to  fuit  with  his  head.” 


€C 


*( 


THE 


HESSIAN  DEBARKATION. 

^R,^EJ0ICE,  O  Death!  Britannia’s  tyrant  fends 
From  German  plains  his  myriads  to  our  (hore  ; 

The  fierce  Hibernian  with  the  Hefhan  join’d — 

Bring  them,  ye  winds,  but  waft  them  back  no  more.  I 

To  thefe  fir  climes  with  ftately  flep  they  come, 

Refolv’d  all  prayers,  all  prowefs  to  defy; 

Smit  with  the  love  of  countries  not  their  own’^ 

They  come — alas !  to  conquer,  not  to  die. 

In  the  How  breeze  I  hear  their  funeral  long 
The  dance  of  giioHs  the  infernal  tribes  prepare 
To  hell’s  dark  manfions  hafte  the  abandon’d  throng. 

Tailing  from  German  fculls  great  Odin’s  beer. 

From  dire  Cefarea — forc’d  thefe  Haves  of  kings— 

^ick  let  them  take  their  way  on  eagles’  wings  ; 

Fo  thy  Hrong  polls,  Manhattan’s  iHe,  repair. 

To  meet  the  vengeance  that  awaits  them  there. 


zi6 
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the 


northern  soldier. 


Xn  vam  talk  of  fruits  and  flowers 
When  rude  December  chills  the  plain. 
And  nights  are  cold,  and  long  the  ho^rs 
To  damp  the  ardour  of  the  fwain  ;  ' 

Who,  parting  from  his  fociallire, 

All  comfort  muft  forego. 

And  here,  and  there. 

And  every  where 
Purfiie  the  invading  foe. 

But  we  muft  deep  in  frods  and  fnows ; 

No  feafon  breaks  up  our  campaign  : 

Hard  as  the  oaks,  we  dare  oppole 
The  autumnal,  or  the  wintry  rcian. 

Alike  to  us,  the  winds  that  blow"^ 

Jn  Summer  s  feafon  c^ay. 

Or  thofe  that  rave 
On  Hudfon’s  wave. 

And  drift  his  ice  away. 

““f  <cene. 

The  ball  may  pierce,  the  cold  may  kill. 
And  dire  misfortunes  intervene; 

But  Freedom  diall  be  potent,  dill. 

To  drive  thefe  Britons  from  our  Ihore, 
Who,  cruel  and  unkind. 

With  davidi  chain 
Attempt,  in  vain. 

Our  free-born  limbs  to  bind. 


Truth  anticipated. 

^  events  have  of  late  come  to  pafs. 

No  lefs  than  the  capture  ofMonfieur  de  Grassc! 

His  niajefty’s  Printer  has  told  it  for  true. 

As  we  had  it  from  him,/o  we  give  it  to  you. 

Many  folks  of  difeernment  the  ftory  belicv’J, 

And  the  devil  himfelt  it  at  firll  had  deceiv’d, 

SI  r  imported  the  fluff. 

And  fign  d  It  by  way  of  high  proof. 

Sa^d  Sa^M  to  «  Let's  give  them  the  ^.vhaft,ers-~ 

wome  news  1  h.ive  got  that  will  bring  in  tiie  coppers. 
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And  truth  it  fliall  be,  though  I  pafs  it  for  lies. 

And  making  a  page  of  your  Newfpaper  fize. 

A  wide  field  is  open  to  favour  my  plan, 

And  the  rebels  may  prove  that  I  lie — if  they  can ; 

Since  they  jefted  and  laughM  at  our  lying  before, 

**  Let  it  pafs  for  a  lie,  to  torment  them  the  more. — 

**  My  wings  are  yet  wet  with  the  Wefi-lndia  dew. 

And  Rodney  I  left,  to  come  hither  to  you, 

I  left  him  bedevil’d  with  brimftone  and  Tmoke, 

The  French  in  dillrefs,  and  their  armament  broke. 

"  For  news  fo  delightful,  with  heart  and  with  voice 
The  Tories  of  every  degree  fliall  rejoice; 

With  charcoal  and  fiilphur  lltall  utter  their  joy 
**  ’Till  they  all  get  as  black  as  they  paint  the  old  Boy^ 

Thus,  pleas’d  with  the  motion,  each  cutting  a  caper, 

Down  they  fat  at  the  table,  with  pen,  ink,  and  paper ; 

In  lefs  than  five  minutes  the  matter  was  dated. 

And  Jemmy  turn’d  feribe,  while  Satan  diflated. 

**  Begin  (faid  the  devil)  in  the  form  of  a  Letter, 

**  (If  you  call  it  true  copy,  ’tis  fo  much  the  better) 

Make  Rodney  affert  that  he  met  the  French  fleet. 

Engag’d  it,  and  gave  ’em  a  total  defeat. 

But  the  better  to  vamp  up  a  fhow  of  reality. 

The  tale  mud  be  told  with  circumftantiality. 

What  veflels  were  conquer’d  by  Britain’s  bold  Tons, 

Their  quotas  of  men,  and  their  numbers  of  guns. 

There’s  the  Villa  de  Paris — one  hundred  and  ten— ■ 

Write  down,  that  George  Rodney  has  kill’d  half  her  men 
That  her  hull  and  her  rigging  are  fliatter’d  and  fhaken. 
Her  flag  humbled  down,  and  her  admiral  taken: 

Le  Cefar,  ’tis  true,  is  a  feventy-four. 

But  the  Villa  de  Paris  was  thirty-fix  more ; 

With  a  grey  goofe’s  quill  if  that  fliip  we  did  feize  on, 

Le  Cefar  mud  fall,  or  I’ll  know  what’s  the  reafon. 

The  next  that  I  fix  on  to  take,  is  the  Heaor, 

^er  name  may  be  Trojan,  but  fliall  not  proteft  her) 
Don’t  faulter,  dear  comrade,  and  look  like  a  goofe, 

''  If  we’ve  taken  thefe  three,  we  can  take  Gkrieufe, 

\\  mentioned  fhip  runs  their  lofs  up  to  four, 

Le  Diadem  funk,  fliall  make  it  one  more ; 

numbers,  dear  coufin, 
Write  Ardent,  and  then  we  have  jail  half-a^dozcn !” ’ 
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Jemmy  fmil’d  at  the  notion,  and  whirner’d,  O  fyr 
ndeed  tis  a  lhame  to  perfuade  one  to  lie”—  ^ 

But  Satan  replied—"  Confider,  my  fon, 

I  am  prince  of  the  winds,  and  iiave  feen  what  is  done 

"  That  "'s  ftall  Ihine  ! 

"  Win  K  takenyA/^,>,  of  the  Line, 

"  H.!  ^  u  *"  ^  brilliant  affair ; 

How  the  urus  will  laugh,  and  the  reheL  will  fwear ! 

‘‘  Rodney  to  fay, 

..  out  tie  day 

ton,  • 

tie  had  taken  them  hi,!,,  and  he  Lne^v  not  but  mo K-e..” 

So  the  partners  broke  up  as  good  friends  as  they  met. 
And  foon  it  was  all  in  the  Jioya/  Gazette,- 

A  j  ?  at  the  very  good  news. 

And  faid.  There’s  no  fear  nvc  Jhall  die  in  our  [hoes. 

Now  let  us  give  credit  to  Jemmy,  forfooth, 
ince  once  in  a  way  he  has  hit  on  the  truth ;; 

^  again  he  returns  to  his  pradice  of  lies. 

He  hardly  refleds  where  he’ll  go  when  he  d’es. 

But  hill,  when  he  dies,  let  it  never  be  faid 

That  he  reds  in  his  grave  with  no  verfe  at  his  head; 

-DUt  fiirnihi,  ye  poets,  fome  Ihort  epitaph. 

And  fomething  like  this,  that  readers  may  Isugh  : 

Here  //Vr  a  King’s  Printer,  we  needn’t  fav  who : 

There  is  realon  to  think  that  he  tells  what  is  true  • 

But  if  he  //[s  here,  ’tis  not  over-hrange. 

His  prefent  pofition  is  but  a  fmall  change. 

So,  reader,  pafs  on— ’tis  a  folly  to  fighf 
For  all  his  life  long  he  did  little  but  lie. 

[17S2.] 


1?! 


O  N 


Sir  HENRY  CLINTON’s  RECALL 

^1  A 

he  that  is  heat  has  a  right  to  complain’^ 

Sir  Harry  returns,  a  difconfolate  man, 

lo  the  face  of  his  mafter,  the  Lord’s  oil-anointed, 

10  the  coaintry  provided  for  thieves  difappointed 

Our  freedom,  he  thouglit,  to  a  tvrant  miifl;  fall, 

He  concluded  the  weakeil:  irni!l;  o-o  to  the  wall : 

o  t 
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The  more  he  was  flatter’d,  the  bolder  he  grew — - 
He  quitted  the  old  world  to  conquer  the  new. 

i 

But  in  fpite  of  the  deeds  he  has  done  in  his  garrifon, 
(And  they  have  been  curious  beyond  all  comparifon) 

He  now  muft  go  home,  at  the  call  of  his  king. 

To  anfwer  the  charges  that  Arnold  may  bring. 

But  what  are  the  a6ls  that  this  chief  has  atchievM  ? — 

If  good,  it  is  hard  he  fliould  now  be  aggrievM, 

And  the  more,  as  he  fought  for  his  national  glory. 

Nor  valued,  a  farthing,  the  right  of  the  Itory. 

This  famous  great  man,  and  two  birds=^  of  his  feather, 

In  the  Cerberus  frigate  came  over  together ; 

But  of  all  the  bold  chiefs  that  re-meafure  the  trip. 

Nor  two  have  been  known  to  return  in  one  fliip. 

Like  children  that  wreftle  aad  feuffle  in  fport. 

They  are  very  well  pleas’d  as  long  as  unhurt. 

But  a  thump  on  the  nofe,  or  a  blow  in  the  eye. 

Ends  the  fray — and  they  go  to  their  daddy  and  cry. 

Sir  Clinton,  thy  deeds  have  been  mighty  and  many 
You  faid  all  our  paper  was  not  worth  a  penny, 

(  Tis  nothing  but  rag^*,  quoth  honeft  Will  Tryon, 

Are  rags  to  difeourage  the  Sons  op' the  Lion  P ) 

But  Clinton  thought  thus— It  is  folly  to  fight. 

When  things  may  by  eafier  methods  come  right. 

There  is  fuch  an  art  as  counterfeit-ation — 

And  I  11  do  my  utmofl  to  honour  our  nation ; 

I  11  Ihev/  this  damn’d  country  that  I  can  enflave  her. 
And  that  by  the  help  of  a  fkilful  engraver. 

And  then  let  the  rebels  take  care  of  their  bacon,*  -  — 
We’ll  play  them  a  trick,  or  I’m  vaftly  millaken.” 

But  the  projea  fucceeded  not  quite  to  your  likino-. 

So  you  paid  off  your  artiji,  and  gave  up  Bill  striking; 

But  tis  an  affair  I  am  glad  you  are  quit  on, 

Yut  had  furely  been  hang’d'had  you  try’d  it  in  Britain. 

* 

At  the  taking  of  Charlefton  you  cut  a  great  figure, 

I'he  terms  you  propounded  were  terms  full  of  rigour. 

Yet  could  not  forefee  poor  CuARLEY’sf  difgrace, 

Nor  how  foon  your  own  colours  would  go  to  the  case. 

When  the  town  had  furrender’d,  the  more  to  difgrace  y6 
(Like  another  true  Briton  that  did  it  at  ’Statia)  ^  * 


*  Generals  Howe  and  Burgoyne,  f  Sec  his  Letter  to  Gen.  Parfons.  |Cor 


nwallis. 
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Vou  broke  all  the  terms  yoarfelf  had  extended. 

Becaufe  you  fuppos’d  the  rebellion  was  ended 

Whoever  the  tones  mark’d  oot  at  a  whir. 

If  gentle,  or  fimpie,  or  little,  or  bir. 

No  matter  to  you~to  kUl  'em  and  fpite  ’em, 
ou  foon  had  ’em  up  where  the  dogf  could  n’t  bite 

Then  thinking  thefe  rebels  were  fnug  and  feciire 
You  left  them  to  Rawdon  and  Nelbif  Balfou^r* 

And  to  filh  for  the  Devil  my  bait  Ihould  be  Ra--wJo’n.J 

Returning  to  York  with  your  Ihips  and  your  nlunder 
Th^  finfthlL'^tt'  u?dcr^  ' 

W.,  ii  that  Itruck  you  as  foon  as  you  landed 

w..  ,1„  „  We,. Point,  commanded. 

Thought  you,  ”  If  friend  Arnold  this  fort  will  deliver 
“  Th  tnafters  of  aU  Hudfon’s  river,  ' 

"  The  the/W.  lofmg  communication  , 

I  he  y  ankles  will  die  by  the  Aft  of  Starvation." 

fent  Andre  (not  guided  by  Pallas) 

Your  ;°^"P"‘chas’d  Arnold,  and  with  him  the  gallows 
Your  lofs  I  conceive  than  your  gain  was  far  greater, 

^  ou  lod  a  good  fellow,  and  got  a  vile  traitor. 

Now  Carleton  comes  over  to  give  you  relief 
A  knight  like  yourfelf,  and  com.mander  in  thief. 

will  be  „  black  eye,  nard  Knocks,  and  no  money. 

Now  with— “  Britons,  ftrike  home !”  your  forrows  difpel 
Away  to  your  mailer,  and  honellly  tell  ^  ' 

That  his  arms  and  his  artifts  can  nothin?  avail. 

His  men  are  too  lew,  and  his  trichs  are  too  ftale : 

Advife  him  at  length  to  be  juft  and  fmeere  ; 

<Jt  wJiicn  not  a  Tymptom  as  yet  doth  appear, 
d?  "’c  perceive  from  his  fending  Sir  Guv 

file  Treaty  to  break  with  our  gallic  ally. 
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Sir  guy  C  a  RL  E  T  ON’s 

ADDRESS  to  the  AMERICANS, 


ROM  Britain’s  fam’d  ifland  once  more  I  come  over, 
(No  ifland  on  earth  is  in  prowefs  above  her) 

With  powers  and  commiflions  your  hearts  to  recover  ! 

Our  king,  I  mufl  tell  you,  is  plagu’d  with  a  phantom 
(Independence  they  call  it)  tJuit^hourly  doth  haunt  hirnsr 
And  relief,  my  dear  rebels,  you  only  can  grant  him. 

Tom  Gage  and  Sir  Harry,  Sir  William,  (our  boaft) 

Lord  Howe,  and  the  refl  that  have  fcouted  the  coafl. 

All  fail’d  in  their  projefis  of  laying  this  gholl  ; 

So  unlefs  the  damn’d  fpe^lre  myfelf  can  expel 
It  will  yet  kill  our  monarch,  I  know  very  well. 

And  gallop  him  olF  on  his  Lion  to  hell. 

But  I  heartily  wifli,  that,  inflead  of  Sir  Guy, 

They  had  fent  out  a  feer  from  the  ifland  of  Skie, 

Who  rebels,  and  devils,  and  ghofls  could  defy : 

So  great  is  our  profpeft  of  failing  at  lafl. 

When  I  look  at  the  prefent,  and  think  of  the  pad, 

I  wifli  with  our  heroes  1  had  not  been  clafs’d; 


For  though,  to  a  man,  we  are  bullies  and  Ifruifers, 
And  cover’d  with  laurels,  we  flill  are  the  lofers, 
’Till  each  is  r-ecall’d  with  his  tory  accufers: 

But  the  war  now  is  alter’d,  and  on  a  new  plan; 

By  negociation  we’ll  do  what  wc  can — 

And  1  am  an  honed,  well-meaning  old  man ; 

loo  proud  to  retreat,  and  too  weak  to  advance. 

We  mud  day  where  we  arc,  at  the  mercy  of  chance, 
till  lortune  fhall  help  us  to  lead  you  a  dance. 

Then  lay  down  your  arras,  dear  rebels— O  honel 
Our  king  is  the  bed  man  that  ever  was  known. 

And  the  greated  that  eveiy  was  duck  on  a  throne : 


His  1('A  e  and  afFe<dion  by  all  ranks  arc  fought ; 
Here  take  him,  my  honies,  and  each  pay  a  groat 
was  ever  a  monarch  more  eafily  boiio-ht?  ^ 


pretty  good  cafe,  and  very  well  found 
By  mgnt  and  by  day  we  carry  him  round 
lie  inud  go  fer  a  groat,  U‘  wc  can’t  get  a 


pound. 
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Break  the  treaties  you  made  with  Louis  Bourbon  ! 
Abandon  the  Congrels,  no  matter  how  foon. 

And  then,  all  together,  we’ll  play  a  new  tune. 

T  j  tJiey  always  would  manage  the  roail. 

And  force  you  their  healths  and  the  Dauphin’s  to  toall : 
Repent,  my  dear  fellows,  and  each  get  a  poft  : 

Or,  if  you  objea  that  one  poft  is  too  few. 

We  generous  Britons  will  help  vou  to  t-joo 
With  a  beam  laid  acrofs— that  will  certainly  do. 

The  folks  that  rebelPd  in  the  year  forty-five. 

We  us’d  them  fo  well,  that  we  left  few  alive' 

But  fent  them  to  heaven  in  fwarms  from  their  hive. 

You^-  noble  refinance  we  cannot  forget, 

Tis  nothing  but  right  we  fhould  honour  you  yet; 

If  you  are  not  rewarded,  we  die  in  your  debt. 

So,  quickly  fubmit,  and  our  mercy  implore. 

Be  as  Icryal  to  George  as  you  once  were  before. 

Or  I’ll  daughter  you  all — and  probably  more. 

What  puzzled  fir  Harry,  hr  Will,  and  his  brother. 
Perhaps  may  be  done  by  the  fon  of  my  mother, 

JrVith  the  S-word  in  one  hand  and  a  Branch  in  the  other. 

My  bold  predecefTors  (as  fitting  their  dation) 

At  their  fird  coming  out,  all  fpoke  Proclamation; 
Tis  the  cudom  with  us,  and  the  way  of  our  nation. 

Then  Kil-al-la-loO  ! — Shelaly,  I  fay  ; — 

If  we  cannot  all  fight,  we  can  all  run  away— 

And  further  at  prefent  I  choofe  not  to  fay. 
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JVTy  native  fhades  delight  no  more, 

I  hade  to  meet  the  ocean’s  roar, 

I  feek  a  wild  rebellious  diore 

Beyond  the  Alantic  main : 

’Tis  honour  calls  ! — I  mud  away  ! — 

Nor  cafe  nor  pleafure  tempts  my  dav, 

Nor  all  that  Love  himfelf  can  fay, 

A  moment  fliall  detain. 
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To  meet  thofc  hods  that  d  ire  dlfown 
Allegiance  to  Britannia’s  throne 
I  draw  the  fword  tliat  pities  none, 

1  draw  their  rebel  blood  ; 

Amazement  fhall  their  troops  confound 
When  gafping,  proflrate  on  the  ground. 

My  fword  lhall  drink  from  every  wound 
A  life  dcftroying  flood  ] 

The  fwarthy  Indian,  yet  anbroke, 

Shall  bend  his  neck  to  Britain’s  yoke. 

Or  flee  from  her  avenging  llroke 
To  defarts  all  unknown; 

The  Atlantic  ifles  fhall  own  her  fway, 

P^ru  and  Mexico  obey,  .  . 

And  thofe  who  yet  to  Satan  pray 
Beyond  the  fouthern  zone. 

For  George  the  third  I  dare  to  go 
Through  Etna’s  fire  and  Greenland’s  fnow. 
Where’er  our  kindred  waters  flow. 

The  vart  unbounded  main. 

In  him  true  glory  fhines  complete. 

In  him  a  thoufand  virtues  meet— 

^Twere  heaven  to  die  at  George’s  feet. 

Could  I  that  blefiing  gain  1 

For  George  the  third  I  dare  to  fall. 

Since  he  to  me  is  all  in  all — 

May  he  fubdue  this  «!irthly  ball. 

And  nations -tribute  brine; — 

Yon*  rebel  States  fhall  wear  his  chain 
Where  traitors  now  with  tyrants  reign — 

And  fubjedl  fhall  be  all  the  main 

To  George  our  potent  king. 

When  honour  calls  to  guard  his  throne. 

My  life  I  dare  not  call  my  own — 

My  life  I  yield,  without  a  groan. 

For  him  whom  I  adore  : 

In  endlefs  glory  he  fhall  reign — 

■'Tis  he  fhall  conquer  France  an,d  Spain-— 

1  hough  I  perhaps  may  ne’er  again 
Behold  my  native  fliorc! 
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epilogue. 

’TIS  fo  well  known  ’tis  hardly  worth  relating 
That  men  have  worlhipp’d  gods,  tho’  of  their  own  creatine  • 
Art’s  handy  work  they  thought  they  might  adore,  ’ 

And  bow  d  to  gods  that  were  but  logs  before. 

Idols,  of  old,  were  made  of  clay  or  wood. 

And,  in  themfelves,  did  neither  harm  nor  good, 

Afled  as  though  they  knew  the  good  old  rule. 

Friend,  hold  thy  peace,  and  youni  be  thought  no  fooL”. 

Britons !  their  cafe  is  yours— and  link’d  iatfate 
You,  like  your  Indian  allies— good  and  great— 

Bow  to  fome  frowning  block  yourfelves  did  rear. 

And  worfhip  'wooden  monarch s — out  of  fear— 


THE 

PROJECTOR  S. 

JBfFORE  the  brazen  age  began. 

And  things  were  yet  on  Saturn’s  plan. 

None  kne\v  what  fovereign  blifs  there  lay 
In  ruling,  were  it  but  a  day. 

Each  with  fpontaneous  food  content. 

His  li^e  in  Nature’s  affluence  fpent ; 

'  The  fun  was  mild,  ferene  and  clear. 

And  walk’d  in  Libra  all  the  year ; 

No  tempefts  did  the  heaven  deform, 

’Twas  not  too  cold  nor  yet  too  warm  ; 

Feople  were  then  at  fmall  expence. 

They  dug  no  ditch,  and  made  no  fence, 

No  patentees  by  Height  or  chance 
For  Indian  lands  got  double  grants. 

Not  for  their  w'ants,  but  juft  to  fay, 

‘‘  If  you  come  here,  expecl  to  pay.’' 

Base  grafping  fouls,  your  pride  reprefs  5 
Beyond  your  wants  muft  you  polTefs  ? 

If  ten  poor  acres  will  fupply 
A  ruftic  and  his  family. 

Why,  grumblers,  would  you  have  ten  fcore. 

Ten  thoufand,  and  ten  thoufand  more? 

It  is  a  truth  well  underftood. 

All  would  be  tyrants  if  they  con’d,” 

The  love  of  fway  has  been  confefs'd 
The  ruling  paflion  of  the  breaft  ; 

7  hole  wlio  afpirc  to  govern  ftates, 

If  baulk’d  by  difapproving  fatt?s. 
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Refolve  their  purpofe  tq  fulfil. 

And  fcheine  for  tenants  at  their  nvilL 
I'en  thoufand  acres,  fit  for  toil. 

In  Indiana's  fertile  foil — 

Ten  thoufand  acres  !  come  agree — * 

^imon  is  nam'd  the  patentee: 

And  while  the  longing  ftomach  cravTS, 
He'll  honour  fools  and  iiatter  knaves. 

If  Koine,  of  old,  to  greatnefs  rofc. 
Triumphant  over  all  her  foes. 

None  need  believe  that  people  then 
Were  more  in  ftrength  than  modern  men; 
If  o'er  the  world  her  eagles  wav’d, 

'Twas  Liberty  the  world  enflav'd ; 

From  lands,  not  Jhar^d  among/}  the  /eve,  ' 
An  independent  fpirit  grew  ; 

Each  on  a  fmall  and  fcanty  fpot. 

With  much  ado  his  living  got. 

Inur'd  to  labour,  from  his  birth. 

Each  Roman  foldier  till'd  the  earth. 

Great  as  a  monarch  on.  the  throne 

By  HAVING  SOMETHING  OF  HIS  OWN. 


O  N 


Gen.  ROBERTSON’S  PROCLAMATION. 

Old  Judas  the  traitor  ,(npr  need  we  much  wonder) 

FaHing  down  frpm  the  gallows,  his  paunch  fplit  afunder. 
Affording,  ’tis  likely,  a  horrible  feent  ’ 

Rather  worfe  than  the  fulphur  of  hell,  where  he  went. 

So  now  this  bra'  chieftaip.  who  Jong  has  fufpended 
And  kept  out  of  viev/,  what  hjs  mafter  intended, 

BiirKS  out  all  at  once,  and  an  infide  difclofes, 

Difguftiiig  the  tones,  who  ftop  up  their  nofes. 

Th>  &ort  of  the  matter  js  this,  as  I  take  it^ 

AnT'i"  1' A  naked. 

And  their  condua  amounts  to  an  honed  confeilion 

>  uty  cannot  depend  on  the  run-a-away  Hefiian.  ^ 

In  Inch  a  dilemma,  pray  what  (lioald  they  do  ? 

Hearts  loyal,  to  whom  ihould  they  look  Lt  to  You  i— 
You^Know  pretty  ireil  how  to  handle  the  fpade. 
o  c.ig  thcii.  canals,  and  to  make  a  parade  y 

The  city  is  left  to  your  valiant  defence. 

And,  of  courfe,  it  will  be  but  of  little  cxpence. 
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Since  there  is  an  old  fellow  that  looks  fomewhn  footr 
Who,  w'ill  help  you  in  doing  your  duty— 

In  doing  our  duty  ! — tis  duty  indeed 
J  a  lory)  it  this  be  the  way  that  we  fpeed; 

1  ^^ver  lov'd  fighting,  the  matter  is  clear —  ^ 

If  we  had,  I  am  iure,  we  had  never  come  here. 

‘‘  George  we  own’d  for  our  king  as  his  true  loyal  Tons, 

i,  manage  his  guns  ! _ 

Who^  il  l  in  the  army  or  cruife  on  the  \^a.ve, 

“  Let  them  do  as  they  will— ’tis  their  trade  to  be  brave. 

Guns,  mortars,  and  bullets  we  eafily  face, 

when  they’re  in  motion — it  alters  the  cafe; 

^*^10  (kinniih  with  Huddies  is  all  our  defire _ 

'  ‘  For  though  nve  can  murder ^  nj^e  cannot  Jf and jire. 

To  the  ftandards  of  Britain  we  fled  for  protedbion. 

And  here  we  are  gather’d,  a  goodly  colledion ; 

“  And  moft  of  us  think  it  is  rather  too  hard 
For  refufing  to  arm,  to  be  put  under  guard  ; 

Who  knows  under  guard  what  ills  we  may  feel  I _ 

It  is  an  .exprefllon  that  means  a  great  deal — 

‘‘  ’Mongft  the  rebels  they  fine  ’em  who  will  not  turn  out. 
But  here  we  are  left  in  a  forrowTul  doubt — 

‘‘  Thefe  Britons  were  always  fo  fharp  and  fo  fnifty— - 
fhe  rebels  excufe  you  from  ferving,  when  hf.y. 

But  here  we  are  counted  fuch  wonderful  men 

We  are  kept  in  the  ranks,  ’tilL we’re  four  Icore  and  ten. 

Kick’d,  cuff’d,  and  ill-treated  from  morning  ’till  night- 
We  have  room  to  conje6lure,  that  all  is  not  right: 

For  Fre  EDOM,  we  fled  from  our  country  s  defence. 

And  freedom  we’ll  get — when  death  lends  us  hence. 

If  matters  go  thus,  it  is  eafy  to  fee 

That  as  idiots  we’ve  been,  ib  flaves  we  lliall  be  ; 

And  what  will  become  of  that  peaceable  train 
Whofe  tenets  enjoin  them  from  war  to  abflain  I 

Our  city  commandant  muff  be  an  odd  fliaver. 

Not  a  Angle  exception  to  make  in  their  favour  !— 

**  Come,  let  us  turn  round  and  rebellioujly  Ang, 

Huzza  for  the  Congress  ! — the  de’il  take  the  king.”' 

[  1782.  ] 
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ARNOLD’S  DEPAR.TUR  E.* 

ITH  evil  omens  from  the  harbour  fails 
The  ill-fated  Ihip  that  worthlefs  Arnold  bears, 

God  of  the  fouthern  winds,  call  up  thy  gales. 

And  whillic  in  rude  fury  round  his  ears. 

With  horrid  waves  infult  his  velTel’s  fides,/ 

And  may  the  call  wind  on  a  leeward  Ihore 
Her  cables  fnap,  while  ftie  in  tumult  rides. 

And  lhatter  into  fhivers  every  oar. 

And  let  the  north  wind  to  her  ruin  hade. 

With  fuch  a  rage,  as  when  from  mountains  high 
He  rends  the  tall  oak  with  his  weighty  blad. 

And  ruin  Ipreads,  where’er  his  forces  fly. 

May  not  one  friendly  liar  that  night  be  feen ; 

No  Moon,  attendant,  dart  one  glimmering  ray 
Nor  may  Ihe  ride  on  oceans  more  ferene 
Than  Greece,  triumphant,  found  that  ftormy  day. 

When  angry  Pallas  fpent  her  rage  no  more 
On  vanquilh’d  Ilium,  then  in  aflies  laid. 

But  turn’d  it  on  the  barque  that  Ajax  bore,-f' 

Avenging  thus  her  temple,  and  the  maid. 

When  tofs’d  upon  the  vafl:  Atlantic  main 
Your  groaning  Ihip  the  fouthern  gales  lhall  tear. 

How  will  your  failors  fweat,  and  you  complain 
And  meanly  howl  to  Jove,  that  will  not  hear! 

But  if,  at  lafl,  upon  fome  winding  fhore 
A  prey  to  hungry  cormorants  you  lie, 

A  wanton  goat  to  every  flormy  power,f‘ 

And  a  fat  Jamb,  in  facrifice,  lhall  die. 

1782. 

*  Imitated  from  Horace. 

t  Ajax  the  younger,  fon  of  Oilcus,  king  ef  the  Locrians.  He  debauched  Caf- 

ftndra  in  the  temple  of  Pallas,  which  was  the  caufc  of  his  misfortune,  on  h* 
return  from  the  Lege  of  Troy. 

^The  ‘Tcmtrtjis  ijrerg  GoddelTes  ^rOngft  the  Romans. 
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A 

PICTURE  of  the  TIMES? 

With  occasional  E3ej;l£ctjons. 

Still  round  the  world  triuntph^nt  JPifcprd  »flic4 
Still  angry  kings  to  bloody  conteft  rife  ; 

Hofts  bright  with  fteel,  in  dreadful  order  plac’d. 

And  Ihips  contending  on  the  watery  wafte ; 

Diftradling  demons  every  bread  engage. 

Unwearied  nations  glow  with  mutual  j-age ; 

Still  to  the  charge  the  routed  Briton  turns. 

The  war  dill  rages  and  the  battle  burns  ; 

See,  man  with  man  in  deadly  combat  join. 

See,  the  black  navy  form  the  flaming  line ; 

J>  eatli  fmiles  alike  at  battles  lod  or  w'on— 

Art  does  for  him  what  Nature  would  have  done. 

Can  feenes  like  thefe  delight  the  human  bread  ?-— 
Who  fees  with  joy  humanity  didred? 

Such* tragic  feenes  fierce  pafllon  might  prolong. 

But  flighted  Reafcn  fays,  they  mud  be  wrong. 

Curs’d  be  the  day,  flow  bright  foe’er  it  fhin’d. 

That  fird  made  kings  the  maders  of  mankind  ; 

And  curs’d  the  wretch  who  fird  with  regal  pride 
Their  equal  rights  to  equal  men  deny’d ; 

But  curs’d,  o’er  all,  who  fird  to  fiavery  broke, 
Submiflive  bow’d,  and  own’d  a  monarch’s  yoke  ; 

Their  fervile  fouls  his  arrogance  adorM 
And  bafeiy  own’d  a  brother  for  a  lord  ; 

Hence  wrath,  and  blood,  and  feuds,  and  wars  began* 
And  man  turn’d  monller  to  his  fellow  man. 

Not  fo  that  age  of  innocence  and  eafe 
V/hen  men,  yet  focial,~knew  no  ills  like  thefe  ; 

Then  dormant  yet.  Ambition  (half  unknown) 

No  rival  murder’d  to  poflefs  a  throne ; 

No  feas  to  guard,  no  empires  to  defend— 

Of  fome  fmall  tribe  the  father  and  the  friend.,. 

The  hoary  fage  beneath  his  fylvan  (hade 
Impos’d  no  laws  but  thofc  which  reafon  made  ; 

On  peace,  not  war  ;  on  good,  not  ill,  intent. 

He  judg’d  his  brethren  by  their  own  confent; 

Untaught  to  fpurn  thofe  brethren  to  the  dull ; 

*  In  virtue  firm,  and  obfiinately  juil. 

For  him  no  navies  rov’d  from  Ihore  to  Ihore, 

No  llaves  we:-e  doom’d  to  dig  the  glitt’ring 
Remote  L  om  ail  the  vain  parade  of  date. 

No  llaves  in  fcarlet  iaunier’d  at  his  gate. 

Nor  did  his  bread  the  angry  pailions  tear, 

He  knew  no  murder,  and  he  felt  no  lear. 


POEMS  OK  several  OCGASIONS. 

Was  this  the  patriarch  fage  ?— Then  turn  thine  eyes 
And  view  the  contrail  that  our  age  fupplies ; 

Touch’d  from  the  life,  I  trace  nO  ages  fled, 

I  draw  no  curtain  that  conceals’ the  dead; 

To  dillant  Britain  let  thy  view  be' call, 

And  fay,  the  prefent  far  exceeds  the  pad; 

Of  all  the  plagues  that  e’er  the  world  have  curs’d. 

Name  George,  the  tyrant,  and  you  name  the  word! 

What  demon,  hodilc  to  the  human  kind. 

Planted  thefe  fierce  diforders  in  the  mind  ? 

All,  urg’d  alike,  one  phantom  we  purfue, 

But  what  has  war  with  human  kind  to  do? 

In  death’s  black  ihroud  our  bliL  can  ne’er  be  found; 

’Tis  madnefs  aims  the  life-dedroying  wound. 

Sends  fleets  and  armies  to  thefe  ravag’d  lliores 
Plots  condant  ruin,  and’ no  peace  redores. 

O  dire  Ambition  I— thee  thefe  horrors  fuit : 

Lod  to  the  human,  Ihe  aflumes  the  brute ; 

She,  proudly  vain,  or  infolently  bold; 

Her  heart  revenge,  her  eye  intent  on  gold. 

Sway’d  by  the  madnefs  of  the  prefent  hour 
Lays  w  orlds  in  ruin  for  extent  af  poix^^r ; 

That  fhining  bait,  which  dropt  in  folly’s  way 
Tempts  the  weak  mind,  and  leads  the  heart  adray. 

Thou  Happinefs  1  dill  fought  but  never  found. 

We,  in  a  circle,  chace  thy  fliadow  round; 

Meant  all  mankind  in  different  forms  to  blefs. 

Which,  yet  poiTeillng,  w' e  no  more  poflefs  : 

Thus  far  remov’d  and  painted  on  tiie  eye 
Smooth  verdant  fields  feem  blended  with  the  fky. 

But  w^here  they  both  in  fancied  contadl  join 
In  vain  we  trace  vifionary  line; 

Still,  as  we  chace,  the  empty  circle  flies, ^ 

Emerge  new  mountains,  or  new  oceans  rife. 

V  , 

I^RINCE  WILLIAM  HENRY’s 

S  O  L  I  L  O  U  Y. 

‘.[pccafionpd  by  the  Public  Rejoicings  in  Philadelphia  for  the 
^  birth  of  the  Dauphin  of  France,  fon  to  Louis  XVi.  j 

P EOPLE  are  mad,  thus  to  adore  the  Dauphin- 
Heaven  grant  the  brat  may  foon  be  in  his  coffin — 

The  honours  here  to  this  young  Frenchman  fhown. 

Of  right,  fhould  be  prince  George’s,  or  my  o  wn  ; 

And  all  thofe  wreathes,  that  bloom  on  Louis  now. 

Should  hang,  unfading,  on  my  father’s  brow. 


230 


POEMS  ON  SEVERAL  OCCASIONS. 


far  fcores  with  longing  hopes  I  came, 
birrh  a  iiriton,  not  unknown  to  fame) 

Pieaiu-es  to  ihare  that  loyalty  imparts. 

Subdue  tn^  rebels,  and  regain  their  hearts. 

Weak,  dupid  expeaation—all  is  done! 
hew  are  the  prayers  that  rife  for  George’s  fon ! 

fought  through  the  wafte  of  thefe  wide  realms  I  trace. 
But  rage,  contempt,  and  curfes  on  our  race. 

Hods,  wuh  their  ch  efs,  by  bold  ufurpers  won. 

And  not  a  Welling  left  for  George’s  L ! 

Here  on  thefe  iiles  (my  terrors  not  a  few) 

1  Walk  attended  by  an  exiPd  crew  • 

Thefe  from  the  firll  have  done  their  belt  to  pleafe.' 

Bui  who  would  herd  with  fycophants  like  thefe  ? 

■ib"',  loft  ftiores  bemoan. 

Would  bow  to  Satan,  if  he  held  our  throne— 

Kul  d  by  their  fears — and  what  is  meaner  far. 

Have  worlhipp’d  William  only  for  his  star  ! 

To  ouch  my  hand  their  thronging  thoufands  ftrove, 

Ana  tir  d  my  patience  with  uncealing  love _ 

In  fame’s  fair  annals  told  me  I  lliouid  live. 

And,  a  Fo  u  ar  H  Wi  L  L I A  M.  to  late  times  arrive : 

A  royal  pupii  walk  the  llreets. 

And  fmile  on  every  rufHan  that  he  meets; 

Or  teach  them,  as  he  has  done — he  knows  when — ^ 

I  hat  kings  and  princes  are  no  more  than  men  [ 
hduil  1,  alas  *  difclofe,  to  our  dilgrace. 

That  Britain  is  too  fmall  for  George’s  race 
Here  in  the  weft,  w'^here  all  did  once  obey, 
ihree  ijlands  only,  now,  confefs  our  fway; 

And  in  the  eaji  w'e  have  not  much  to  boall. 

For  Hyder  Ali  drives  us  from  that  coaft: _ 

Yield,  rebels,  yield —  or  I  muft  go  once  more 
Back  to  the  white  clijis  of  my  native  ftiore  ; 

(Where,  in  procefs  of  time,  Ihall  go  fir  Guy, 

And  where  Sir  Ha’rry  has  return kl  to  ftgh, 

Whofe  hands  grew  weak  when  things  began  to  crofs. 
Nor  made  one  effort  to  retrieve  our  lofs)"^ 

Oatmeal  and  Scottilh  kale-pots  round  me  rife. 

And  Hanoverian  turnips  greet  mine  eyes* _ 

Welch  goats  and  naked  rocks  my  bofomVwell, 

And  Teague!  dear  Teaguel— to  thee  I  bid  farewell _ 

Curfe  on  the  Dauphin  and  his  friends,  1  fay, 

Ide  fteals  our  honours  and  our  rights  away. 

Digby!  our  anchors  * — weigh  them  to  the  bow. 

And  eaftward  through  the  wild  waves  let  us  piouf^h  : 
Such  dire  refentments  in  my  bofom  burn,  ^ 

^Fnat  to  thefe  fhores  1  never  will  return. 

Till  fni its  and  flowers  on  it^embla’s  coafts  are  known. 
And.  congeal  btt'neath  the  torrid  zone  i 


OUR  golden  dreams,  your  flattering  fchemes, 
Aias !  where  are  they  fled,  Sir? 

Your  plans  derang’d^  your  profpedls  chang'd 
You  now  may  go  to  bed.  Sir. — 

I 

How  could  you  thus,  impelled  by  fear 
Give  up  the  hopes  of  many  a  year  ? — 

Your  fame  retrievM,  and  foaring  high 
In  truth’s  refemblance  Teem’d  to  fly 
But  now  you  grow  fo  wondrous  wile. 

You  turn,  and  own  that  all  is — lies. 

A  fabric  that  from  hell  was  rais’d. 

On  which  aftoiiifli’d  rebels  gaz’d. 

And  which  the  world  (hall  ne’er  forget. 

No  lefs  than  Rivington’s  Gazette, 
Demolilh’d  at  a  Angle  flroke — 

The  angel  Gabriel  might  provolce. 


That  all  was  lies,”  might  well  be  true^ 
But  why  mud  this  be  to  d  by  you  ? 

Great  maflci*  ol  the  fcheming  head. 

Where  is  .thy  wonted  cunning  fled? 

Jt  was  a  folly  to  engage  ' 

J'hat  truth  henceforth  fould  fll your  pftgti 
When  you  mud  kno^^  as  well  as  I, 

Your. Aril  great  objed  is— to  LIE, 

Your  fortune  was  as  good  as  made. 

Great  artift  in  the  printing  trade  . 

But  tiQw  I  fee,,  with  grief  and.painV 
Your  credit  cannot  rife  again: 

No  more  tlie  favorite  of  my  heart. 

No  more  will  I  my  gifts  tmpart. 

Yet  fometh'ng  (hall  you,  gain  at  laft 
Bor  lies  contriv’d  in  feafons 
When  pre;-ling  to  the  nt.rro^jo  gate 
I’ll  ifliow  the  portal  mark’d  by  Tte, 

Where  all  m.ankind,  as  preachers  fay 
Are  apt  to  take  the- wider  way,'  .  ■ 

And  though  the  Royal  Primer  fwear. 

Will  boj-t  him  in,  and  -keep  him  there  \ 

Beelzebub 


1' 


POEMS  GN  SJ^VERAL 


) 


THE 

REFUGE  ES’  PETITIQ 

« 

TO  Sir  G  U  y  C  A  R  L  E  T  O  fj. 
Humbly  Sheweth. 

P«itionefsy  f cries  hy  trade, 
troni  the  firll  of  the  war  have  lent  Britain  their  aid, 

nd  done  all  they  could,  both  in  country  and  towns 
In  fupport  of  the  king  and  the  rights  of  hi*  crown  s 
13 now  to  their  grief  and  confuSonj.  they  find 
rne  de’il  may  take  them,  who  are  fartheft  bekind;’* 

In  the  rear  of  all  rafcals  they  ftill  have  been  plac’d 
And  rebels  and  Frenchmen  full  often  have  fac’d, 

diftr^fles  and  doubt 

Whene’er  they  came  in  or  whene’er  they  went  oiit; 

Have  fupported  the  king  and  defended  /S/z  churchy 
And  now,  in  th«  end,  mull  be  loft  in  the  lurch. 

Though  often,  too  often,  his  arms  were  difgrac’dy 
'VVe  Hill  were  in  hopes  he  would  conquer  at  lall. 

And  reftore  us  again  to  our  fvveethearts  and  wive  s- 
The  pride  of  our  hearts  and  the  joy  of  our  lives*-^ 

But  he  promis’d  too  far,  and  we  truhed  too>7nuchy 
And  v/ho  could  have  look’d  for  a  war  with  the  E>utch 

Our  hoard  broken  up,  and  difeharg’d  from  our  (latiohs. 

Sir  Guy  !  it  is  cruel  to  cut  off  our  rations  ; 

Of  a  proj cdl,  like  that,  whoe’er  was  the  mover. 

It  is,  we  mud  tell  you,  a  fneaking  man'xuvre; 

A  plan  to  deftroy  us — the  bafeft  of  tricks 
By  means  of  ftarvation,  a  digma  to  fix.- 

If  a  peace  be  intended,  as  people  fiirmife, 

(Though  we  hope  from  our  ibuls  thefe  are  nothing  but  lies) 
Inform  us  at  once  what  we  have  to  expetd. 

Nor  treat  us,  as  u/iial,  with  furly  negled  ; 

Or,  elfe,  while  you  Britons  are  Ihipplng  your  freiglits, 
lVd*ll  go  to  the  Rebels,  and  get  our  ejiettt 


tes.' 


Sir  G  U  Y’s  A  N  S  W  E  R. 


W) 


E  have  reafon  to  think  there  will  foon  be  a  peace. 
And  that  war  wdth  the  Rebels  will  certainly  ccafe  ; 

But,  be  that  as  it  will,  I  would  ha  Ye  you  to  know 
That  as  matters  are  changing,  we  foon  may  change  too; 
In  fhort,  I  would  fay,  (fincc  I  have  it  at  heart) 

Though  thq  war  fhould  continue,  yet  w  may  depart. 


t6Ms  s^vMaI  0C(?aM«^. 


ns 


Four  offers  in  feafon  I  therefore  propofe, 

(As  much  as  I  can  do  in  reafon,  God  knows)" 

In  which,  though  there  be  not  too  plentiful  earvih^. 
There  dill  is  fufficient  to" keep  you  from  flarving. 

And,  firfl,  of  the  firfl,  it  would  mightily  charm  m# 
To  fee  you,  my  children,  in  the  army^ 

Or  enter  the  navy,  and  get  for  your  pay 
A  farthing  an  hour,  which  is  fxpence  per  day~ 
There’s  Hedor  Clackmannan,  and  Arthur  O’Gregor 
And  Donald  M’Donaid  fhall  rule  you  with  vigour : 

If  thefe  do  not  fuit  you,  then  take  your  new  plan. 
Make  your  peace  with  the  rebels  (march  off,  to  a  man  :)- 
T[’here  rank  and  dillindlon  perhaps  you  may  find 
And  rife  into  o.fices  fit  to  your  mind——. 

But  if  lUli  you  objed— I  adv^ife  you  to  take  a 
Farewell  of  New- York — and  away  to  Jamaica^ 


Vr 


THE 


PROPHECY  of  King  TAMMANY. 


X  he  Indian  chief  who,  fam’d  of  yore. 

Saw  Europe’s  Tons  adventuring  here. 

Look’d  forrowing  to  the  crowded  Ihore,  ' 

And  fighing  dropt  a  tear  ! 

He  faw  them  half  his  world  explore. 

He  faw  them  draw  the  Ihining  blade. 

He  faw  their  hoftile.  ranks,  di^lay’d. 

And  cannons  blazing  through  that  fhadt? 

Where  only  peace  was  knowa  before.  . 

Ah,  what  unequal  arms  he  cry’d,  • 

How  art  thou  fallen,  my  country’s  pridb. 

The  rural,  fylvan  reign  1 
''  Far  from  our  pleafing  fhores'  to  go 
To  weftefn  rivers,  winding  flow. 

Is  this  the  boon,  the  gods  bellow  ! 

“‘What  have  we  done,  great  patrons,  fay, 

“  That  flrangers  feize  our  woods  away. 

And  drive  us,  naked,  from  our  native  plain, 

“  Rage  and  revenge  infpife  my  foul. 

And  paflion  burns  vvifhout  controul; 

“  Hence,  flrangers,  to  your  native  fliorc  I 
“  Far  frx)m  our  Indian  lhades  retire, 

**  Remove  thefe  goclsy  that  vomit  fire, 

“  And  ftaiii  with  blood  thefe  ravag’d  glades  no  more. 
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**  Invain  I  weep,  invain  I  figh, 

Thefe  ftrangers  all  our  arms  defy. 

As  they  advance  our  chieftains  die!-» 

What  can  their  hods  oppofe! 

**  The  bow  has  ioft  its  wonted  fpring, 

**  The  arrow  faulters  on  the  wing. 

Nor  carries  ruin  from  the  firing 
To  end  their  being  and  our  woes« 

Yes,  yes, — I  fee  our  nation  bends ; 

longer  are  our  friends. 

But  why  thefe  weak  complaints  and  fmhs  f 
Are  there  not  gardens  in  the  weft,  ^ 

Where  all  our  far  fam’d  Sachems  reft  ?— 
ril  go,  an  unexpeded  gueft. 

And  the  dark  horrors  of  the  way  defpife. 

Even  now  the  thundering  peals  draw'  nigh,— — 
’Tis  theirs  to  triumph,  ours  to  die  !  ^ 

But  mark  me,  Chriftian,  ere  I  go — 

Thou,  too,  ftialt  have  thy  Giare  of  woe, 

**  Tile  time  roils  on,  not  moving  flow, 

W.ien  hoftiie  fquadrons  for  your  blood  fhall  come. 
And  ravage  all  your  ftiore ! 

Your  warriors  and  your  children  flay. 

And  fome  in  difmal  dungeons  lay. 

Or  lead  them  captive,  far  away, 

‘‘  I  o  climes  unknown,  thro’  Teas  untry’d  before. 

“  When  druggling  long,  at  laft  wdth  pain 
**  You  break  a  cruel  tyrant’s  chain, 

1  hat  never  fliall  be  joinM  again, — — ^ 

**  When  half  your  foes  are  homeward  fled, 

“  And  hofts  on  hofts  in  triumph  led, 

**  And  hundreds  maim’d  and  thoufands  dead,  ' 

A  timid  race  lhall  then  fucceed. 

Shall  flight  the  virtues  of  the  firmer  race,  * 

**  1  hat  brought  your  tyrant  to  difgrace,, 

Shall  give  your  honours  to  an  odious  train, 

Wno  fhun’d  all  canfli6ls  on  the  .main 
And  dar’d  no  battles  on  the  bloody  plain  ; 

Whofe  little  fouls  funk  in  the  gloomy  day  ~ 
When  Virtue  on^ly  could  fupport  the  Vray;  ,  ‘ 
And  funfhine  fr.e.nds  kept  oft— or  ran  aw^y/V, 


So  fpoke  the  chief,  and  rais’d  his  funeral,  pyre — ^ 

Around  him  foon  the  crackling  flames  afeend^ 

He  fmii’d  amid  tlie  fervours  of  the  Are 
To  think  his  troubles  were  fo  near  their  end, 
ill  the  f-e-h  foul,  her  debt  tb;  Natdre  paid,'  /. 

R  xc  tr  :,r  ine  afltes  that  lier  prilon  made,. 

And  fought  ih'e  world  lihkr.o  vn,  and  dark  oblivion’s  fhat 
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RIVlNGTON’s  REFLECTIONS. 

L 

I  'HE  more  I  refle(J^,  the  more  plain  it  appears. 

If  I  (lays  I  muft  flay  at  the  rifque  of  my  ears, 

I  have  fo  be-pepper’d  the  foes  of  our  throne, 

Be-rebel’d,  be-deviPd,  and  told  them  their  own. 

That  if  we  give  up  to  thefe  rebels  at  laft, 

*Tis  a  chance  if  my  ears  will  atone  for  the  paft. 

’I’is  always  the  beft  to  provide  for  the  worlt— 

So  evicuation  PH  mention  the  hrfl; 

If  Carleton  Ihould  fail  for  our  dear  native  fhore 
(As  Clinton,  Cornwallis,  and  Howe  did  before) 

And  take  off  the  loldiers  that  ferve  for  our  guard, 

(A  ilep-that  the  Tories  would  think  rather  hard) 

Yet  dill  I  furmife,  for  aught  I  can  fee. 

No  CoHgrefs  or  Senates  would  meddle  with  me. 

For,  what  have  I  done,  when  we  come  to  confider. 

But  fold  my  commodities  to  the  beft  bidder  ^ 

If  I  offer’d  to  lie  for ‘the  fake  of  a  poft, 

Was  1  to  be  blam’d  if  the  king  offer’d  inoft  ? 

The  King’s  Royal  Printer! — Five  hundred  a  year! - - 

Between  you  and  me,  ’twas  a  handfome  affair: 

Who  woula  not  for  that  give  matters  a  ftretch 
And  lie  back  and  forward,  and  carry  and  fetch. 

May  have  fome  pretenfions  to  honour  zxidifame: _ 

But  what  are  they  both  but  the  found  of  a  name. 

Mere  words  to  deceive  us,  as  I  have  found  long  fince, 

Tive  on  them  a  week,  and  you  ’ll  find  them  but  nonfenfe. 

The  late  news  from  Charlefton  my  mind  has  perplext, 

If  that  is  abandon’d, — I  know  what  goes  next; 

This  city  of  yoRK  is  a  place  of  great  note. 

And  that  we  fhould  hold  it  I  now  give  my  vote ; 

But  what  are  our  votes  againft  Shelburne’s  decrees  ?  '- 

Thefe  people  at  helm  fteer  us  juft  where  they  plcafe. 

So  often  they’ve  had  us  all  hands  on  the  brink,  • 

They  'll  fteer  us  at  laft  to  the  devil,  I  think: 

And  though  in  the^  danger  themfelves  have  a  ftiare. 

It  will  do  us  fmall  good  that  they  alfo  go  there 

It  is  true  that  the  Tories,  their  children,  and  wives 
Have  offer  d  to  ftay,  at  the  rifque  of  their  lives. 

And  gain  to  themfelves  an  immortal  renown 
By  all  turning  foldiers,  and  keeping  the  town  : 

Whoe’er  was  the  Tory  that  ftruck  out  the  plan, 

Pi  my  humble  conceit,  was  a  very  good  man  ■ 

But  our  words  on  this  fubjea  need  be  very  few^ 

Already  I  fee  that  it  never  will  d® : 

left  us  by  Britain, 

I  ones  to  man  them,  and  other  things  filing, 
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In  truth  fhould  be  in  ^  very  fine  bo3^, 

As  well  they  might  guard  us  with  Ihips  on  the  Hocks, 
And  when  I  beheld  them  aboard  and  afloat, 

I  am  fure  I  ftould  think  of  tJbe  hear  in  the  boat. 

On  the  faith  of  a  Printer,  things  look  very  black.— 
And  what  lhall  we  do,  alas  I  and  alack  ! 

Shall  we  quit  our  young  princes  and  full  blooded  pecrs> 
And  bow  down  to  vilcounts  and  French  chevalidds 
Perhaps  you  may  fay,  As  the  very  laft  fiiift 

We^ll  go  to  New  Scotland,  and  take  the  king’s  gift 
Good  folks,  do  your  will— -but  f  vow  and  I  fweary 
I’ll  be  boil’d  into  foup  before  I’ll  live  there ; 

Is  it  thus  that  our  monarch  his  rubje61:s  degrades^?- — 

Let  him  go  and  be  damn’d  with  his  axes  and  fpades 
Of  all  tbe  vile  countries  that  ever  were  kncfwn 
In  the  frigid,  or  torrid,  or  temperate  zOne, 

(From  accounts  that  I’ve  had)  there  is  not  fuch  anotheri 
It  neither  belongs,  to  this  world  or  the  other : 

A  favour  they  think  it  to  fend  us  there 
To  ling  like  the  Jews  atvthe  river  Euphrates, 

And,  after  furmounting  the  rage  of  the  billows. 

Hang  ourfelves  up  at  lail  with  our  harps  on  the  willow's: 
Ere  I  fail  for  that  fhore,  may  I  take  niv  laft  nap — 

Why,  it  gives  me  the  palfy  to  look  on  its  map! 

And  he  that  goes  there  (though  I  mean  to  be  civil) 

May  fairly  be  faid  to  have  gone  to  the  Devil. 

Shall  I  pufh  for  Old  England,  and  whine  at.  the  throne  \ 
Alas !  they  have  Jemmies  enough  of  their  own! 

Eefdes,  fuch  a  name  I  have  got  froir  my  trade, 

7’hey  would  think  I  was  lying,  whate^^r  I  faid ; 

Thus  fcheme  as  I  will,  or  contrive  as  I  may,  ,  , 

Continual  difficulties  rife  in  the  way  : 

In  fhort,  if  they  let  me  remain  in  this  realm, 

What  is  it  to  Jemmy  who  (lands  at  the  helm  I 
I’ll  petition  the  rebels  (if  York  is  forfaken) 

For  a  place  in  their  Zion  which  ne’er  fhall  be  ftiakcn ;  ,  • 

I  am  fure  they’ll  be  clever;  it  feems  their  whole  ftudy  : 
They  hung  not  young  Asgill  for  old  captain  Huddv, 
And  it  muft  be  a  truth  that  admits  no  denying, 
if  they  fpare  us  for  murper  they’ll  (pare  us  for  lying; 


IL 

FOLKS  may  think  as  they  pleafe,  but ’to  me  it  would  Teem, 
That  our  great  men  at  home  have  done  nothing  but  dream  : 
Such  trimming  and  twilling  and  fhifting  about,  « 

And  fome  getting  in,  and  others  turn’d  put ; 

And  yet,  with  their  bragging  and  looking  fo  big. 

All  they  did  was  to  dance  a  theatrical  jig. 

Seven  years'now,  and  more,  we  try’d  every  plan, 

And  are  jail  as  near  conquering  as  when  wc  began. 
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Great  thing;s  were  expelled  from  Clinton  and  Howc> 
But  what  have  they  done,  or  where  are  they  jio>v? 

Sir  Guy  was  fent  over  to  kiqk  up  a  duft. 

Who  already  prepares  to  return  In  difgufi’^ 

The  objedl  deluiive  we  wilh  to  attain 

Has  been  in  our  xeach,  and  may  >be  fo  again-^ 

But  fo  oddly  does  heaven  its  bounties  difpenfe. 

And  has  granted  our  king  fuch  a  tmaU  flmre  of  fenfe 
That,  let  Fortune  favour  orfmile  as  flie  will. 

We  are  doom’d  to  drive  on,  Uke  n  horfe  in  a  mill. 
And  though  we  may  feem  to  adv:anep  on  Qur  rout, 

*Tis  but  to  return  to  wltore  wo  fat  out. 

From  hence  J  infer  (by  way  of  improvement) 

That  nothing  is  got  by  this  circular  movement ; 

And  I  plainly  perceive,  from  *11115  fatal  delay# 

We  are  going  to  ruin  the  round-about  way*! 

Some  nations,  like  flups,  giyoop-to  the  gale. 

And  are  hurry’d  a.OAore  with  full  ifiowing  fail ; 

So  Sweden  fubmitted  to  abfolute  power. 

And  freemen  were  chang’d  ,to  ibe  flaves  in  an  hour; 
Thus  Th  E o D fooo  from  ,his  grandeur  came  dowov 
Forfaking  his  fubjeds  and  Corfican  crown.; 

But  we — ’tis  our  fate,  without, ally  or  friend. 

To  go  to  perdition,  clofe  to  the  wfnd. 

The  cafe  is  too  plain,,  -that  if  1  ilay  here 
I  have  lomethlng  to  hope  and  feme  what  :to  fear: 

In  regard  to  my  carcafe,  f  Ihould  n’t  mind  that-— 

I  can  fay  I  have  liv’d,”  and  have  grown  very  fat ; 
I'lave  been*  in  my  .day  remarkably  Ihifty, 

And  foQn,  ,very  foon,  will  be  verging  on  hfty. 

*Tis  time  for  the  Hate  of  the  dead  to  prepare, 

^is  time  to  confider  how  things  will  go  there  ; 

'^Some  few  are  admitted  to  Jupiter’s  liall, 

But  the  kitchen  of  Pluto  is  open  to  ail — 
day  is  approaching  as  fad  as  it  can 
When  Jemniv  ihali  be  a  mere  moderate  man. 

Shall  deep  .under  ground  both  fummer  and  winter. 
The  huik  of  a  man,  and  the  Ihell  of  a  printer. 

And  care  not  a  farthing  for  George,  or  liis  line, 

V7hat  empires  Hart  up,  or  what  kingdoms  decline. 

Our  parfon  lad  Sunday  brought  tears  from  my  eyes. 
When  he  told  us  of  heaven,  i  thought  of  mv  lies — 
To  his  flock  he  deferib’d  it,  and  laid  it  before  ’em, 
(As  if  he  had  been  in  its  Sanctum  Sandcrum ) 
Recounted  its  beauties  that  never  fliall  fade. 

And  quoted  John  Bunyan  to  prove  what  he  faid; 
Debarr’d  from  the  gate  who  the  Truth  fliould  deny. 
Or  “  w  hofoe'er  loveth  or  maketh  a  lie.” 

Thro’  tiie  courfc  of  my  life  it  has  fall  been  my  lot 
In  fpire  of  myfeif,  to  f.iy  things  tliat  are  not,”* 
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And  therefore  fufpea  that  upon  my  deceafe 
Not  a  poet  will  leave  me  to  Humber  in  peace. 

But  at  leaft  once  a  week  be-fcribble  the  Hone 
W^re  Jemmy,  poor  Jemmy,  lies  fleeping  alone! 

matters  may  be, 

I  the  fcnpture  is  true,  it  has  bad  news  for  me — • 

And  yet,  when  I  come  to  examine  the  text. 

And  the  learn’d  annotations  that  Poole  has  annexe. 
Throughout  the  black  lift  of  the  people  that  fin 

iinf mention’d  therein ; 

Whoremongers,  idolaters,  all  are  left  out. 

And  wizzaris,  and  dogs  (which  is  proper,  no  doubt) 

ijut  he  who  fays  I’m  there,  miftakes  or  forgets _ 

It  mentions  no  Printers  of  Royal  Gazettes  ! 

In  truth,  I  have  need  of  a  manfton  of  reft. 

And  to  remain  might  fuit  me  the  beft — 

Philadelphia  in  fome  things  would  anfwer  as  well, 

(Some  Tories  are  there,  and  my  papers  might  fell) 

But  then  I  Ihould  live  amongft  wrangling  and  ftrife. 

And  be  forc’d  to  fay  credo  the  reft  of  my  life  : 

For  their  fudden  converfion  I’m  much  at  a  lofs _ 

I  am  told  that  they  bow  to  the  wood  of  the  crofs. 

And  worlhip  the  reliques  tranfported  from  Rome, 

Si.  Pcuer’s  toe-nails  and  St.  Anthony's  comb. — 

If  thus  the  true  faith  they  ho  longer  defend 

I  fcarcely  can  think  where  the  madnefs  will  end _ 

If  the  greateft  among  them  fubmit  to  the  Pope, 

What  reafon  have  I  for  indulgence  to  hope 

If  the  Congrefs  themfelves  to  the  Chapel  did  pafs,* 

Ye  may  fwear  that  poor  Jemmy  would  have  to  ling  mals. 

Dec.  1782. 

On  the  4th  of  November  laft,  the  clergy  and  fele£l  men  of  Bofton  paraded 
^  through  the  hreets  after  a  crucifix,  and  joined  in  a  proceifion  in  praying  for  z 
departed  foul  out  of  Purgatory}  an.  for  this  they  gave  the  example  of  Con- 
“  grefs,  and  other  American  leaders,  on  a  former  occafion  at'Philadelphia,  feme 
“  ofv^hom,  in  the  height  of  their  zeal,  even  went  fo  far  as  to  fpri'nkle  themfelves 
^*with  what  they  call  Holy  •<  —  Rc^al  Gazette^  ofX)ecenib€r  ii.  inft. 
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G  A  I  N  E’s  LIFE. 

City  ^New-York.,  Jaa,  i,  1783. 

TO  the  S  na:e-\  of  York,  with  all  uuc  fabmihion. 

Of  honcft  HU  jH  'AiiNii  the  durable  I'cixmn  j 
All  Acc  u::t  'jj  bn  Life  he  will  alio  prefix, 

A>ia  fome  trifles  than  happened  ii  sevznta'-s  x; 

He  hope:  chat  your  honour:;  will  taice  no  offence. 

If  he  fenii  you  lo  ne  groins  of  contrihon  from  iiencc^ 

Ana,  fa.th.r,  to  prove  chat  nc’s  truly  fiaceie. 

He  wilhes  yovi  all  a  havyy  Year, 


A 


1. 


MD,  firO:,  he  informs,  in  his  rcprefentation, 
ho  once  was  a  printer  of  good  reputation. 

And  dwelt  in  the  llreet  calFd  Hanover  Square, 

(You^!l  know  where  it  is,  if  you  ever  was  there) 

Next  door  to  the  dwelling  of  dodlor  Brownjohn> 

(  Yho  now  to  the  drug-lhop  of  Pluto  is  gone) 

But  what  do  I  fay — who  e’er  came  to  town. 

And  knew  not  Hugh  Gaine  at  the  Bible  and  Cr(hwn^ 
No  w,  if  I  was  ever  fo  given  to  lie. 

My  cHar  native  country  I  wouldn’t  deny  ; 

(I  k.*  w  you  love  Teagues)  and  I  (hall  not  conceal 
That  I  came  from  the  kingdom  where  Phelim  O’Neale 
And  other  brave  worthies  ate  butter  and  cheefe. 

And  walk’d  in  the  clover-helds  up  to  their  knees: 

Full  early  in  youth,  without  bafket  or  burden. 

With  a  ftaff  in  my  hand,  !  pafs’d  over  Jordan, 

(I  remember  my  co^nrade  was  do^or  Magraw, 

And  many  flrange  things  on  the  waters  we  faw, 
$harks,  dolphins,  anddea-dogs,  bonettas,  and  whales. 
And  birds  at  the  tropic,  with  quills  in  their  tails) 

And  came  to  your  city  and  government  feat. 

And  found  it  was  true  you  had  fomething  to  eat; 

Wjien  thus  I  wrote  iiome — The  country  is  ^ood. 


“  By  my  foul,  I  fufprad  they  have  always  "new  year. 

And  there  ore  conceive  it  is  go^d  to  be  here^ 

So  fiid,  an  I  lo  aMcd — I  put  up  a  prefs. 

And  printed  away  with  amazing  fuccefs; 

*  New  York  chc  November  fullowinc, 

t  The  -Legi.l^turc  of  the  Stm  Were  at, tiffs  time  in  lellion  at.FiSHKXt 


X. 


W 


..vy^-V 
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Neg’Iea^d  jny  person,  and  loojf’d  like  a  frigkt. 

Was  bother’d  ail  day,  and  was  bufy  all  night, 

Saw^  money  c.o.rne  in,  as  the  papers  went  out. 

While  Parker  and  Weyman*  were  driving  about. 

And  curftng,  and  Swearing,  and  chewing  their  cuds. 

And  wilhing  Hugh  Gaine  and  his  prefs  in  the  fuds : 

Ned  Weyman  was  printer,  you  know,  to  the  king. 

And  thought  he  had  got  all  \the  world  in  a  firing, 

(I'hough  riches  not  always  attend  on  a  throne) 

So  he  fwore  I  had  found  the  philofopher’s  ftone , 

And  call’d  me  a  rogue,  and  a  fon  of  a  bitch, 

Becaufe  I  knew  better  thati  him  to  get  rich. 

To  malice  like  that  ’twas  in  vain  to  reply^ _ 

Y ou  had  known  by  his  looks  he  was  telling  a  lie* 

Thus  life  ran  away,  fo  fmooth  and  ferene _ 

Ah !  thefe  were  the  happiell  days  I  had  feen  ! 

But  the  faying  of  Jacob  I’ve  found  to  be  true. 

The  days  of  thy  fervant  are  evil  and  few  1” 

The  days  that  to  me  were  joyous  and  glad. 

Are  nothing  to  thofe  which  are  dreary  and  fad ! 

The  feucis  of  the  Stamp- foreboded  foul  weather. 

And  war  and  vexation  all  coming  together  : 

Thofe  days  were  the  days  of  riots  and  mobs. 

Tar,  feathers,  and  tories,  and  troublefomc  jobbs— 

Priefts  preaching  up  war  for  the  good  of  our  fouls. 

And  libels,  and  lying,  and  Liberty-Poles, 

From  which,  when  feme  whimlical  colours  you  wav’d. 

We  had  nothing  to  do,  but  look  up  and  be  fav’d-— 

(You  thought,  by  refol^it^gy  to  terrify  Britain — 

Indeed,  if  you  did,  you  were  damnably  ll/tsu ) 

I  knew  it  would  bring  an  eternal  reproach. 

When  I  faw  you  a-bhrning  Cadwallader’sf  coach; 

I  knew  you  would  fuffer  for  what  you,  had  done, 

.When  I  faw  you  lampooning  poor  Sawney  his  fon. 

And  bringing  him  down  to  fo  wretched  a  level. 

As  to  ride  him  about  in  a  cart  with  the  devil.— 

II. 

WELL,  as  I  predidled  that  matters  would  be— 

To  the  flamp-aA  fucceeded  a  tax  upon  Tea: 

What  chefl-fulls  were  fcatter’d,  and  trampled,  and  drown’d. 
And  yet  the  whole  tax  was  but  three  pence  pound  I 

^ay  the  hammer  of  Death  on  my  noddle  defeend. 

And  Satan  torment  me  to  time  without  end, 

If  this  was  a  reafon  to  fly  into  quarrels, 

And  feuds  that  have  ruin’d  our  manners  and  morals ; 

A  parfon  himfelf  might  have  fworn  round  the  compaff, 

Tliat  folks  for  a  triRe  Ihould  make  fuch  a  rumpus, 

*  New- York  Printers,  before  the  Revolution. 

^  Lleutciijjdt-CoTrr.aor  Ciiwallaicr  Golden, 
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Such  a  rout  as  to  fet  half  the  world  in  a  rage. 

Make  France,  Spain,  and  Holland  with  Britain  engage. 
While  the  Emperor,  the  Swede,  the  Rufs,^  and  the  Dane 
All  pity  John  Bull — and  run  off  with  his  g-ain. 

But  this  was  the  feafon  that  I  mull  lament-^** 

I  fird  was  a  whig  with  an  honed  intent; 

Not  a  Rebel  among  them  talked  louder  or  boldcF, 

With  his  fword  by  his  fide,  or  his  gun  on  his  Ihoulderj 
Yes,  I  was  a  whig,  and  a  whig  from  my  heart,. 

But  dill  was  unwilling  with  Britain  to  part-^ 

I  thought  to  oppofe  her  was  foolilh  and  vain, 

I  thought  {he  would  turn  and  embrace  us  again. 

And  make  us  happy  as  happy  could  be. 

By  renewing  the  ^ra  of  mild  sixty-three: 

And  yet,  like  a  cruel  undutiful  fon. 

Who  evil  returns  for  the  good  to  be  donCt 
Un  merited  odium  on  Britain  to  throw, 

I  printed  fome  treafon  for  Philip  Freneatt, 

Some  damnable  poems  reflefting  on  Gage, 

The  KING  and  his  council,  and  writ  with  fuch  rage, 
So  full  of  inveidive,  and  loaded  with  fpleen. 

So  fneeringly  fmart,  and  fo  helliChly  keen. 

That,  at  lead  in  the  judgment  of  half  our  wife  meft. 

Ale  CTO  herfelf  put  the  nib  to  his  pen. 


nr. 

AT  this  time  arofe  a  certain  king  Sears, 

Who  made  it  his  dudy  to  baniih  our  fears : 

He  was,  without  doubt,  a  perfon  of  merit. 

Great  knowledge,  fome  wit,  and  abundance  of  fpirit; 
Could  lalk  like  a  lawyer,  and  that  without  fee. 

And  threaten’d  perdition  to  all  that  drank  tea. 

Long  lermons  did  he  againd  Scotchmen  prepare. 

And  drank  like  a  German,  and  drove  away  care. 

Ah !  don’t  you  remember  what  a  vigorous  hand  he  put 
To  drag  off  the  great  guns,  and  plague  captain  Vandeput.^ 
That  night\  when  the  hero  (his  patience  worn  Out) 

Put  hie  to  his  cannons  and  folks  to  the  rout. 

And  drew  up  his  fnip  with  a  fpring  on  her  cable. 

And  gay' e  us  a  feednd  confufion  of  Babel, 

And  (what  was  more  /olid  than  facrrilous  language ) 

Pour’d  on  us  a  tempeft  of  round  (hot  and  lan^rag$j  ^ 
Scarce  a  broadfide  was  ended  ’till  another  began  again—* 
By  Jove!  it  was  nothing  but  Fire  a-ivay  Flannagan! 

Some  -thought  hi  in  saluting  hi  s  Safly*s  and  Nancy*  s 
H  ill  he  drove  a  round  [hot  thro’  the  roof  of  Sam  Francis  § 
The  town  by  his  fiaihes  was  fairly  enlighten’d. 

The  .women  mi  carry ’d,  the  beavis  were  all  frio-hten’d; 

*  *0  ^ 


^Captain  of  the  Asli  man  of  war. 
^  A  cant 


~~tAi\gui^,  1775. 

A  noted  Inn-holder  iw  New-To^’k^ 


i 


W 
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For  my  part,  I  hid  in- a  cePar  (as  fages 
And  Chriflians  were  wont  in  the  primitive 
Thus  the  Prophet  of  old  that  ^as  rapt  to  the  Jky, 

Lay  fnug  in  a  cave  ’till  ^thc  tempeil  went  by. 

But,  as  foon  as  the  comforting  fpirit  had  fpoke, 

Ide  rofe  and  came  out  with  his  myftical  cloak 
Yet  I  hardly  could  boaft  of  a  moment  of  reji. 

The  dogs  were  a-howliag,  the  town  was  diftren;  !— 

But  our  terrors  foop  vaniCh’d,  for  fuddenly  Se  ars 
RencwM  our  loft  courage  and  dry’d  up  our  tears. 

Our  memories,  indeed,  muft  have  ftrangely  decayed 
If  we  cannot  remember  what  speeches  he  made. 

What  handfome  harangues  upon  every  occafion. 

How  he  laugh’d  at  the  whim  of  a  Britijh  Inojafion  / 

F — X  take  ’em,  (faid  he)  do  ye  think  they  will  come  ? 
If  they  fhou’d — we  have  only  to  beat  on  our  drum. 

And  run  up  the  fag  of  American  freedom^ 

And  people  will  mufler  by  rniilions  to  bleed  ^em  / 

What  freeman  need  value  fuch  blackguards  as  thefe  ! 

Let  us  fink  in  our  channel  fome  Che^aux.  de  frije — 

And  then  let  ’em  come — and  we’ll  ftiow  ’em  fair  play— 
But  they  are  not  madmen — I  tell  you — not  the)  1” 

IV. 

From  this  very  day  ’till  the  Britijh  came  in. 

We  liv’d,  I  may  lay,  in  the  Defert  of  Sin  ; — 

Such  beating,  and  brulfing,  and  fcratching,  and  tearing  ^ 
Such  kicking,  and  cuffing,  and  curfing  and fvcearing 
But  when  they  advanc’d  with  thar  numerous  fleet. 

And  Wa  shinOTOn  made  nis  nociur.  lal  retreat  ,* 

(And  which  they  permitted,  1  fay,  to  their  fliame. 

Or  elfej<?«r  new  empire  had  been  but  a  name) 

We  townfmen,  dke  women,  of  Britons  in  dread, 

Miftrufted  their  meaning,  and  foolilhly  fled  ; 

L'ke  the  ref  oi  the  dunces  1  mounted  my  ftecd. 

And  gallop’d  away  with  incredible  Ipeed, 

To  Newark  I  luftened — but  trouble  and  care 
Got  up  on  the  crupper  and  folloojj' d  me  there  ! 

*There  I  fcarceiy  got  fuel  to  keep  myfelf  warm. 

And  fcarceiy  found  fpiiits  to  n.veather  th,  form  ; 

And  was  quickly  convinc’d  1  Lid  little  to  do, 

(The  Whigs  were  in  arms,  and  my  readers  were  few;) 

So,  after  remaining  one  cold  winter  leafon. 

And  fluffing  n\y  papers  sHiihJamcthing  like  trsrfcn. 

And  meeting  misforttines  and  endlels  dilafters. 

And  forc’d  to  fubmit  to  a  hundred  mafers, 

I  thought  it  mure  prudent  to  hold  to  the  one — - 
i\nd  (after  repenting  of  what  I  had  done. 

And  curfing  my  folly  and  idle  purfiiits) 

.ISvCturn’d  to  the  city,  and  hung  up  my  bootSr. 
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V. 

As  matters  have  aone,  it  was  plainly  a  blunder^ 
But  then  1  expelled  the  Whigs  mud  knock  under. 
And  I  always  adhere  to  'the  fword  that  is  longed. 
And  dick  to  the  party  that’s  like  to  be  dronged : 
That  you  have  dicceeded  is  merely  a  chance, 

I  never  once  dreamt  of  the  condud  of  France  ! — 

If  alliance  with  her  you  were  promis’d — at  lead 
You  ought  to  have  Ihow’d  me  your  star  in  the  eafl^ 
Not  let  me  go  off  uninform’d  as  a  bead* 

When  your  army  I  faw  without  dockings  or  (hoes. 
Or  victuals — or  money,  to  pay  them  their  dues, 
(Excepting  your  wretched  CongrelTional  paper. 

That  dunk  in  my  hofe.like  the  fnufF  of  a  taper, 

A  cart  load  of  which  for  a  dfam  might  be  ipent  all> 
That  damnable  bubble,  the  old  Continental 
That  took  people  in  at  this  wonderful  Grids, 

With  its  mottoes  and  emblems,  and  cunning  de<viees  i 
Which,  bad  as  it  was,  you  were  forc’d  to  admird. 
And  which  was,  in  fa£l,  the  pillar  of  fire. 

To  which  you  directed  your  wandering  nofes. 

Like  the  Jews  in  the  defert  conducted  by  Moses) 
When  I  faw  them  attended  vt\X.h.  famine  and  fear, 
Lidrefs  in  their  front,  and  He~uje  in  their  rear ; 

When  I  faw  them  for  debt  inceflantly  dunn’d, 

Nor  a  diilling  to  pay  them  laid  up  in  your  fund;  - 
Your  ploughs  at  a  dand,  and  your  fhips  run  afhore-^ 
When  this  was  apparent  (and  need  1  fay  more?) 

1  handled  my  cane,  and  I  looked  at  my  hat. 

And  cry’d — God  have  mercy  on  armies  like  that 
I  took  up  my  bottle,  difdaining  to  day. 

And  faid — Here’s  a  health  to  the  Vicar  of  Brayf* 
^nd  cock’d  up  my  beaver,  and — drutted  away. 

VL 

ASHAM’d  of  my  conduft,  I  fneak’d  into  town^ 

(Six  hours  and  a  quarter  the  fun  had  been  down) 
was,  .1  remember,  a  cold  frody  night. 

And  the  dars  in  ihe  firmament  glitter’d  as  bright 
As  if  (to  affiime  a  poetical  dile) 

L>ld  Vulcan  had  give  them  a  rub  with  his  die. 

’Till  this  curfed  night.  I  can  honedly  fay, 

I  ne’er  before  dre'ided  the  dawn  of  the  day  ; 

Not  a  wolf  or  a  fox  that  is  caught  in  a  trap 
E  er  was  fo  adiam’d  of  his  nightly  mifhap — 

I  couldn’t  help  thinking  what  ills  might  befal  me. 
What  rebels  and  rafcals  tiie  Britidi  would  call  mc;. 

And  how  I  miglit  fulFer  in  credit  and  purfe, 
if  not  in  mj  perfon,  which  d-ili  bad  been  wori#^ 
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At  length  I  refolv’d  (as  was  furely  my  dnty) 

To  go  for  advice  to  parfon  Auchmuty  : 

(1  he  parfon,  who  now  I  hope  is  in  glory. 

Was  then  upon  earth,  and  a  terrible  tory. 

Not  Cooper  himfelf,  of  ideas  perplext. 

So  nicely  could  handle  and  torture  a  text, 

V/h<;n  bloated  with,  lies,  thro’  his  trumpet  he  foundeii 
The  damnable  fin  of  oppohng  a  crown’d  head) 

Liske  a  penitent  fmner,  and  dreading  my  fate. 

In  the  grey  of  the  morning  I  knock’d  at  his  gate; 

(No  do  fbt  he  was  vex’d  that  I  rous’d  him  fo  foon,  ^ 

For  his  worlhip  was  moftly  in  blankets  ’till  noon) 

At  length  he  approach’d  in  his  njeflments  of  blacks 
(Alas,  my  poor  heart  1  it  wa»  then  on  the  rack. 

Like  a  ^man  in  ap  ague  or  one  to  be  try*d  ^ 

I  Ihook — ind  recanted,  and  flebber’d,  and  figh’d) 

His  gown,  of  it  felf,  was  amazingly  big, 

Beiides,  he  had  on  his  canonical  wig. 

And  frown’d  at  a  diflance ;  but  when  he  came  ireaf 
Look’d  pleafant  and  laid — IVhati  Hugh,  are  you  hersf 
“  Tour  hearts  I  am  certain,  is  horribly  harden* d, 

But  if  you  confefs — -your  Jtn  nsjill  be  pardo?i*dj 
In  fpite  of  my  preachment's,  and  all  1  could 
Like  the  prodigal  fan,  yon  'wander*  d  asway, 

Nouj  tell  me,  dear  penitent^  njohicb  is  the  bej},^ 

“  To  be  ^wtth  the  rebels,  purfu*d  and  difircjl, 

De^vcid  of  all  comfort,  all  hopes  of  relief. 

Or  elfe  to  be  hers,  and  partake  the  king*s  hesf?^ 

“  more  people  refemble  the  Jnake  them  the  doaje^ 

And  more  are  concerted  by  teYror  than  lo^je  : 

**  Like  a  jheep  on  the  mountains,  or  rather  a  fwine^ 
feu  <vjandedil  anjuay  from  the  tiirdty  and  nine ; 

**  Awhile  at  the  offers  of  mercy  you  fpurn*d, 

^  But  your  error  you  fawo,  and  at  length  ha‘ve  retufrddt 
Our  mafer  nwill  therefore  confder  your  cafe^ 

And  rejlore  you  again  to  favour  and  grace. 

Great  light  jhcf  l  arife  from  utter  confuf  on. 

And.  rebels  jhall  li^e  to  lament  their  delufiond* 

**  Ah>  rebels!  (faid  1)  they  are  rebels  indeed-^ 
ChalHfement,  I  hope,  by  the  king  is  decreed : 

They  have  hung  up  his  fubjedii  with  bed-cords  and  halteit. 
And  banifh’d  his  Bro-ph'ets,  thrown  down  his  altars. 

**  And  1 — even  I — w'hile  I  ventur’d  to  llav, 

* 

They  fought  for  rr.y  life — to  take  it  aw'ay ! 

I  therefore  propofe  to  come  under  your  wing, 

**  A  foe  to  REBELLION — a  Have  to  the  king.’* 

VII. 

SUCH  folemn  confefllon,  in  fcriptural  (lyle. 

Work’d  out  my  falvation,  at  Icait  tor  a  while; 
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The  parfon  pronounc’d  me  deferving  c^race. 

And  fo  they  rellor’d  me  to  Priming  and  Place, 

VIIL 

BUT  days,  fuch  as  thcfc,  were  too  happy  to 
The  fand  of  felicity  fettled  too  fail  I 
When  I  fwore  and  proteiled  I  honour’d  the  throne 
The  lead  they  could  do  was  to  let  me  alone  : 

Though  George  I  compar’d  to  an  angel  above. 

They  wanted  fome  folider  proofs  of  rtiy  love ; 

And  fo  they  oblig’d  me  each  morning  to  come 
And  turn  in  the  ranks  at  the  beat  of  the  drum. 

While  often,  too  often  (I  tell  it  with  pain) 

They  menac’d  my  head  with  a  hickory  cane. 

While  others,  my  betters,  as  much  were  oppreH--^ 

But  fhame  and  confufion  fhall  cover  the  rell. 

You,  doubtlefs,  will  think  I  am  dealing  in  fable 
.When  I  tell  you  I  guard  an  officer' s  fiahle — 

With  ulkgc  like  this  my  feelings  are  dung  ; 

The  next  thing  wdll  be,  I  mud  heave  out  the  dung  \ 
Six  hours  in  the  day  is  duty  too  hard. 

And  RiviNGtON  fneers  whene’er  I  mount  guard. 

And  laughs  till  his  fides  are  ready  to  fplit 
With  his  jeds,  and  his  iatires,.  and  fayings  of  wit: 
Becaufe  he’s  excus’d,  on  account  of  his  pod. 

He  cannot  go  by  without  making  his  boaft,. 

As  if  I  was  all  that  is  fervile  and  mean — ^ 

But  fortune,  perhaps,  may  alter  the  icene, 

And  give  him  his  turn  to  dand  in  the  dreet> 

Burnt  Brandy  fupporting  his  radical  htat^ 

But  what  for  the  king  or  the  caufe  has  he  done 
That  we  mud  be  toiling  while  he  can  look  on? 

Great  conqueds  he  gave  them  on  paper-^'tis  true, 
^^hen  Hoy^E  was  retreating j  he  made  him  furfue: 
Alack  !  its  to#  plain  that  Britons  mud  fall*-^ 

When,  haded  -with  laurels — they  go  to  the  wall. 

From  hence  you  may  gtiefs  1  do  nothing  but  §rieve> 
And  where  we  are  going  I  cannot  conceive-— 

The  wifeft  among  ns  a  change  are  expelling. 

It  is  not  for  nothing,,  thefe  diips  are  colledinc^ ; 

It  is  not  for  nothing,  that  Mathews,  the  mayor. 

And  legions  of  Tories,  for  failing  prepare  ,* 

It  is  not  for  nothing,  that  John  Cog  hill 
Is  filing  his  papers,  and  plugging  his  tap  ; 

See  Skinner  himfejf,  the  nghting  attorney. 

Is  boiling  potatoes  to  ferve  a  long  journey  ; 

But  where  they  are  going,  or  meaning  to  travel 
Would  puzzle  John  Faiidus,  himfelf,  to  unravel  ;-w 
Perhaps  to  Penobfeot,  to  darve  in  the  barrens, 

Perhaps  to  §t.  John’s,  in  ;the  gulph  of  St..  Lawrence  j 
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Perhaps  to  New  Scotland,  to  perifli  with  cold. 

Perhaps  to  Jamaica,  like  llaves  to  be  fold  ; 

Where,  fcorch’d  by  the  fuinmer,  all  nature  repines. 
Where  Phoebus,  great  Phoebus,  too  glaringly  fliines. 

And  fierce  from  the  2;enith  diverging  hi?  ray 
Dillrefles  the  ifle  with  a  torrent  of  day. 

Since  matters  are  thus,  with  proper  fubmiflion 
Permit  me  to  offer  my  humble  petition; 

(Though  the  J'orm  is  uncommon,  and  lawyers  may  fneer. 
With  truth  I  can  tell  you,  the  fcribe  is  fincere): 

IX. 

That,  fince  it  is  plain  we  are  going  away. 

You  will  fuffer  Hug/;  Gains  unmolelied  to  Hay, 

Jfis  fand  is  near  run  (life  itfelf  is  a  fpan) 

So  leave  him  to  manage  the  beH  that  he  can; 

Whoever  are  his  mailers,  or  monarchs,  or  regents* 

For  the  future  he’s  ready  to  fwear  them  allegiance; 

The  CROWN  he  will  promife  to  hold  in  difgrace  : 

The  Bible — allow  him  to  Hick  in  its  place, 

’Till  THAT,  in  due  feafon,  you  wiili  to  put  down. 

And  bid  him  keep  Ihop  at  the  fign  of  the  crown. 

If  the  Turk  with  his  turban  fhould  fet  up  at  lail  here 
While  he  gives  him  protedion,  he’ll  own  him  his  mailer. 
And  yield  due  obedience  (A'hen  Britain  is  gone) 

Though  rul’d  by  the  feeptre  of  Presbyter  John. 

My  prefs,  that  has  call’d  you  (as  tyranny  drove  her), 
Rogues,  rebels,  and  rafcals,  a  thoufand  times  over, 

$hall  be  at  your  fervice  by  day  and  by  night. 

To  publiih  whatever  you  think  proper  to  write; 

Thofe  types  which  have  rais’d  George  the  tl^ird  to  a  level 
With  angels — ihall  prove  him  as  black  as  the  devil. 

To  HIM  that  contriv’d  him,  a  fhame  and  difgrace. 

Nor  bleil  with  one  virtue  to  honour  his  race  ! 

Who  knows  but,  in  time,  I  may  rife  to  be  great. 

And  have  the  gOod  fprtune  to  manage  a  state  ? 

Great  noife  among  people  great  changes  denotes. 

And  I  iliall  have  money  to  purchafe  their  votes — 

The  time  is  approaching,  1*11  venture  to  fay. 

When  folks  worfe  than  me  will  come  into  play. 

When  your  double  fac’d  people  fhall  give  themfelves  airs. 
And  AIM  to  take  hold  of  the  helm  of  affairs. 

While  the  honeft  bold  soldier,  that  fought  your  renown 
a  dog  in  the  dirt,  fhall  be  crufh’d  and  held  down. 

Of  honours  and  .profits  allow  me  a  fhare  I 
I  frequently  dream  of  a  prefident’s  chair  1 
And  vifions  full  often  intrude  on  my  brain. 

That  for  me  to  interpret,  would  rather  be  vain, 

Biefl  feafons  advance,  when  Britons  fliall  find 
'That  they  can  be  happy,  and  you  can  be  kiAd^ 
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When  Rebels  no  longer  at  Traitors  (hall  fpurn, 
Wken  Arnold  himfeif  lhall  in  triumph  return!  ■ 


But  my  paper  informs  me  it’s  time  to  conclude ; 

I  fear  my  Addrefs  has  be'=*a  raiher  too  rude- — 

If  it  has — for  my  boldnefs  your  pardon  I  pray. 

And  further,  at  prelent,  prefume  not  to  fay. 

Except  that  (for  forna’s  fake),  in  hajie\  remain 
Your  humble  Petitioner— honeil-^HUGH  GAINE.. 

r.L*'!=r.  . . . 

O  N-  t.  H  E  '  ■  ' 

DEPARTURE  of  the  BRITISH 

From  Charleston  -..(December  14,  1782. J  ^ 

’  .  V  T  •  *  '  '  J  A  ^ 

H:.  ,...T  ;•  ^.7!  -  -  ^  • 

IS  triumphs  of  a  moment  done  j  /  ‘  ' 

His  race  of  defolation  run,  ^  ^  ^  ^ 

The  Briton,  yielding  to  his  fears,  ,  ,  .  . 

To  other  Ihores  with  forrow  fteers :  ’ 

To  other  ihores — and  coarfer  dirties  ■  ^ 

He  goes,  refledling  on  his  crimes, 

Hk  broken  oaths,  a  murder’d  Hayne,. 

And  blood  of  thoufands,  fpilt  in  vain. 

To.  ilream,  advancing  flow,, 

Ajisley  no  longer  tells  his  woe. 

No  longer  mourns  his  impia  flood 

Diic.olour’d  deep,  with,  human. blood,. 

Lo  !  where  thofe  focial  flreams  combin.e 
Again  the  friends  of  Freedom  join  ; 

And,  while  they  ferny  where  once  they  liled,. 

Rejoice  to  find  their  tyrants  fled. 

Si  ice  memory  paints  that  difmal  day  \ 

When-  Britiih  fquadrons  held  the  fway,. 

An  t  circling  clofe  on  every  fide,. 

By  fea  and  land  retreat  deny’d— 

Sh  i'/  fnc  recall  that  mournfu  ,  icenc. 

And  not  the  virtues  of  a  Greene, 

V/no  great  in  war— in  cu  oger  irv’d, 
lii.s  vvon  the  day  and  crufh'd  thAr  pridci. 

Tnroigh  barren  w.fles  ana  ravaged  .andl 
He  led  Ills  bold  undaunted 


POEMS  ON  SEVERAL  OGCASIQNSf. 


5:4$ 

Through  fickly  climes  his  ftandard  b6re 
Where  never  arrfiy  march’d  before : 

By  fortitude,  with  patience  join’d, 

(The  virtues  of  a  noble  mind) 

We  fpread,  where’er  oiir  \^afs  are  khowi%. 

His  country’s  honour  and  his  own, 

Like  Hercules,  his  g'enerous  plan 
Was  to  redrefs  the  wrong^s  of  men  j 
Like  him,  accuftom’d  to  fubdue. 

He  freed  a  world  from  mongers  too. 

Through  every  want  and  every  ill 
We  faw  him  perfevering  flill, 

Thrbugh  -Autumn's  damps  and  ?u!nnicr'’s1ifeai^- 
’Till  his  great  purpofe  was  complete, 

V 

Like  the  bold  eagle,  from  the  Ikies 
T  hat  Hoops,  to  feize  his  trembling  priz.e. 

He  darted  on  the  Haves  of  kings 
At  Camden  heights  and  Eutaw  Springs, 

Ah  !  had  our  friends  that  led  the  fray 
Surviv’d  the  ruins  of  that  dav. 

We  Hiould  not  damp  our  joy  with  pain-^ 

Nor,  fympathifing,  now  complain. 

Strange  !  that  of  thofe  who  nobly  dare 
Death  always  claims  fo  large  a  fhafe. 

That  thofe  of  virtue  moH  refin’d 
Arc  fooneH  to  the  grave  confign’d ! — ^ 

But  fame  is  theirs — and  future  days 
0|ji  pillar’d  brafs  fhall  tell  their  praife ; 

Shall  tell — when  cold  i>egle(5l  is  dead— 

Thefe  for  their  country  fought  and  bled,’* 
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ITH  weHern  winds  and  Howing  fail 
To  thefe  fequeHer’d  haunts  we  came 
Where  blooming  trees,  and  chryilal  Hreams 
Adorn  the  fweetly  winding  vale. 

Where  from  the  breezy  grove  we  cl^im 
The  tribute  of  poetic  drea^jjf. 


/ 
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Thefe  fiihple  fcene's  delight  irni  moT^  V 

Than  all  the  bufy  town  can  Ihow :  ^ 

More  pleafure  here  Philanthus  took. 

And  more  he  priz’d  this  broken  lhore> 

His  pen,  his  pencil,  and  his  book 
Than  all  the  groves  Madeira  bore. 

Here  flill  is  feen  a  hermit’s  cell. 

Who,  pleas’d  the  haunts  of  men  to  fly. 

Enjoy’d  his  heaven  beneath  this  Ihade^ 

In  mouldering  caves  thrice  blell  to  dwell,  *  ' 

He  fought  not  from  the  flowers  that  die 
A  verdure,  that  would  never  fade. 

To  crowded  courts  and  would-be  kings, 

(Where  fawning  knaves  are  mofl:  carefs’d) 

Who  would,  tho’  oft  invited,  go;  '  • 

While,  here,  fo  many  charming  things 
By  Nature  to  perfe(ftion  drefs’d,  • 

To  pleafe  tlie  man  of  fcience,  grow ! 

The  native  of  this  happy  fpot 
No  cares  of  vain  ambition  haunt : 

Pleas’d  with  the  partner  of  his  nefl. 

Life  flows— and  when  the  dream  is  out 
’  The  earth,  that  once  fupplied  each  want. 

Receives  him — fainting — to  her  breafl. 


A 


NEW  S-M  A  N’s  ADDRESS. 

j/^CCORDING  to  ciiftofn,  once  more  I  appear 
With  the  verfe  you  expefz  at  the  dawn  of  the  year : 

Tor  at  length  we. have  got  into  eighty  and  three  5 
And,  in  fpite  of  proud  Britain,  are  happy  and  free. 

If  tne  times  have  been  hard,  and  our  commerce  gone  wron^ 
We  flill  have  been  able  to  ftruggle  ^ong. 

If  fome,  through  misfortnnes,  arc  lla^  in  the  purfe. 

It  is  not  fo  bad  but  it  might  have  been  worfe.: — 

Great  things,  the  year  pafl,  were  reveal’d  to  our  eyes -ft 
The  Dutch  have  confefs’d  us  their  friends  and  allies, 

And  humbled  the  pride  of  our  haughty  invaders. 

By  fighting  their  fleets  and  deflroying  their  traders: 

If  the  Englifli  fucceeded  in  taking  the  Count, 

1 1  what,  in  the  end,  did  their  conquefl  amount  i  ' 
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With  their  boafls,  and  their- brags,  and  their  fhont&  of  applaiife. 
It  but  fav’d  them  from  ruin— not  ruin’d  our  ca.ufe. 

But  leaving  the  weight  of  political  cares. 

To  thofc,  who  a,re  plac’d  at  the  helm  of  affairs^. 

To  the  humours  of  fortune  in  all  things  rehgn’cL,  ,  r.  -  . 

I  mean  by  my  vilit  to  put  you  in  mind. 

That,  as  true  as  a  clock,  both  early  and'  rate>. 

^^ith  the  news  of  the  day  I  have  knock’d  at  your  ga^Cj, 

And  ga;^  you  to  know  what  the  w^oidd  was  a  doing,  / 

What  JLoux&  intended,  sjeqrqe  was, a  brewing... 

If  fometimes  the  papers  were  trifling  and  flat^  '  '  "  ' 

And  the  news  went  again  ft  us— I  cbu’dn’l  helpthatr^.  . 

If  parties  were  angry,  and  vented  their  fpite, ,  "  • 

I  bro’t  you  their  wranglings-^nqt  help’d  them, to  write,. 

I  therefore  prefame  (and  not  without  reafon)  '  ^ 

You’ll  rcmenirber  your  New sm a n ,  and  think  of  tho  fefon^ 

The  markets  are  high,  and  the  W'eather  is  Cold'; 

No  party  I  ferve,  and  QO  penfion'  I  hold,.  — 

We  Hawkers  are  men,  and  have  children  and  wivea.^  . 

To  comfort  our  hearts,  and  to  folace  our  lives : 

But  if  I  fay  more,  you’ll  think  it  is  fluff  ; 

And>  a  ^erd  to  the  nvife  is,  in  reafon,  enoughs 

,  ,  '  '  ' ■ 

CTn  THE  BRITISH  KING’S 

S  P  E  E  C'  H, 

Recommending  peace  n/tith  the  American  Slates. 

(jROWN  fick  of  war,  and  war^s.  alarms, 

Cood  George  has  chang’d  his  note  at  iail*— 

Conquell  and  Death  have  i oft  their  charms  ;  ’  ' 

He  and  his  nation  ftand  aghaft 

^0  fee  what  horrid  lengths  they’ve  gone. 

And  what  a  brink  they  ftand  upon. 

Old  Bu'ps  and  North!  twin  fons  of  hell. 

If  you  advis’d  him  to  retreat 
Before  our  iiumbled  thoufands  fell 
And  lay  fubmifhve  at  his  feet ; 

Awake  Once  more  his  '  kx.t  tiarne 
And  Lid  us  yield  to  Biitain's  claim. 
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The  Macedonian  w«pt  and  figh’d  ’  ; 

Becaufe  no  other  world  was  found 
Where  he  might  glut  his  rage  and  pride. 

And  by  its  ruin  be  renownM ; 

The  n^^orld  that  6'^ai‘>^'wi{h’d  to  view 
George  fairly  had — and  loll  it  too  1 

Let  jarring  powers  make  war  or  peace, 

Montler! — no  peace  lhall  greet  thy  breaH: 

Our  murder’d  friends  fliall  never  ceafe 
To  hover  round  and  break  your  reft  I 
The  Furies  lhall  your  bofom  tear, 

Remorfe,  diftraflion,  and  defpair 
And  hell,  with  all  its  fiends,  be  there ! 

Curs’d  be  the  Ihip  that  e’er  fets  fail 
Uence^  freighted  for  thy  odious  Ihore ; 

May  tempefts  o’er  her  ftrength  prevail, 

Deftruftion  round  her  roar ! 

May  Nature  all  her  aids  deny. 

The  fun  refufe^kis  light. 

The  needle  from  its  obgedl  fly. 

No  liar  appear  by  night ; 

’Till  the  bafe  pilot,  confeious  of  his  crime. 

Directs  the  prow  to  fome  more  Christian  climc^ 

Genius !  that  firft  our  race  defign’d. 

To  other  kings  impart 
The  finer  feelings  of  the  mind. 

The  virtues  of  the  heart;  ' 

Whene’er  the  honours  of  a  throne 
Fall  to  the  bloody  and  the  bafe. 

Like  Britain’s  monfter,  pull  them  dowmj 
Like  his,  be  their  difgrace !  ,  / 

Hibernia,  feize  each  native  right! 

Neptune,  exclude  him  from  the  main ; 

Like  her  that  fhnk  with  all  her  freight^ 

The  Royal  George,  take  all  his  fleet. 

And  never  let  them  rife  again : 

Confine  him  to  his  gloomy  ifle. 

Let  Scotland  rule  her  half. 

Spare  him  to  curfe  his  fate  awhile. 

And  Whitehead,  ^  thou,  to  write  his  Epitaph. — 

[>783>] 

At  that  time  poet  Lauveat  to  tlie  king  of  G.  Britain,..^ 
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foms'm  stfgftAt,  oecASio^jSi 

M  A  N  H  A  T  T  A  N  C  I  T  Y 

A  P  I  C  T  U  R  E., 

AIR  midrefs  of  a  warlike  Stati, 

W  hat  crime  of  thine  deferves  this  fate  I 
While  other  ports  to  Freedom  rife^ 

In  thee  that  flame  of  honour  dies. 

With  wars  and  horrors  ov'erfpread. 

Seven  ycirs,  and  more,  we  fought  and  bkdt 
Seiz’d  Britiih  hoHs  and  Hefiian  bands. 

And  all — to  leave  thee  in  their  hands. 

While  Erkifh  tribes  forfake  our  plains^ 

In  you,  a  ghaftly  herd  remains  : 

Mull  vipers  to  your  halls  repair  ;  !  ’ 

Mufl  poiidn  taint  that  purefl  air  ? 

t 

Ah!  what  a  fcene  torments  the  eye: 

In  thee,  what  putrid  monllers  Ik  ! 

What  dirt,  and  mud,  and  rrrouldering  walls. 

Burnt  domes,  dead  dogs,  and  ftinerals ! 

Thofe  graffy  banks,  where  oft  i  ftood. 

And  fondly  view’d  the  pafTing  flood  ; 

^here  owls  obfcene,  that  day-light  fha'A, 

Pollute  the  waters,  as  they  run. 

Thus  in  the  eafl: — once  Afia’s  qneen-^ 

Palmyra’s  tottering  towers  are  feen  ; 

While  through  her  flreets  the  ferpent  feed’s, 

Thus  (he  puts  on  her  modniing  weeds  1 

Lo!  Skinner  there  for  Scotia  hails 
The  fwcepings  of  Cefarean  jails  : 

While,  to  receive  the  odious  freight, 

A  thoufand  fable  tran/poris  wait. 

Had  he  been  born  in  days  ^f  old 

When  men  with  gods  their  ’fquires  enroll’d, 

Hermes  had  claim’d  his  aid  above, 

Arch-quibbler  in  thcr  courts  of  Jove, 

O  chief,  that  wrangled  at  the  bar— - 
Grown  old  in  lefs  Jxiccefsfuil  ; 

What  «rowds  of  mifereants  round  you  (land. 

What  vagrants  bow  to  thy  command  ! 

JLonr,  much  too  lonp*  in  York  reflde 
A  race,  that  mortifies  our  pride — ^ 

A  race,  that  all  mankind  defa^nrs, 

Arid  Nova-Scotia  oniv  claims. 

1783. 
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R  E  N  E  G  A  D  O  EPISTLE* 

D  ark  glooms  the  day  that  feej  me  Ijcave  this 
To  which  ^te  whifpers  I  mull  come  no  more; 

From  civil  broils  what  dire  difaflers  flow — 

Thofe  broils  condemn  me  to  a  land,  of  wge 
Where  barren  pine  trees  lhade  the  dreary  llcep. 

Frown  o’er  the  foil  or  murmur  to  the  deep, 

W  here  fulfen  fogs  their  heavy  wings  expand. 

And  nine  months  winter  chills  tlie  difmal  land !  / 

Could  tio  kind  flars  have  mark’d  a  different  way. 

Stars,  that  prefided  on  my  natal  day  ?•— 

Why  is  not  man  endued  with  power  to  know 
The  ends  and  meanings  of  events  below  t 
Wiiy  did  not  heaven  (all  other  fenfe  deny’d) 

Teach  me  to  take  the  true-born  Buckskin  fide. 

Show  me  the  balance  of  the  wavering  fates 
And  fi:)rtune  fmillng  on  thefe  new-born  States  ! 

Friend  of  my  heart! — my  refuge  and  relief. 

Who  help’d  mer  on  through  feven  long  years  of  gric^ 

Whole  better  genius  taught  you  to  remain 
In  the  fofc  quiet  of  your  rural  reign. 

Who  Hill  defpis’d  the  Reheh  and  their  caufe. 

And,  while  you  paid  the  taxes,  damn’d  their  lawsj 

And  wifely  flood  fpeclator  of  the  fray 

Nor  trailed  Georob,  what’er  he  chofe  to  fay^ 

Thrice  happy  thou,  who  wore  a  double  face. 

And  as  the  balance  turn’d,  could  each  embrace  >- 
Too  happy  Janus  !  had  I  fhar’d  thy  art. 

To  fpcak  a  language  foreign  to  my  heart. 

And  Hoop’d  from  pomp  and  dreams  of  regal  Hate 
To  court  the  friendship  of  the  mat  I  hatef 
Thefe  Hrains  of  woe  had  not  been  f  enn’d  to-day. 

Nor  I  to  foreign  climes  been  forc’d  away  : 

Ah!  George — that  name  provokes  my  keene.H  rage i 

Did  he  not  fwear,  and  promife,  and  engage 
His  loyal  Tons  to  nurture  and  defend,  ^ 

To  be  their  god,  their  father,  and  their  friend— 

Yet  bafely  quits  us  on  a  hoilile  coaH 

And  leaves  us  wretched,  where  we  need  him  moH 

Mii  was  the  part  to  promife  and  d  jceive, 

By  nim  we  wander  and  by  him  ws  prievej 
SJnee  the  firll  day,  tha4,jhefe  dilfcntions  grew 

crewv 


Waej  Criige  to  Bofton  brought  his  bhckguaH  cr» 
Amus’d  with  conquelU,  hanoitrs,  rkhes, 

^Olts,  titles,  earldoms— and  a  dear-iiaih  namo, 
hrom  place  to  place  we  urge  ovir  vagrant  %ht. 
io  follow  ftjll  theli  vapours  of  the  pight,.  ■* 
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From  town  to  town  have  run  our  various  race, 

And  aded  all  that’s  mean,  and  all  that’s  bafe— 
Yes*^from  that  day  until  this  hour  we  roamj 
"Vagrants  forever  from  our  native  home  ! 

And  yet,  perhaps,  fate  fees  the  golden  hour 
When  happier  hands  diall  crufh  rebellious  power. 

When  hoftile  tribes  their  plighted  faith  lhall  Own 
And  fwear  fubmdion  to  the  Britilh  throne. 

When  Gerrge  We  fourth  (hall  their  petitions  fpurn. 

And  banifh  d  thoulands  to  their  fields  return. 

From  dreams  of  conqueft,  worlds,  and  empires  woii>  * 
Britain  awaking,  mourns  her  fetting  fun, 

No  rays  of  joy  her  evening  hour  illume, 

’  Fis  one  fad  chaos,  one  unmingled  gloom  ! 

Too  foon  (he  finks  unheeded  to  the  grave. 

No  eye  to  pity,  and  no  hand  to  fave  : 

What  are  her  crimes  that  Ihe  alone  muft  bend  ? 

Where  are  her  hofts  to  conquer  and  defend— 
iVIufi:  (he  alone  with  thefe  new  regions  part, 

The(e  realms  that  lay  the  neatefi  to  her  heart. 

But  (bar’d  at  once  to  independent  power. 

Not  funk,  like  Scotland,  in  the  trying  hour  ?— 

See,  (lothful  Spaniards  golden  empires  keep. 

And  rule  vafi:  realms  beyond  the  Atlantic  deep; 

Muft  njje  alone  furrender  half  our  reign. 

And  they  their  empires  and  their  worlds  retain?*— 
Britannia  rife — fCnd  Johnstone  to  Peru, 
fieize  thy  bold  thunders  and  the  war  renew, 
donquef}  or  ruhz — one  muft  be  thy  doom, 

Strike— and  fecure  a  triumph  or  a  tomb ! 

But  we,  fad  outcafts  from  our  native  reign. 

Driven  from  thefe  (hores,  a  poor  deluded  train. 

In  diftant  wilds,  conducted  by  defpair. 

Seek,  vainly  feek,  a  hiding  place  from  care ! 

Even  now  yon’  tribes,  the  foremoft  of  the  band. 

Crowd  to  the  (hips  and  cover  all  the  ftrand. 

Forc’d  from  their  friends,  their  country,  and  their  Gd», 

I  fee  the  unhappy  mifcreants  leave  the  fod! 

Matrons  and  men  walk  forrowing  fide  by  fide. 

And  virgin  grief,  and  poverty,  and  pride; 

All,  all  with  aching  hearts  prepare  to  fail. 

And  Ute  repentance,  that  has  no  avail ! 

While  yet  I  ftand  on  this  forbidden  ground 
1  hear  the  death-bell  of  deftrii6lion  found. 

And  threatening  hofts,  with  vengeance  on  their  brow^ 

Cry  -  where  are  Britain’s  bafe  adherents  now 
Thefe,  hot  for  vengeance,  by  refentment  led. 

Blame  on  our  hearts  the  failings  of  the  head; 

I  o  us  no  peace,  no  favours,  they  extend, 

Their  r^ge  iwi  bouitds^,  their  hatred  knows  ao  c*id  i 
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In  one  firin  league  I  fe#thenl  all  combin’d,  '  ,  ;  » 

We,  like  the  damn’d,  6an  no  forgive?ief3  lind-^  ‘  ^  ^ 

A?  foon  might  S.itan  from  perdition,  rife,  '  '  , 

And  the  ioH:  angels  gain  their  vanilh’d  tkics^  '  '  ' 

As  malice  ccaie  in  their  dark  fouls  to  burn. 

Or  we,  once  lied,  be  iuS'er’d  to  return.  ^  *’  r 

Ours^i  t)c  the  UNiou  th^t  w^is  foiiii  d  NYitji  irmicc^ 

I  fee  their  UlUss^  and  x^^'ji^TSy  advance !.  ' 

Bid  they  not  turn  our  tri  miphs.  to.retreats>  !. 

And  prove  our  coNQjtESTs  nothing  but  defeats?-—? 

My  heart  mifgives  me,  as  their  chiefs  draw  near^,  •  *  ' 

1  feci  the  inhuence  of  all-potent  fea^ : 

Henceforth  mull  I,  abandon’d  and 'diftrel}:,  •  ^ 

Knock  at  the  door  of  pride,  a  beggar  gued. 

And  learn  from  years  of  mi^ry  and  pain 
!Not  to  oppofe  fiir  Freedom’s  caufe  again 

One  truth  is  clear  from  Nature,  conftant  ftill,  , 

Kings  hold  not  worlds,  or  empires,  at  their  will 
Nor*^ rebels  they,  who  native  freedom  claim, 

Co.^queji  along  cun  ratify  the  name-. — 

Blit  great  the  talk,  reiiftance  to  controul  ^  ^ 

I^^hen  genuine  virtue  fires  the  flubborn  foulj 
The  warlike  beiil:,  in  Lybian  dcferts  plac’d  , 

To  reign  the  mafter  of  the  fun-burfit  wade. 

Not  tamely  yields  to  wear  a-  fervUe  chain : 

Force  may  anenipt  it,  and  attempt  in  vain— ^ 

^ernjous  and  holly  bif  ff-atiue  valour  led . 

diic  provuefs  Jlcil^es  ihe  pf  on J  invader  deady 

By  force  nor  fraud  from  Freedonfs  charms ^  heguiP d, 

lie  reisrns  fecure  the  ■  monarch  of  the  ^vild,  ' 

'  TANTALUS.,;. 
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RIVINGTON’s  CONFESSIONS. 

AddrclTed  to  the  Whig s- of  Ns  w -York. 
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_^ONG  life  and  Tow  fpirits  were  never  my  choices 
As  long  as  I  live  I  intend  to  rejoice  ; 

When  life  is  worn  out,  and  no  wine’s  to  be  had, 

*Tis  time  enough  then  to  be  ferious  and  fad. 

’Tis  time  enough  then  to  refle£t  and  repent 
When  gur  liquor  is  gone,  and  our  money  is  fpCRt, 
But  I  cannot  endure  what  is  praddit’d  fbm^ 

This  anticipating  of  mifchiefs  to  cpine: 
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A  debt  muft  be  paid,  I  am  forry  to  fay. 

Alike,  in  their  turns,  by  the  grave  and  the  gay^ 

And  due  to  a  defpot  that  none  can  deceive 
Who  grants  us  no  relpite  and  ligns  no  reprieve. 

Thrice  happy  is  he  that  from  care  can  retreat. 

And  Its  plagues  and  vexations  put  under  his  feet; 
filow  the  dorm  as  it  may,  he  is  always  in  trim. 

And  the  fun’s  ia  the  zenith  forever  to  him. 

?ince  the  world  then,  in  earneft,  is  nothing  but  care, 

^nd  the  world  will  allow  I  have  alfo  my  ihare) 
d  as  I  am  in  the  ftornty  cxpanfe. 

The  bell  way,  I  lind,  is  to  leave  it  to  chance. 

Look  round,  if  you  pleafe,  and  furvey  the  wide  ball 
And  CHANCE,  you  will  find,  has  direiftion  of  all: 

T was  owing  to  chance  that  I  firft  faw  the  light. 

And  chance  may  dellroy  me  before  it  is  night ! 

r 

^was  a  chance,  a  mere  chance,  that  your  arms  gain’d  the  day, 
^Twas  E  chance  tha^t  the  Britons  fo  Toon  went  3,way> 

To  chance  by  their  leaders  the  nation  is  call 
And  chance  to  perdition  will  fend  them  at  laft. 

^ow  becaufe  I  remain  when  the  puppies  are  o^one 
You  would  willingly  fee  me  hang’d,.  quarter’d,  and  drawn. 
Though  I  think  I  have  logic  fufficient  to  prove 
That  the  chance  of  my  Hay — is  a  proof  of  my  love. 

For  dee^s  pf  deftradion  fome  hundreds  are  ripe. 

But  the  worft  of  my  foes  are  your  ladi^  of  the  type: 

Becaufe  they  have  nothing  to  put  on  their  Ihelves 
They  are  firiviag  to  make  me  as  poor  as  themfelvei. 

Thei;e’$  and  Kon-oci;,  thofe  ftroug  buJU  of 

Are  driving  to  hock  me  away  from  my  ftation,  '  : 

And  Holt,  all  at  once,  is  as  wonderful  great 
As  if  none  but  himfclf  was  to  print  /or  the  State, 

Ye  all  are  convinc’d  I’d  a  right  to  expe<51: 

That  a  hnner  returning  you  would  not  rejefl — 

^ite  lick  of  the  fcarlet  and  ftaves  of  the  thr-one> 

I'is  now  at  your  option  to  inake  me  your  own.  .  ; 

Suppofe  I  had  gpnc  with  the  Tories  and  rabble. 

To  darve  or  be  drown’d  on  the  Ihoals  of  cape  Salley 
I  had  fuiFer’d,  ’tis  true^ — but m, have  you  to  know. 

You  nothing  had  gain’d  by  my  trouble  and  woe. . 

You  lay  that  with  grief  and  ^eje.dlion  of  heart 
I  pack’d  up  zny  awls,  with  a  view  to  departs 


That  my  (helves  were  dirmantled,  my  cellars  unftor’<l> 

My  boxes  afloat,  and  my  hampers  on  board: 

And  hence  you  infer  (I  am  fure  without  reafon) 

That  a  right  you  poflefs  to  entangle  my  weazon— 

Yet  your  barns  I  ne’er  burnt,  nor  your  blood  have  I  fpiltj 
And  my  terror  alone  was  no  proof  of  my  guilt. 
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The  charge  may  be  true— for  I  found  it  in  vain 
To  lean  on  a  ftafF  that  was  broken  in  twain. 

And  ere  I  had  gone  at  Port  Rofeway  to  fix, 

I  had  chofe  to  fell  drami  on  the  fouth  fide  of  Styx* 


/ 
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I  confefs,  that,  with  fliame  and  contrition  oppreft, 

I  (ign’d  an  agreement  to  go  with  the  reft. 

But  ere  they  weigh’d  anchor  to  fail,  their  laft  trip^ 

I  faw  they  were  vermin,  and  gave  them  the  flip : 

NovV,  why  you  (hould  call  me  the  word  man  alivc> 

On  the  word  of  a  convert,  I  cannot  contrive. 

Though  turn’d  a  plain  honeft  republican,  ftill 
You  own  me  no  profelyte,  do  what  I  will. 

My  paper  is  alter’d — good  people,  don’t  fret  ; 

I  call  it  no  longer  the  Royal  Gazette  , 

To  me  a  great  monarch  has  loft  all  his  charms, 

I  have  pull’d  down  his  Lion,  and  trampled  his  Arms. 

V/hile  fate  was  propitious,  I  thought  they  might  fland> 
(You  know  I  was  zealous  for  George’s  command) 

But  flnce  he  difgrac’d  it,  and  left  us  behind. 

If  I  thought  him  an  angel— I’ve  alter’d  my  mind. 

On  the  very  fame  day  that  his  army  went  hence 
I  ceas’d  to  tell  lies  for  the  fake  of  his  pence ; 

And  what  was  the  reafon  ?— the  true  one  is  beft— ^ 

1  worlhip  no  funs  when  they  hang  to  the  Weft ; 

in  this  I  refemble  a  Turk  or  a  Moor, 

Bright  Phoebus  afeending,  I  proftrate  adore  ; 

And,  therefore,  excufe  me  for  printing  fome  lays. 

An  ode  or  a  fonnet  in  Wafhington’s  praife. 

His  prudence,  and  caution  has  fav’d  your  dominion^ 
This  chief  of  aH  chiefss  and  the  pride  of  Virginians  I 
And  when  he  is  gone — I  pronounce  it  with  pain — 

We  fcarcely  fliall  meet  with  his  equal  again. 

Old  Plato  alTerted  that  life  is' a  dream 
And  man  but  a  fnadoV,  a  cloud,  or  a  ftream  j 
By  which  is  plain’he  intended*  to  fay 
1  hat  man,  like  a  (hadow,  muft  vanifh  away : 
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If  this  be  the  faft,  In  relation  to  man. 

And  if  each  one  is  ftriving  to  get  what  he  caa, 

1  hope,  Willie  1 11.  e,  y:,u  will  all  think  it  beft, 

7o  allow  me  to  bailie  along  with  the  reft. 

A  V4CW  of  mv  life  thoagh  fome  parts  might  be  folemaif 
Would  make,  on  the  wnole,  a  ridiculous  volume  ■ 

In  t.i»  life  that’s  hereafter  (to  fpeak  with  fubmiftion) 
i  .nope  I  fliall  puDiiili  a  better  eaition : 

E  /en  Twine  you  permit  to  fubfift  in  the  ftreef— 

Yon  pity  a  do^  that  lies  down  to  be  beat _  ^ 

Yhen  forget  what  is  paf^,  for  the  year’s  at  a  clofe— 

And  men  of  niy  age  have  fome  need  of  repofe 

IL 

BUT  as  to  the  Tories  that  yet  may  remain, 

1  iiey  Icarceiy  need  give  yon  a  moment  of  pain : 

Y  nat  dare  they  attempt  when  their  mailers  are  fled 
Wnen  the  foul  is  departed,  who  wars  with  the  dead  i 

On  the  ivaves  of  the  Styx  had  they  rode  quarantine. 

They  could  not  have  look’d  more  infernally  lean 
liian  the  day,  when  repenting,  difmay’d  and  diilrell,  . 
l-.ike  the  doves  to ‘their  windows,  they  duck  to  their 

Poor  fouls !  for.  the  love  of  the  king  and  his  nation 
1  iiey  have  had  their  full  quota  of  mortification  ; 

Wherever  they  fought,  or  whatever  they  won 
The  dreatn’s  at  an  end-— the  delufion  is  done. 

The  Temple  y,ou  rais’d  was  fo  wonderful  large 
Not  one  of  them  thought  you  could  anfwer  the  charne 
It  teem’d  a  mere  caftie  conllruaed  ef  vapour,  ^ 

Surrounded  with  gibbets,  and  founded  ©n  PAPEa. 

On  the  bafis  of  freedom  you  built  it  too  drong  f 
And  Carl  ETON  confefs’d,  when  you  held  it  ih  loner., 
thing  human  the  fabric  could  diatter,  * 

The  Koyal  Gazette  mud  accomplilh  the  matter. 

An  engine  like  that,  in  fuch  hands  as  my  own 

Had  fliaken  king  Cud  joe*  himfeif  from  his  throne, 
i  n  another  rebellion  had  ruin’d  the.  Scot, 

While. the  j^ope  and  Pretender  had  both'gone  to  '  ' 

If  you  nood  itiy' attacks,  I  have  nothino-  to  lay— 

I  fought,  like  the  Swifs,  for  the  fake  of  my  pay; 
but  while  I  was  proving  your  fabric  unfound 
Our  vcflel  mi/rd fiay,  and  we  all  went. aground.  .  . 

'  ^  J  unnica  j  whom  the  £ngliiH  deciafcd  InJcpejidciit  Is; 
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Thus  ended  in  ruin  what  madnefs  begun. 

And  thus  was  our  nation  difgrac’d  and  undone. 

Renowned  as  we  were,  and  the  lords  of  the  deep. 

If  our  outfet  was  folly,  our  exit  was  deep. 

A  dominion  like  this,  that  fome  millions  had  cofl!— 

The  king  might  have  wept  when  he  faw  it  was  loft 
This  jewel — whofc  value  I  cannot  deferibe  ; 

This  pearl — that  richer  than  all  his  Dutch  tribe. 

When  the  war  came  upon  us,  you  very  ivell  knew 
My  income  was  fmall  and  my  riches  were  few — 

If  your  money  was  fcarce,  and  your  profpedls  were  bad. 

Why  hinder  me  printing  for  people  that  had  ? 

^wouM  have  pleas’d  you,  no  doubt,  had  I  gone  with  a  few  fetti 
Of  books,  to  exift  in  your  cold  Maftachufetts ; 

Or  to  wander  at  Nen.varky  like  ill  fated  Hugh, 

Not  a  fhirt  to  my  back,  or  a  foal  to  my  fhoe : 

Now,  if  we  miftook  (as  we  did,  it  is  plain) 

Our  error  was  owing  to  wicked  HughGaine, 

.■For  he  gave  fuch  accounts  of  your  ftarving  and  ftrife 
As  prov’d  that  his  pidlures  were  drawn  from  the  life,. 
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The  part  that  I  added,  by  fome  men  of  fenfe 
Was  wrongfully  held,  to  be  malice  propenfe, 

“When  to  all  the  world  elfe  it  was  perfedlly  plain, 

•One  principle  rul’d  me — a  paftion  for  gain. 

You  pretend  I  have  fulFer’d  no  lofs  in  the  caufe. 

And  have,  therefore,  no  right  to  partake  of  your  laws : 
'Some  people  love  talking — I  find  to  my  coft, 

%.I  ^00  am  a  lofer — my  PENSION  is  loftl 

Nay,  did  not  your  prmters  repeatedly  ftoop 
To  defcant  and  refledl  on  my  portable  soup  t 
:At  me  have  your  porcupines  darted  the  quill, 

Vou  have  plunder’d  my  Olfice  and  publiih’d  my  ff'^iU- 

Refolv’d  upon  mifehief,  you  held  it  no  crime 
To  fteal  my  Reflexions ,  and  print  them  in  rhyme, 

When  all  the  tqwn  knew  (and  a  number  confefs’d) 
That  papers,  like  thefe,  were  no  caufe  of  arreft. 

Vou  never  confider’d  my  ftruggles  and  ftrife  ; 

That  my  lot  is  to  toil  and  to  worry  through  life ; 

,My  windows  you  broke — not  a  pane  did  you  fpare-^ 
And  my  houfe  you  have  made  a  mere  old  snan  of 

And  ftill  you  infift  I’ve  no  right  to  complain!— « 

■Indeed  if  I  do,  I’m  afraid  it’s  in  vaittr— 
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Yet  am  willing  to  hope  you’re  too  learnedly  read 
To  hang  up  a  printer  for  being  milled. 

If  this  be  your  aim,  I  mu/l  think  of  a  flight— 

In  icfs  than  a  month  I  mull  bid  you  good  night> 

And  hurry  away  to  that  ^help-riddcn  ihore 
Where  Clinton  and  Carleton  retreated  before* 

From  figns  in  the  Ccy.  and  from  tokens  on  land 
I’m  inclin’d  to  fufpea  my  departure’s  at  hand : 

Old  Argo*  the  fhip —in  a  peep  at  her  liar, 

I  found  they  were  feraping  her  bottom  for  tar  : 

For  many  nights  pall,  as  the  houfe  can  attell, 

A  boy  with  a  feather-bed  troubled  my  reft; 

My  the  Jaft  ev'cning,  feem’d  all  in  a  blaze. 

And  a  HEN  crow’d  at  midnight,  my  waiting  man  fays; 

Even  then,  as  I  lay  with  ftrange  whims  in  my  head, 

A  ghoft  hove  in  fight,  not  a  yard  from  my  bed. 

It  leem’d  General  Robertson,  bva^wly  array’d, 

But  I  grafp’d  at  the  fubllance,  and  found  him  a  lhade? 

He  appear’d  as  of  old,  when  head  of  the  throng. 

And  loaded  with  laurels,  he  waddled  along _ 

He  leem’d  at  the  foot  of  my  bedllead  to  ftand 

And  cry’d— Jamie  Rivington,  reach  me  your  hand  ; 

And  Jamie,  (faid  he)  I  am  forry  to  find 
Some  demon  advis’d  you  to  loiter  behind  ; 

The  country  is  hoftile — you  had  better  get  off  it, 

Here’s  nothing  but  fejuabbies,  all  plague,  and  no  profit! 

Since  the  day  that  Sir  William  came  here  with  his  throng 
He  manag’d  things  lb,  that  they  always  went  wrong; 
And  tho’  for  his  knighthood,  he  kept  Meschianza, 

I  think  he  was  nothing  but  mere  Sancho  Panza; 

“  That  fimous  conclu6lor  moon -light  retreats. 

Sir  Harry,  came  next  with  Ms  armies  and  fleets. 

But,  finding  the  Rebels  ^vsre  dying  and  dead, 

He  grounded  his  arms  and  retreated— to  bed.” 

Other  luck  we  had  once  at  the  battle  oi  Boyne! 

“  But  here  they  have  ruin’d  earl  Charles  and  Burgoyne, 

Here  brave  colonel  Monckton  was  thrown  on  his  hack 
And  here  lies  poor  Andre!  the  beft  of  the  pack,” 

So  faying,  he  flitted  away  in  a  trice. 

Juft  adding,  “  he  hop’d  I  would  take  his  advice” _ 

^  A  louthvru  ConrtcJIation  confiillng  of  24. 
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Which  I  furcly  lhall  do,  if  you  pu(h  me  too  hard— 
AikI  fo  I  remain,  with  eternal  regard, 

James  Rivingtok,  Printer,  of  late  to  the  kin|f> 

But  now  a  republican — -under  your  wing— 

Let  him  Hand  where  he  is— don't  pu(h  him  down  mil 
And  he’ll  turn  a  true  Blue-Skin,  or  juft  wdiat  you  will. 


December  31,  1783. 


THE' 


AMERICAN  SIBER 

"When  j  ovc  from  darknefs  fmote  the  fun. 

And  Nature  earth  from  chaos  won* 

One  part  Ihe  left  a  barren  wafte 
By  ftormy  feas  and  fogs  embrac’d. 

Jove  faw  her  vile  negleO:,  and  cry’d. 

What  madnefs  did  your  fancy  guide — 

Why  have  you  left  fo  large  a  fpace 
With  winter  brooding  o’er  its  face  ? 

No  trees  of  ftately  growth  afeend. 

Eternal  fogs  their  wings  expand — 

My  favorite— man — I  place  not  there. 

But  fpirits  of  a  darker  fphere. 

If  Nature’s  felf  neglefls  her  trade 
What  ftrange  confufion  will  be  niade : 

Such  climes  as  thefe  I  doom’d  to  fall 
On  Saturn’s  cold,  unfocial  ball ; 

But  fuch  a  blemifti,  here,  to  fee— 

How  can  it  elfe  but  anger  me  ? 

Where  chilling  winds  forever  freeze. 

What  fool  will  hx  on  lands  like  thefe 

Nature,  abalh’d,  thus  made  reply: 

When  earth  I  form’d,  1  don’t  deny. 

Some  parts  I  portion’d  out  for  pain. 

Hard  ftorms,  dull  ikies,  and — little  gain. 

Mankind  are  form’d  with  diiTerent  fouls ; 

Some  will  be  fuited  near  the  poles. 


I 
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Some  pleas’d  beneath  the  fcorchino-  line, 
.And,  fome.  New  Scotland ,  will  be  thine. 

Vet,  in  due  time,  my  plailic  hand 
Shall  mould  It  o’er,  if  you  command: 

^  you  I  ad—if  you  hand  hill 

The  world  comes  tumbling  down  the  hill 

Untouch’d— remain  the  place  I 
In  days  to  come  I’ll  form  a  race. 

Born  to  betray  their  country’s  c^ufe, 

And  aid  an  alien  monarch’s  laws. 

j^hen  traitors  to  their  country  die. 

To  lands,  like  this,  their  phantoms  Hv 
But  when  the  brave  by  death  decay 
The  mind  explores  a  different  way. 

Then,  Nature,  hold  your  aiding  hand-^t- 
Let  fogs  and  tempefts  chill  the  land* 

While  this  degenerate  work  of  tiW  ' 

a^O  kna’ues  cinci  ktiapjac hs  J  vc ft^n , 


O  C  C  A  S  I  O  N  fi  D  B  y 

General  W  A  S  H  I  N  G  T  O  N’s 

Arrival  in  Philadelphia,  on  his  way  to  his  Refidence  iS'. 

Virginia  (December^  1783.^ 

HE  great,^  unequal  confliel  pa^. 

The  Briton  banifh’d  from  our  fhore. 

Peace,  heaven-defeended,  comes  at  lafl^ 

And  holtile  nations  rage  no  more  • 

From  fields  of  death  the  weary  fw’ain 
Returning,  feeks  his  native  plain. 

In  every  vale  flie  fmiles  ferene, 

TVT  ^  ^  liars  more  radiant  rife. 

New  charms  [he  adds  to  every  feene. 

Her  brighter  fun  illumes  our  Ikies  j 
Remoteft  realms  admiring  Hand, 

And  hail  the  Hero  of  our  land  : 

He  comes ! — the  Genius  ofthefe  lands— 

Fame’s  thoufand  tongues  his  worth  confefs. 

Who  conquer’d  with  his  fufihing  bands,  '  • 

And  grew  immortal  by  dillrefs : 
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Thus  calms  fuccecd  the  llormy  blaft. 

And  valour  is  repaid  at  lad. 

O  Washington  !— ^thrice  glorious  name. 

What  due  rewards  can  man  decree-— 

Empires  are  far  below  thy  aim, 

And  fceptres  hav’^e  no  charms  for  thcc; 
yirtiif  alone  has  your  regard. 

And  fhe  jnufl  be  your  great  reward. 

Encircled  by  extorted  power, 

Monarchs  mud  envy  thy  Retreat 
Who  call,  in  fome  ill  fated  hour, 

Their  country’s  freedom  at  their  feetj 
’Twas  yours  to  a6l  a  nobler  part 
For  injur’d  Freedom  had  your  heart. 

For  ravag’d  realms  and  conquer’d  Teas 

Rome  gave  the  great  imperial  prize,  / 

And,  fwell’d  with  pride,  for  feats  like  thefb, 

Transferr’d  her  heroes  to  the  Ikies : — 

A  brighter  fcene  your  deeds  difplay. 

You  gain  thofe  heights  a  different  way^ 

When  FaBtoH  rear’d  her  brldly  head. 

And  join’d  with  tyrants  to  dellroy. 

Where’er  you  march’d  the  monfter  fledj 
Timorous  her  arrows  to  employ : 

Hods  catch’d  from  you  a  bolder  flame. 

And  defpots  trembled  at  your  name. 

Ere  war’s  dread  horrors  ceas’d  to  reign. 

What  leader  could  your  place  fupply--? 

Chiefs  crowded  to  the  embattled  plain, 

Prepar’d  to  conquer  or  to  die — 

Heroes  arofc — but  none,  like  you, 

Could  fave  our  lives  and  freedom  too. 

In  fwelling  verfe  let  kings  be  read. 

And  princes  lliine  In  poliih’d  profc ; 

Without  fuch  aid  your  triumphs  fpread 
Where’er  the  convex  ocean  flows. 

To  Indian  worl  is  by  feas  embrac’d. 

And  Tartar,  tyrant  of  the  watte. 

Throughout  the  eafl  you  gain  applaufe^ 

And  foon  the  Old  Wcrldy  taught  by  you,' 

Shall  blufh  to  own  her  barbarous  laws,- 
Shall  learn  inftru£lion  from  the  Ne%v  : 

Monarchs  fhall  hear  the  humble  pleu, 

Nor  prge  too  far  the  proud  decree; 
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Defpifing  pomp  and  vain  paratje. 

At  home  you  flay,  tvhile  France  and  Spain 
Xhe  fecret,  araent  wifh  convey’d. 

And  hail’d  you  to  their  fliores  in  vain: 

A  j  groves  you  Ihun  the  throne, 

Admir  d  by  kings,  but  feen  by  none. 


- - - 


1^1  tau  lu  auran 
May  envy’s  fierce^  blafts  endure. 
Like  Egypt’s  pyramids  it  flands, 
iauilt  on  a  bafis  more  fecure ; 
Time’s  latefl:  age  fhall  own  in  you 
The  patriot  and  the  flatefman  too. 


Now  hurrying  from  the  bufv  fcene. 

Where  thy  Poto^-w?nack^s^  waters  flow, 

May’ft  thou  enjoy  thy  rural  reign. 

And  every  earthly  blelTing  know; 

us  he,*  who  Rome  s  proud  legions  fwav’d. 
Return  d,  and  fought  his  fylvan  ih'ade. 


Not  lefs  in  wifdom  than  in  war 
Freedm  lhall  ftill  employ  your  mind, 
^/a<vefy  lhall  vaniih,  wide  and  far 
’Till  not  a  trace  is  left  behind ; 

Your  counfels  not  bellow’d  in  vain. 
Shall  ftill  proteft  this  infant  reign.  * 


wben  the  bright,  all-cheenng  luii 
Prom  our  •ontradlcd  view  retires. 
Though  folly  deems  his  race  is  run. 

On  other  worlds  he  lights  his  fires  : 
Cold  climes  beneath  his  influence  glow. 
And  frozen  rivers  learn  to  flow. 


O  fay,  thou  great,  exalted  name  ! 

Y/^hat  IVIule  can  boaft  of  ec|ual  lays. 
Thy  worth  difdains  all  vulgar  fame, 
Tranfeends  the  noblefl  p»et’s  praife  : 
Art  foars,  unequal  to  the  flight. 

And  genius  fickens  at  the  height. 

For  States  redeem’d — our  weflern  reign 
Reflor’d  by  thee  to  milder  fway. 

Thy  confeious  glory  lhall  remain 
When  this  great  globe  is  fwept  away. 
And  is  loll  that  pride  admires. 

And  all  the  pageant  fccne  expires. 

*  Cincijxnatu:, 
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A 

NEW  S-M  AN’*  ADDRESS. 

hat  tempefts  gloom’d  the  by-paft  year— 

What  difmal  profpeas  then  arofe  I 
Scarce  at  your  doors  I  dar’d  appear. 

So  many  were  our  griefs  and  woes; 

But  time  at  length  has  chang’d  the  fcene^ 

Our  profpefts,  now,  are  more  ferene. 

Bad  news  we  brought  you  every  day. 

Your  feamen  (lain,  your  Ihips  on  Ihore, 

The  army  fretting  for  their  pay — 

(’Twas  well  they  had  not  fretted  more  !) 

’Twas  wrong  indeed  to  wear  out  Ihoes, 

To  bring  you  nothing  but  bad  news. 

Now  let’s  be  joyful  for  the  change— ' 

The  folks  that  guard  the  Englijh  throne 
Have  given  us  ample  room  to  range. 

And  more,  perhaps,  than  was  their  owm ; 

To  weftern  lakes  they  ftretch  our  bounds. 

And  yield  the  Indian  hunting  grounds. 

But  pray  read  on  another  year. 

Remain  the  humble  newfman’s  friend ; 

And  he’ll  engage  to  let  you  hear 
What  Europe^ s  princes  next  intend. — " 

Even  now  their  brains  are  all  at  work; 

To  roufe  the  Rujjlan  on  the  Turk* 

Well — if  they  fight,  then  fight  they  muft. 

They  are  a  flrange  contentious  breed ; 

One  good  effed  will  be,  I  trujOl, 

The  more  are  kill’d,  the  more  you’ll  read; 

For  paft  experience  clearly  fhews. 

That  WRANGLING  is  tht  LIFE  cf  NEWS. 

Jan*  I,  17S4. 
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T  R  I  U  M.P  H  A  L  A  R  C  K; 

Alp 

JL  OWARD  the  iltiea 
-  What  columns  rife 

Jn  Roman  ll^rle,  profufely  great! 

What  lamps  afccnd. 

What  arches  bend, 

«And  Avell  with  more  than  Roman  hate 
High  o’er  th^  central  arch  difplay’d. 

Old  Janus  fhuts  his  temple  door. 

And  lhackles  war  in  darkcil  Ihade^ — • 

Saturnian  times  in  view  once  more. 

Pride  of  the  human  race,  behold 
In  Gallia’s  prince  the  virtues  glow, 

.Whofe  condua  prov’d,  Whofe  goodnefs  tofej. 

That  kings  can  feel  for  human  woe. 

Thrice  happy  France,  in  Louis  biehy  ' 

Thy  genius  droops  her  head  no  more  ^ 
in  the  calm  virtues  of  the  mind 
Equal  to  him  no  Titus  fliin’d  — 

No  Trajan — whom  mankind  adore. 

Another  {bene  too  foon  dlfplays  \ 

Griefs  have  their  lhare,  and  claim  their  part. 

They  monuments  to  ruin  raife. 

And  Ihed  keen  tnjuifli  o’er  the  heart  i 
Thofe  heroes  that  in  battle  fell 
Hemand  a  fympathetic  tear. 

Who  fought,  our  tyrants  to  repell — 

Memory  preferves  their  laurels  here.. 

In  vernal  Ikies 
Thus  tempeus  rife. 

And  clouds  obfeure  the  brightefl  fun-^ 

Few  wreathes  are  gain’d 
With  blood  undain’d — 

No  honours  without  ruin  won. 


The  arms  of  France  three  liliies  mark — 
In  honour’s  dome  with  thefe  enroll’d 
The  plough,  the  llieaf,  the  gliding  barque 
The  nciit'S  of  aur  State  unfold. 


~  V  U  iUil  tiUl-L 

Friendihip  and  peace  with  France  cleclar 
The  branch  fucceeds  ihe  fpear  of  Mars, 
Commerce  repairs  the  wallcs  o:  war  ; 

In  tics  of  concord  ancient  f)es  engage, 
Proving  the  day-ipring  -  ^  ■ 


of  a  brie: liter 
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Thefe  States  defended  by  the  brave. 

Their  military  trophies,  fee  ! 

The  virtue  that  of  old  did  favi? 

Shall  ftili  maintain  them,^r^^/  and/r^^/ 

Arts  ftiall  pervade  the  weftern  wild. 

And  favage  hearts  become  more  mild. 

Of  fcience  proud,  the  fource  of  fway, 

Lo  !  emblematic  figures  fhine ;  ^ 

The  arts  their  kindred  forms  difplay. 

Manners  to  foften  and  refine : 

A  ftately  Tree  to  heav’n  its  fummit  fends. 

And  cluflcr’d  fruit  from  thirteen  boughs  depcn.ds* 

With  laurel  crown’d 
Al  chief  renown’d 

(His  country  fav’d)  his  faulchion  fheathes; 
j^eglefts  his  fpoils 
For  rural  toils. 

And  crowns  his  plough  with  laurel  wreaths • 
While  we  this  Roman  chief  furvey. 

What  apt  refemblance  flrikes  the  eye ! 

Thofe  features  to  the  foul  convey 
A  Washington,  in  fame,  as  high, 

Whofe  prudent,  perfevering  mind 
Patience  with  manly  courage  join’d, 

And  when  difgrace  and  death  were  near, 

Look’d  through  the  dark  diftrefling  fhade. 

Struck  hodile  Britons  with  unwonted  fear. 

And  blafted  their  bell  hopes,  and  pride  in  ruin  laid! 

Viftorlous  Virtue !  aid  me  to  purfue 
The  tributary  verfe,  to  triumphs  due — 

Behold  the  peafant  leave  his  lowly  filed. 

Where  tufted  forefts  round  him  grow  ; — - 
Though  clouds  the  dark  fky  overfpread. 

War’s  dreadful  art  hie  arm  eflays. 

He  meets  the  hofiile  cannon’s  blaze. 

And  pours  redoubled  vengeance  on  the  foei 

Born  to  protet^  and  guard  our  native  land, 
Vidlorious  Virtue  !  flill  preferve  us  free; 

Plenty — gay  child  of  peace,  thy  horn  expand. 
And,  Concord,  teach  us  to  agree  1 
May  every  virtue  that  adorns  the  foul 
Be  here  advanc’d  to  heights  unknown  before  ; 
Pacific  ages  in  fuccefTion  roll 
’fill  Nature  blots  the  feene. 

Chaos  refimes  her  reign 

And  heaven  v/ith  pleafure  views  its  works  no  more. 
Phi  LA  D£LPijiA,  May  10.  17S4. 
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SCANDINAVIAN  WAR  I^ONG.* 


BjiLDERI  patrii  fcamna 
Far  at  a  fcio  in  aula: 

FibetTius  Ccrs^ijicifft 
£x  conca-vis  crateribus  cramorutn. 
^on  gemit yir  fortis  contra  _mortm 
Magnijici  in  Od  i  n  i  domihus  / 


B 


\TRANSLAn  0  A''.] 


T  atchicv’d,  at  death’s  approach  I  fmilC  ' 

In  Raider’s  hall  I  fee  the  table  fpread,  * 

1  he  enlivening  ale  lhall  nov;  reward  my  toil, 

fvUafPd  from  their  fculls,  that  by  my  faulcliion  ble* 

Heroes  no  more  at  death’s  approach  lhall  eroah : 

In  lofty  Odin’s  dome  all  fighs  forbear — 

Oonfcious  of  bloody  deeds,  my  fearlefs  foul 
Mounts  to  great  OoiN’sf  hall,  and  revels  thcrci 

*Compofed  (‘ivith  a  great  deal  more)  If  one  of  the' ’vrarrlof' chiefs  cf 
expired— %oo  jean  ago,  a  fe-tv  hours  befhri  fe 

th/fon  of  ““'”'t'S«ohrs  Balder  >-a» 


mars  and  V  E  N  U  S. 


A  N/mph,  the  pride  of  all  the  plain. 
In  beauty’s  charms  excell’d  by  none, 
ByTn  yrsis  lov’d,  a  gallant  fwain. 
Would  not  a  mutual  pafiion  own; 

Nor  yield  to  him  her  hand  (ihe  faid) 
^Till  he  forfook  the  foldier’s  trade. 


camps y  and  drums,  and  martial  arts. 
In  7ne  (fhe  cry’d)  no  pis  of ure  moue  ; 

No  arms  1  prize  but  Cupid's  darts  ; 

And  njjhat  has  ^ar  to  dj  ^ivith 
RejeSi  fuch  dangerous  arts  as  thefe. 

And  take  me,  ^'hyrjis,  nvhen  you  pleaje. 

What  have  I  done  (the  youth  rejoin’d) 
That  you  fhould  thub  our  trade  defpii'e  ; 
Venus,  of  old,  to  Mars  was  kind. 

Who  gain’d  her  favoin  s  in  the  Ikies : 

A  folclier’s  glory  is  to  dare 
All  danger — and  to  euard  the  fair. 

w  ^ 


When  fent  t6  rove  fon>c  foreign 

O’er  mountains  marching,  bleajc  ^n<i  cpljd» 

We  cheerful  to  the  combat  haflc. 

In  honour’s  brilliant  band  enroll’d— 

Even  there,  when  wrapt  in  froft  and  fnow, 
Even  there,  fwcet  girl,  I  dream  of  you* 

Since  thus,  when  call’d  to  war’s  alarm?. 
For  abfent  nymphs  our  bofoms  bjirn; 

In  peace,  devoted  to  your  charms 
Ah  1  let  me  find  a  juft  return  : 

Believe  me,  Fortune  ne’er  can  part 
A  foldier  and  a  generoit^s  heart,” 

While  thus  he  urg’d  his  moving  ftrain. 
She,  confeious  what  his  language  meant# 
No  longer  fported  with  his  pain. 

But,  fighing,  fweetly  fmil’d  confent. — 
What  Venus  but  on  Mars  ^oat0 
What  injitience  has — a  captain's  coat! 
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JP' ROM  Chrift-Church  grav  es,  acrofs  the  way, 

A  difmal,  horrid  place  is  found. 

Where  rufhing  winds  exert  their  fway. 

And  Greenland  winter  chills  the  ground : 

No  bloflbms  there  are  feen  to  bloom. 

No  fun  pervades  the  dreary  gloom ! 

The  people  of  that  ftormy  place 
In  penance  for  fome  antient  crime 
Are  held  in  a  too  narrow  fpa<  e. 

Like  thofe  beyond  the  bounds  of  time. 

Who  darken’d  ftill,  perceive  no  day,  ’ 

While  feafons  wafte,  and  moons  decay. 

Cold  as  the  ftiadc  that  wraps  theii^  rouSfd, 

This  icy  region  prompts  our  fear; 

And  he  who  treads  this  frozen  ground 

Shall  curfe  the  chance  that  brought  him  here*— ^ 

The  ftippery  mafs  predids  his  fate,. 

A  broken  arm,  a  wouinied  pate. 

When  Auguft  ftieds  his  'fultry  beamv 
May  Celia  never  find  this  p!?xe. 

Nor  fee,  upon  the  clauded  kreata, 

Tlie  fading  fumraer  in  her  fiscs  “ 


w/* 


POEMS  ON  SEVERAL  OCCASIONS^ 


And  may  I  ne’er  difcover  there 
The  grey  that  mingles  with  my  hair. 

\  . 

The  watchman  fad,  whofe  drowfy  call 
Proclaims  the  hour  forever  fled. 

Avoids  this  path  to  Pluto’s  hall ; 

Por  who  would  with  to  wake  the  dead 
Still  let  them  lleep — it  is  no  crime— 

They  pay  no  tax  to  know  the  time. 

No  Coaches  hence,  in  glittering  pride^ 

Convey  their  freight  to  take  the  air. 

No  gods  nor  heroes  here  refide. 

Nor  powder’d  beau,  nor  lady  fair— 

AH,  all  to  warmer  regions  flee. 

And  Jeave  thefe  glooms  to  ToiAjne*  and  me. 

*  Benjamin  Towne,  late  Printer  of  the  Evening  Post. 
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_ .APPy  the  man  who,  fafe  on  fhor^ 

Now  trims,  at  home,  his  evening  fire  ; 
Unmov’d,  he  hears  the  tempefls  roar. 
That  on  the  tufted  groves  expire  : 

Alas  1  on  us  they  doubly  fall. 

Our  feeble  barque  mull  bear  them  all. 

Now  to  their  haunts  the  birds  retreat,* 
The  fquirrel  feeks  his  hollow  tree. 
Wolves  in  their  fhaded  caverns  meet/ 
.All,  all  are  bleft  but  wretched  we— 
Foredoom’d  a  ftranger  to.repofe,*  : 

No  refl  the  unfettled  ocean  knows. 

While  o’er  the  dark  abyrs"^  we  roam," 
Perhaps,  whate’er  the  pilots  fay. 

We  faw  the  fun  defeend  in  gloom^ 
more  to  fee  his  fifing  ray, 

Put  buried  low,  by- far  loo  deep. 

On  coral  beds,  unpkied,  flecp  I 

^JBut  what  a  ftrange,  nncoafted  flrand 
Is  that,  where  fate  permits  no  day— 

No  charts  have  we  to  mark  that  land,' 

^o  compafs  to  direfb  that  way — 

Near  the  esd  of  JamRktt,  July  30,  17^4;; 
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V^Hiat  pilot  ftial!  explore  that  realm, 

Wh  at  new  Columbus  take  the  helm  ? 

While  death  and  darknefs  both  furrouad. 
And  tempeds  rage  with  lawlefs  power. 
Of  frieridihip's  voice  I  hear  ro  found. 

No  comfort  in  this  dreadful  hour — 
What  friendihip  can  In  tempehs  be. 
What  comfort  on  this  troubled  fea? 

The  barque,  accudom’d  to  obey, 

No  more  the  trembling  pilots  guides 
AJene  fhe  gropes  her  iracklefs  way. 
While  mountains  burd  on  either  fide—* 
Thus,  fkili  and  fcience  both  mud  fall ; 
And  ruin  is  the  lot  of  alL 


On  the  death  oe  a 

REPUBLICAN  PATRIOT  STATESMAN. 


jSoON  to  the  grave  defeends  each  honour’d  name 
That  rais’d  their  couatry  to  this  blaze  of  fame: 

Sages,  that  pliAu’d,  and  chiefs  that  led  the  way 
To  Freedom’s  temple,  all  too  foon  decay. 

Alike  fubmit  to  one  impartial  doom. 

Their  glories  clofing  in  perpetual  gloom. 

Like  the  bright  fplendours  of  the  evening,  fade. 
While  night  advances,  to  complete  the  (hade. 

Reed,*  ’tis  for  thee  we  ihed  the  unpurchas’d  tear. 
Bend  o’er  thy  tomb,  and  plant  our  laurels  there: 

Your  ads,  your  life,  the  nobled  pile  tranfeend. 

And  Virtue,  patriot  Virtue,  mourns  her  friend. 

Gone  to  thofe*  realms,  wljere  worth  may  claim  reo’ard. 
And  gone  where  virtue  meets  her  bed  rew^ard.  ^ 

No  fingle  art  engag’d  his  vigorous  mind. 

In  every  feene  his  a£tive  genius  ftiin’d ; 

Nature  in  him,  in  honour  to  our  age. 

At  once  compos’d  the  foldier  and  the  fage-— * 

Firm  to  his  purpefe,  vigilant  and  bold, 

Dflteding  traitors,  and  defpifmg  gold. 

He  fcorn’d  all  bribes  from  Britain’s  hodile  throiic^* 

For  all  his  country’s  wrongs  he  held  his  own 
Rsed,  reft  iu  peace;  fo?  ume’s  impart^ 

Shall  raiic  the  biulh  on  this  ungrateful  age: 

Long  in  thefe  cliraea  thy  name  fnall  flourilh  fair; 

The  daterman’s  pactern  and  the  pv)et’5- cate  ;  ^ 
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Long  m  thefe  climes  thy  memory  lhall  remain, 

And  itill  new  tributes  from  new  ages  gain> 

Fair  to  the  eye  that  injur’d  honour  rife-— 

Nor  traitors  triumph  while  the  patriot  dies. 


THE 


five  ages. 

reign  of  old  Saturn  is  highly  renown’d 
For  many  fine  things  that  no  longer  arc  found. 

Trees  always  in  bloffom,  men  free  from  all  pains. 

And  fhepherds  as  mild  as  the  fheep  on  their  plains. 

In  the  midland  Equator,  dilpenfing  his  fway. 

The  Sun,  they  pretended,  purfu’d  his  bright  way. 

Not  rambled,  unfteady,  to  regions  remote. 

To  talk,  once  a-year,  with  the  and  the  goat. 

^om  a  motion  like  this,  have  the  fages  explain’d. 

How  fummer  forever  her  empire  maintain’d; 

^Vliile  the  turf  of  the  fields  by  the  plough  was  unbroke. 
And  a  houfe  for  the  fnepherd,  the  boughs  of  an  oak. 

Vet  fome  fay  there  never  was  feen  on  this  flao-e 
What  poets  affirm  of  that  innocent  age,  ^ 

When  the  brutal  creation  from  bondage  was  free. 

And  men  were  exadly  what  mankind  fhould  be.  ^ 

But  why  fliould  they  labour  to  prove  it  a  dream 
The  poets  of  old  w^cre  in  love  with  the  theme. 

And,  leaving  to  others  mere  truth  to  repeat. 

In  the  regions  of  fancy  they  found  it  complete. 

Three  ages  have  been  on  this  globe,  they  pretend ; 

And  the  fourth,  fome  have  thought,  is  to  be  without  end ; 
The  firfl  was  of  Gold — But  a  fifth,  wue  will  fay. 

Has  already  begun,  and  is  now  on  its  way. 

Since  the  days  of  Arcadia,  if  ever  there  fhin’d 
A  ray  of  the  firft  on  the  heads  of  mankind. 

Let  the  learned  difpute — but  with  us  it  is  dear,., 

That  the  asra  of  fa  per  was  realiz’d  /oere. 

Four  ages,  however,  at  leaft  have  been  told. 

The  firft  is  compar’d  to  the  purell  of  GoU — 

But,  as  bad  luck  would  have  it,  its  circles  were  few. 

And  was  of  <S*/7v’^r— if  Ovid  ikys  truev 
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Bat  this,  like  the  former,  did  rapidly  pafs — ■ 

While  that  which  came  after  was  nothing  but  Brafs-^ 
An  age  of  mere  tinkers — and  when  it  was  loll. 

Hard  Iron  fucceeded — we  know  to  our  colh 

f 

And  hence  you  may  fairly  infer,  if  you  pleafe. 

That  we’re  nothing  but  blackfmiths  of  various  degrees. 
Since  each  has  a  weapon,  of  one  kind  or  other. 

To  dir  up  the  coals,  and  to  fliake  at  his  brother,  ' 

Should  the  Author  of  nature  reverfe  his  decree. 

And  bring  back  the  age  we’re  fo  anxious  to  fee. 
Agreement,  alas  ! — you  would  look  for  in  vain. 

The  fluff  might  be  chang’d,  but  the  would  remain. 

The  lawyer  would  ftill  find  a  client  to  fleece. 

The  dodlor,  a  patient  to  pack  off  in  peace. 

The  parfon,  fome  hundreds  of  hearers  prepar’d 
To  meafure  his  gifts  by  the  length  of  his  beard. 

Old  Momus  would  flill  have  fome  cattle  to  lead. 

Who  would  hug  his  opinions,  and  fwallow  his  creed--^ 
So  it’s  bed,  I  prefume,  that  things  are  as  they  are — 

If  Iron‘s  the  meanek — we’ve  nothing  to  fear. 

[  1785-  ] 
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w  E  Tories,  who  lately  v/ere  frighten’d  away. 

When  you  march’d  into  York  all  in  battle  array. 

Dear  whigs,  in  our  exile  have  foraewhat  to  fay. 

From  the  dime  of  New  Scotland  we  wifh  you  to  know 
We  dill  are  in  being — mere  fpeclres  of  woe. 

Our  dignity  high,  but  our  fpirits  are  low. 

Great  people  we  are,  and  are  call’d  the  king’s  friends— 
But  on  friendfhips  like  thefe  what  advantage  attends? 

We  may  day  and  be  darv’d  when  we’ve  anfwer’d  his  ends! 


Tile  Indians  themrdves,  whom  no  treaties  can  bind, 
"W  t*  liave  reafon  to  think  are  perverfely  inclin’d— 
And  v/hs^re  we  have  friends  is  not  eafy  to  find, 
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arriv’d  on  this  defolate  Ihore 
V  e  ftiil  have  been  wifhing  to  fee  you  once  more, 

And  your  freedom  enjoy,  now  the  danger  is  o’er. 

Although  we  be-rebePd  you  up  hill  and  down, 

your  good— and  to  honour  a  crown 
whofe  fplendors  have  fpoiPd  better  eyes  than  our  owm 

That  villains  we  are,  is  no  more  than  our  due, 

A  d  fo  may  remain  for  a  century  through, 

UnJefs  we  return,  and  be  dodor’d  by  you. 

Although  with  the  dregs  of  the  world  we  art  clafs’d. 
We  hope  your  refentment  will  foften  at  laft. 

Now  your  toils  are  repaid,  and  our  triumphs  are  pafl. 

When  a  matter  is  done,  ’tis  a  folly  to  fret-^ 
but  your  market-day  mornings  we  cannot  forget, 
ith  yoUi  coaches  to  lend,  and  your  horfes  to  let. 

Your  dinners  of  beef,  and  your  breakfafls  o£  toaj}/ 

But  we  have  no  longer  fuch  blelTings  to  boall. 

No  cattle  to  (leal,  and  no  turkies  to  roaft. 

Such  enjoyments  as  thefe,  wc  muft  tell  you  with  pain, 

’  Fis  odds  we  Ihall  only  be  wifliing  in  vain 
Unle  3  we  return  and  be  brothers  again. 

We  burnt  up  your  mills  and  your  meetings,  ’tis  true. 
And  many  bold  fellows  we  crippled  and  flew— 

(Aye  !  we  were  the  boys  that  had  fomething  to  do  !) 

Old  Huddy  we  hang  on  the  Neverfink  Ihore _ 

But,  .:>irs,  had  we  hung  up  a  thoufand  men  more. 

They  iiad  all  been  aveng’d  in  the  torments  we  bore. 

When  As  GILL  to  Jerfey  you  fooUfhly  fetch’d. 

And  each  of  us  fear’d  that  his  neck  would  be  flretch’d. 
When  you  were  be-rebei’d,  and  we  were  be-wretch’d. 

In  the  book  of  deflrudfion  it  feems  to  be  written 

The  Tories  mufl  dill  be  dependent  on  Britain _ 

The  word  of  dependence  that  ever  was  hit  on. 

Mow  their  work  is  concluded — that  oitiful  jobb — 

They  fend  over  convids  to  ftrengthen  our  mob — 

And  fo  we  do  nothing  but  fnivel  and  fob. 

Tiie  word  of  all  countries  has  fall’n  to  our  fliare,  r 
Where  winter  and  famine  provoke  our  defpair. 

And  fogs  are  forever  obfeuring  the  air. 
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Although  there  be  nothing  but  fea  dogs  to  feed  on, 

Our  friend  Jemmy  Rivington  made  it  an  Eden— 

But,  alas!  he  had  nothing  but  lies  to  proceed  on. 

Deceiv’d  we  were  all  by  his  damnable  fchemes— • 

When  he  colour’d  it  over  with  gardens  and  Itreams, 

And  erottoes  and  groves,  and  the  reft  of  his  dreams. 

Our  heads  were  fo  turn’d  by  that  conjurer’s  fpell. 

We  fwallow’d  the  lies  he  was  tutor’d  to  tell — 

But  his  happy  retreats”  were  the  viftons  of  hell. 

We  feel  fo  enrag’d  we  could  rip  up  his  weazon. 

When  we  think  of  the  foil  he  deferib’d  with  its  trees  on. 
And  the  plenty  that  reign’d,  and  the  charms  of  each  feafon. 

Like  a  parfon  that  tells  of  the  joys  of  the  bleft 
To  a  man  to  be  hang’d — he  himfelf  thought  it  beft 
To  remain  where  he  was,  in  his  haven  of  reft. 

Since  he  help’d  us  away  by  the  means  of  his  types. 

His  precepts  ftiould  only  have  lighted  our  pipes. 

His  example  was  rather  to  honour  your  ftripes. 

Now,  if  we  return,  as  we’re  bone  of  your  bone. 

We’ll  renounce  all  allegiance  to  George  and  his  throne 
And  be  the  beft  fubjedbs  that  ever  were  known. 

In  a  ftiip,  you  have  feen  (where  the  duty  is  hard) 

The  cook  and  the  fcullion  may  claim  fome  regard, 

Tho’  it  takes  a  good  fellow  to  brace  the  main  yard. 

Howe’er  you  defpife  us,  becaufe  you  are  free. 

The  world’s  at  a  lofs  for  fuch  people  as  we. 

Who  can  pillage  on  land,  and  can  plunder  at  fea. 

So  long  for  our  rations  they  keep  us  in  waiting _ 

The  lords  and  the  commons,  perhaps,  are  debating 
If  Tories  can  live  without  drinking  or  eating. 

So  we  think  it  is  better  to  fee  you  by  far _ 

And  have  hinted  our  meaning  to  governor  Parr-^ 

The  work  that  can  happen  \^-^fcathsrs  and  tar. 

1785. 
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EMIGRATION  to  AMERICA, 

,A  N  D 

PEOPLING  THE  WESTERN  COUNTRY. 
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5  O  vveftern  woods,  and  lonely  plains, 

Palenon  the  crowd  departs, 

Vv'ne.e  nature’s  wildell  penius  reio^ns, 
tame  the  foil,  and  plant  the  arts — 

Wha^  wonders  there  Ihall  freedom  fhow. 

What  mighty  States  lucceiTive  grqv/ I 

From  Europe’s  proud,  defpotic  fhores 
Hither  the  Granger  takes  his  way. 

And  in  our  new  found  world  explore* 

A  happier  foil,  a  milder  fway, 

V7here  no  proud  defpot  holds  him  down. 

No  Haves  infult  him  with  a  crosvn. 

What  charming  fcenes  attra6I  the  eye. 

On  wild  Oliio’s  favage  dream  1 

Here  Nature  reigns,  whofe  works  outvie 

"I  he  bolded  pattern  art  can  frame  ; 

Here  ages  pad  have  roil’d  away. 

And  foreds  bloom’d — but  to  decay. 

From  thefe  fair  plains,  thefe  rural  feats,. 

So  long  conceal’d,  fo  lately  known. 

The  unfocial  Indian  far  retreats. 

To  make  fome  other  clime  his  own. 

Where  other  dreams,  lefs  pleafing,  How, 

And  darker  foreds  round  him  grow. 

Great  Sire  of  floods  1  whofe  varied  wave  , 

Through  climes  and  countries  takes  its  way, 

To  whom  creating  Nature  gave 
Ten  tlioufand  dreams  to  fweil  thy  fway ! 

No  longer  fhaii  they  ufelcfs  prove. 

Nor  idiy  through  the  foreds  rove ; 

Nor  longer  fliall  thy  princely  flood 
From  didant  lakes  be  fwell’d  in  vain. 

Nor  longer  through  a  darkfome  wood 
Advance,  unnotic’d,  to  the  main. 

Far  other  ends  the  heavens  c^ecree — 

And  commerce  plans  new  freights  fc?i’  thee. 
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While  virtue  warms  the  generous  breaft, 
Here  heaven-born  freedom  fliall  refide, 
Nor  ihall  the  voice  of  war  molcft. 

Nor  Europe’s  all-afpiring  pride — 

Here  Reafon  fhall  new  laws  devife> 

And  order  from  confulion  rife. 

Forfaking  kings  and  regal  date. 

With  all  their  pomp  and  fancied  blifs. 

The  traveller  owns,  convinc’d  though  late. 
No  realm  fo  free,  fo  bled  as  this — 

The  eafl  is  half  to  flaves  confign’d, 

Where  kings  and  prieds  enchain  the  mind. 

O  come  the  time,  and  hade  the  day. 

When  man  diall  man  no  longer  cruih. 
When  Reafon  fhall  enforce  her  fway. 

Nor  thefe  fair  regions  raife  our  bliifh. 
Where  dill  the  African  complains. 

And  mourns  his  yet  unbroken  chains. 

Far  brighter  fcenes  a  future  age. 

The  mufe  predicts,  thefe  States  fnall  hail, 
Whofe  genius  fiiall  the  world  engage, 
V/hofe  deeds  fhall  over  death  prevail. 

And  happier  fydems  bring  to  view 
Than  all  the  eadern  fao^es  kn.'w. 
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On  the  NEW-YEAR’S 


FESTIVAL. 


fjow  came  it  that  midaken  man 
Has  thus  inverted  Nature’s  plan. 

And  contradidled  common  reafon 
By  making  t/yis  the  mirtiiful  feafon, 

\Vhen  ail  is  dreary  dull  and  dead. 

The  fan  to  fouthern  climates  fled 
To  dart  his  fierce  and  downright  baams 
Intenfely  on  Brazilian  dreams: 

No  dailies  on  the  frozen  plaivi. 

No  daifodills,  to  please  the  Twain; 

Tiie  limpid  wave  compeii’d  to  freeze. 

And  not  a  leaf  upon  the  trees ! 

’Tis  wrong  : — the  very  birds  will  fay — 
Their  new-year  is  the  bloom  of  Ma  y, 

Then  Nature  calls  to  foft  ielights. 

And  they  obey,  as  fir-  invites.'' 

Ani  yet  this  happ^inefs  below, 

(Which  all  would  gain,  but  few  know  how) 
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Is  not  to  time  or  place  confin’d, 

’Tis  feated  only  in  the  mind : 

Let  feafons  vary  as  they  will. 

Contentment  leaves  us  happy,  ftill. 

Makes  life’s  vain  dream  pafs  fmooth  away. 
And  Life  itfelf  a  new-year’s  day. 


A  NEWS-CARRIER’s  PETITION. 


^^^LEST  be  the  man  who  early  prov’d 
And  firft  contriv’d  to  make  it  clear 
That  T  iME  upon  a  dial  mov’d. 

And  trac’d  that  circle  call’d  a  year; 

Ere  he  arofe,  the  favage,  Man, 

No  bounds  to  years  or  feafons  knew. 

On  Nature’s  book  his  reckoning  ran. 

And  focial  feflivals  were  few. 

In  after  days,  whbn  folks  grew  wife 
New  wonderments  were  daily  found, 
Sykems  they  built  above  the  ikies. 

And  prov’d  that  every  thing  went  round. 

Experience  fhevvs  they  reafon’d  right, 

(With  laurels  we  their  tombs  fhould  crown) 
For  half  the  world  is  in  fuch  plight 
That  one  would  fwear  it  upfide  down. 

Now  I  am  one,  (and  pray  attend) 

Who,  marching  in  a  fmaller  fphere. 

To  fet  you  right,  my  fervice  lend. 

By  bringing  Papers  through  the  year. 

Which  to  your  Honours  may  impart 
A  thoufand  new  invented  fchemes. 

The  works  of  wit,  and  toils  of  art. 

News,  commerce,  politics,  and  dreams : 

Though  in  a  fheet,  at  random  call:. 

Our  motley  knowledge  we  difpofe. 

From  fuch  a  mafs,  in  ages  paft. 

Much  lefs  fubllantial  fabrics  rofe 

The  Sybil  wife,  as  Virgil  fays. 

Her  writings  to  the  Ica'^ses  confiirn’d, 

Which  foon  were  borne  a  thoufand  ways^ 
Derang’d  and  featter’d  by  the  wind,  ' 
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Not  fuch  negleft  in  me  is  Teen- 
Soon  as  my  leagues  have  left  the  prefs 
I  hifte  to  bring  them,  neat  and  clean, 

At  all  times  in  a  New  Year's  drefs.  ^ 

Though  winds  their  ancient  fpke  retain. 

And  drive  to  tear  them  from  my  hold, 

I  bear  them  fafe  though  wind  and  rain, 

Defpifing  heat,  defpJing  cold. 

While  thus  employ M,  fro  n  week  to  week, 

You  furely  will  not  nk  it  hard 
If,  with  the  reft,  I  come  to  (hek 
Some  humble  token  of  regard. 

Nor  will  you  d^em  my  condufl  ftrange 
If  what  I  long  have  thought  be  true — 

That  life  itfelf  is  confta  it  chano-e. 

And  death,  the  uua/it  of  for.iething  nszv. 
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X  hr  conftant  lapfe  of  rolling  years 
Awakes  our  hopes,  provokes  our  fears 
Of  fomethiiig  yet  unknown; 

We  faw  the  laft  year  pafs  away. 

But  who,  alas !  can  truly  fay 
The  next  £hall  be  his  own  ^ 

So  Timon  cries — and  thouTinds  more 
Will  preach  their  moral  doctrines  o'erf 
And  when  the  preaching’s  done. 

Each  goes  his  various,  wonted  way. 

To  .abour  fome,  and  fome  to  play— 

So  drives  the  circle  on, 

Hov/  fwlft  the  vagrant  feafons  fly ; 
They’re  hardly  born  before  they  die. 

Yet  in  their  wild  career. 

Like  atoms  round  the  rapid  wheel, 

Wc  feem  the  fame,  ihough  changing  Hill, 
Mere  reptiles  of  a  year. 

Some  hafte  to  fcek  a  charming  hrlde. 
Some,  raimes  o  make  on  one  that  died 
And  miliioas  cu/fe  the  day. 

When  firft  ia  Hy  fike.i  bands 
The  parfon  ioin  d  mntviken  hands^ 

And  bade  the  bride  obey. 
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While  fad  Amelia  vents  her  fighs. 

In  epitaphs  and  elegies, 

Por  her  departed  dear. 

Who  would  fuppofe  yon’  muffled  bell. 

And  mourning  gowns,  were  meant  to  tell , 
Her  grief  will  Jaft— a  year  I 

In  folly’s  path  how  many  meet — 

What  Jiolls  Ihall  live  to  lie  and  cheat’-^ 

How  many  empty  pates 

Shall,  in  this  wife,  difcerning  year. 

In  native  dignity  appear 
To  manage  rifmg  States  ! 

Tis  vain  to  ligh  ! — the  vyheel  mufl  on— 
And  flraws  are  to  the  whirlpool  drawn. 
With  Ihips  of  gallant  mien — 

"VVhat  has  been  once,  fliall  time  refiore  y 
What  now  exifls,  has  been  before— 

Years  only  change  the  fcene. 

In  endlefs  circles  all  things  move ; 

Below,  about,  far  off,  above. 

This  motion  all  attain— 

If  Folly’s  felf  Ihould  flit  away. 

She  would  return  fome  New  year’s  day. 
With  millions  in  her  train. 

Sun,  moon,  and  liars,  are  each  a  Iphere, 
The  earth  the  fame,  or  very  near. 

Sir  Ifaac  has  defin’d— 

In  circles  every  coin  is  call,  , 

And  hence  our  calh  departs  fo  fall, 

Calh — that  no  charm  can  bind. 

From  you  to  me — from  me  it  rolls 

To  comfort  other  cloudy  fouls  : _ 

It  once  we  make  it  fquare. 

Perhaps  the  uneafy  guell  will  fay 
To  cheer  us  in  fome  wint’ry  day. 

And  fmooth  the  brow  of  care. 
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HE  head,  whole  toiling  concave  teems 


W^ith  millions  of  unfinilh’d  fchenies. 
Plans  that  in  lhapelefs  embrio  lie, 

Or  projeas  form’d,  no  foul  knows  why. 
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Had  better  far  thofe  whims  rcfign. 

And  aid  this  humble  theme  of  mine  ; 

Contrive  fome  means  to  crufh  the  power 
Of  MICE,  that  every  art  devour; 

Check,  with  fuccefs,  their  hoftile  rage. 

And  flay  thefe  Vandals  of  the  age. 

Fame  fays  that  Wales  did  lirit  contrive 
To  feize  the  unwary  mice  alive. 

And  they  who  fcorn’d  all  locks  and  keys. 

Were  caught  by  means  of  toalled  cheefe — 

Vain  fcheme !  for  ftill  thefe  fends  annoy 
And  dare  my  favourite  books  deftroy — 

No  cares  of  mine  their  rage  defeat. 

The  Welchman’s  trap  is  incomplete  ! — 

See  Homer  there,  the  bard  renown’d. 

His  Iliad  one  perpetual  wound — 

Each  chief,  by  their  malignant  teeth. 

Once  more  was  doom’d  to  fuffer  death; 

Even  Helen’s  charms  they  dar’d  to  gnaw. 

Great  Ajax’  carcafe  fill’d  their  maw 
And  half  the  gods  that  crowd  his  drain. 

In  mangled  morfels,  fcarce  remain. 

But,  wretch,  who  taught  thee  to  engac^c 
A  poet  of  a  later  age  ? 

Alas  I  thy  cruel  weapons  tore 
The  only  genius  I  adore — 

J[s  Shakespeare  thus  difgrac’d  by  you 
Who  look’d  the  world  of  nature  through. 

Who  foaring  high,  where  others  fail’d. 

Invention’s  brightefl:  heaven  affail’d. 

And  faw  beyond  the  dark  difguife 
What  lay  too  deep  for  vulgar  eyes ! 

Is  this  the  end  of  human  wdt. 

Mud  mice  untouch’d  fuch  fpoils  commit ! 

Mud  all  thefe  fine  ideas  die 

That  warm’d  the  heart,  or  dll’d  the  eye-—' 

Mud  reptiles  thus  our  dielves  moled. 

Infers  that  Nature  made  in  jed. 

Who,  when  their  learned  fead  is  o’er. 

Shrink  from,  the  light — to  rife  no  more. 

Yes— fates  like  thefe,  our  toils  attend. 

And  Goths  have  ferv’d  no  other  end. 

Vex’d  tho’  I  am,  ’tis  vain  to  frown,  ' 

I  figh — and  lay  my  cudgel  down  : 

’Fis  worfe  than  mad  to  arm  for  fight 

'W  hen  none  but  mice  appear  in  fight _ 

Yet,  here  they  dood  in  dark  array. 

Their  tragic  footdeps  I  furvey ! 

Here — for  no  cat  the  plunderers  chac’d _ 

Ihey  laid  the  lauds  of  learning  v/adc, 

^  O  ^ 
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Made  war  with  wit,  fuch  havoc  there 
As  fcarce  three  ages  can  repair  ! — 

Like  JBritifh  hohs,  where'er  they  go 
They  leave  their  veftiges  of  woe. 

Towns  half  deftrov'd,  polluted  lhades. 

Fields  robb'd  of  fence,  and  ruin'd  maids. 

Why,  Su/a}2,  couldfl;  not  thou  defend 
Thefe  flielves  that  did  with  learnino-  bend  ? 
One  mew  of  thine  had  put  to  flight^ 

Thefe  children  of  congenial  night. 

Where  waft  tnoii  when  thefe  cruel  teeth" 

Spread  through  my  leaves  untimely  death  ? _ ►• 

See!  how  my  Montesc^ieu  L  torn _ 

See!  Rabelais,  the  mices’  fcorn. 

See,  how  they  tore  the  Mantuan  swain. 
Who  wrote  in  fo  divine  a  ftrain-— 

Milton,  whofc  fancy  foar’d  fo  higlu 
No  more  delights  my  tearful  eye. 

And  Swift,  fo  late  a  fund  of  w'it. 

No  longer  prompts  the  laughing  ht.  ^ 

Ah,  Sulan,  fuch  negled  was  hard — 

I  fear  you  kept  a  careiefs  guard. 

Or  gadded  o’er  the  neighbouring  plain. 

To  feek  fome  favourite  bright  ey'd  Twain— * 
Had  but  thofe  eyes  fail'd  in  their  art. 

To  tell  their  language  to  your  heart, 

I  ftioiild  not  thus  have  loft  repofe. 

Nor  figh’d  in  vain  to  crufti  my  foes. 

My  mezzotintos — ah  behold — 


The  beauties  fam'd  in  days  of  old  ! 

who  for  Tarquin's  lawlefs  love 
In  her  own  breaft  the  dagger  diove, 

Thefe  fends  of  night  have  made  their  preyj 
And  gnaw'd  her  charming  face  away. 

And  here  in  ragged  robes  is  feen 
Bright  Cleopatra  Egypt’s  queen; 

Wnh  cruei  fangs  thoie  eyes  they  tore 
That  warm’d  a  gazing  world  of  yore. 

With  hofiilc  GO'h  they  gnaw'd  that  breaft 
Which  robb’d  a  Roman  prince  of  reft ; 

Tie  a  ho  for  crowns  and  conqueft  ftrove, 
'IMl  hon:ur  w'as  difgrac’a  by  lo  oe. 

And  hers,  io  vile  condition,  lies 
W'hat  orce  had  cli'^rm'd  a  liermit’s  eyes— > 
T’his  pi  dure  art  can  ne’er  reftore. 

This  Venus,^  that  fiali  bloom  no  more; 
Art  form’d  her  fuch  as  angels  are. 

Beyond  all  mortal  beauty  fair ; — 

But  time  can  every  ch  inn  difplace. 

And  Mice  have  fpoii’d  die  iineft  face  ! 

^  A  Lc*;.u:iiui  cut  cf  the  Vene:  Jc  MedLii. 
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But  mufl  that  Ibft,  bewitching  eye 
With  meaner  fhreds  negleded  ly — 

Mud  all  thofe  lovely  colours  fade 

Ey  niceft  art  fo  lavilh  laid 

On  her  fair  face — to  footh  my  pain, 

I  figh,  and  look,  and  figh  again. 

Yes — mifcreant,  though  thy  venom  tore 
The  painting,  art  can  ne’er  reftore. 

Still  in  the  dreams  of  fancy  bled, 

I  deal  her  image  to  my  bread. 

By  Fancy’s  aid  that  form  repair. 

And,  mifer-like,  retain  it  there. 

Good  captain  Moufe,  what  mov’d  thine  ire. 

To  mangle  what  I  mod  admire  ? — 

Could  not  this  chief  have  led  his  band 
Where  yonder  brain! efs  authors  dand — 

To  thofe  that  deal  in  forms  and  modes. 

To  laureat  Shadrach’s  Birth-day  odes. 

To  poems  wrote  on  puppies  dead,  "  ;  -  \ 

To  eleg  ies  that  ne’er  were  read. 

To  Toby’s  tale,  that  brings  repofe. 

To  Wedey’s  verfe  or  Whitfield’s  profe ; — 

Why  didd  thou  not  attack  the  Crain 
Who  teaze  us  with  their  frothy  drain. 

The  tribe  who  female  honour  blad. 

In  diallow  verfe,  at  random  cad; 

Or  thofe  who  dy  to  domes  of  date. 

At  folly’s  door  fubmidive  wait. 

And  fervile  dill,  where  wealth  appears. 

Their  works  inferibe  to  financiers  J 

To  arms,  to  arms  1  ye  chofen  fe^ 

Who  fcience  love,  and  arts  purfue ; 

Or,  if  your  arms  fhould  nought  avail, 

(Since  mice  m?wy  over  men  prevail) 

Put  on  fome  wife,  inventive  cap. 

And  find  us  a  completer  trap. 


AMERICAN  HISTORY. 

I. 


i  HIS  American  world,  all  our  hidories  fay. 

Secluded  from  Europe,  long  centuries  lay. 

And  peopled  by  beings  whom  white-men  deted. 

The  fons  of  the  Tartars,  that  came  from  the  wed. 

Thefe  Indians,  ’tis  certain,  where  here  long  before  ye  all. 
And  dwelt  in  their  wigwams  from  time  immemorial ; 
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In  a  mere  flate  of  Nature,  untutor’d,  untauelit, 

1  hey  did  as  they  pleas’d,  and  they  4>oke  they 

No  priefls  they  had  then  for  the  of  their  fouls. 

No  lawyers,  recorders,  or  keepers  of  rolls  ; 

No  learned  phylicians  vile  noftrums  conceal’d—— 

Their  druggift  was  Nature — her  ihdp  was  the  held. 

In  the  midft  of  their  forells  how  happv  and  bled 

In  the  Ikin  of  a  bear  or  a  buffalo  dreft  I 

No  care  to  perplex,  and  no  luxury  feen 

But  the  feah,  and  the  fong,  and  the  dance  on  the  green 

Some  bow’d  to  the  moon,  and  home  worfhip’d  the  fun. 
And  the  king  and  the  captain  were  center’d  in  one^ 

In  a  cabin  they  met  on  their  councils  of  hate. 

Where  age  and  experience  alone  might  debate ; 

With  quibbles  they  never  eflhy’d  to  beguile, 

And  Nature  had  taught  them  the  orato'r^s  dyle  , 

No  pomp  they  affefted,  nor  quaintly  refin’d 
The  nervous  idea  that  glanc’d  on  the  mind. 

When  hunting  or  battle  invit  ed  to  ' 

They  women  they  left  to  take  care  of  their  farms— 
The  toils  of  the  fummer  did  winter  repay. 

While  fnug  in  their  cabins  they  fnor’d' it' away. 

If  death  came  among  them  his  dues  to  demand, 

They  hill  had  feme  prolpeds  of  comfort  at  hand — 

The  dead  man  they  fent  to  the  regions  of  blifs, 

With  his  bottle  and  dog,  and  his  hiir  maids  to  kifs. 

II. 

THUS  happy  they  dvrcjt  in  a  rural  domain, 
Uninhruded  in  commerce,  unpradis’d  in  gain, 

’Till,  taught  by  tlie  loadilone  to  travel  fe  the  leas,  ' 
Columbus  came  over,  that  bold  Genoefe. 

From  records  authentic,  the  date  we  can  fnew, 

One  thoufand  f^ur  Iiunared  and  ninety  and  two 
Years,  borne  by  the  feafons,  had  vaniOi’d  away. 

Since  the  habe  in  the  manger  at  Bethkhe?n  lay. 

What  an  aira  was  this,  above  all  that  had  pafs’d. 

To  yie  d  fucli  a  tree  fare,  difeovrr’d  at  lall — 

A  new  world,  in  v-n-tie  exceeding  the  old, 

Such  mountains  of  iilver,  facli  torrents  of  irold  ! 

Yet  the  fchemes  of  Columbu^n  however  well  plann’d 
V''erc  fcarcely  fufheient  to  find  the  main  land; 


POEMS  ON  SEVERAL  OCCASIONS. 


On  the  ijlands  alone  with  .the  natives  he  fpoke. 

Except  when  he  enter’d  the  great  Ororioque: 

In  this  he  refembled  old  Mofes,  the  Jew, 

Who,  rovino;  about  with  his  wrone-headed  crew, 

V/hen  at  length  the  re^ivard  was  no  longer  denyM. 
From  the  top  of  mount  Pifgah  he  faw  it,  and  dy’d. 

Thefe  iilands  and  worlds  in  the  wat’ry  expanfe. 

Like  molt  mighty  things,  were  the  offspring  of  chance. 
Since  ftecring  for  Afia,  Columbus,  they  fay. 

Was  altonim’d  to  find  luch  a  world  in  his  way ! 

No  wonder,  indeed,  he  was  fmit  with  furprize— - 
This  empire  of  Nature  was  new  to  their  eyes — 

Cut  ihort  in  their  courfe  by  fo  fplendid  a  fccne. 

Such  a  region  of  wonders  intruding  between! 

Yet  great  as  he  w'as,  and  deferving  no  doubt. 

We  have  only  to  thank  him  for  finding  the  rout; 

Thefe  climes  to  the  nortiiward,  more  llormy  and  cold^ 
Were  referv’d  for  the  efforts  or  Cabot  the  bold. 


Ill 

WHERE  the  fun  in  December  appears  to  decline 
Par  off  to  the  fouthward,  and  fouth  of  the  line, 

A  merchant*  of  Florence,  more  fortunate  hill. 
Explor’d  a  new  track,  and  diicover’d  Brazil  ; 

Good  Fortune,  Vefpucius,  pronounc’d  thee  her  own. 
Or  eile  to  mankind  thou  hadh  fcarcely  been  known— 
Ly  giving  thy  name,  thou  art  ever  renown’d— - 
I'hy  name  to  a  world  that  another  had  found : 

Columbia,  the  name  was,  that  merit  decreed. 

But  rortunc  and  Merit  have  never  agreed _ 

^  et  the  1  Gets,  alone,  with  commendable  care 
Are  vainly  attempting  the  wrong  to  repair. 


IV, 

bounds  I  preicribe  to  my  verfe  are  too  narrow 
To  tell  of  the  concineFs  of  Francis  Pixcirro i 
And  Cortc%  li.s  ii.eediels  ,to  bring  into  view^. 

One  Mexico  conquer’d,  the  other  Peru. 

Montezuma  with  credit  in  verfe  might  be  read. 

Bat  Dryden  h.is  to!d  you  the  monarclij'  is  dead ! 

And  the  woes  of  hr.  fubjeas — what  torments  they  bore 
Fas  Lajas,  good  bilhop,  has  mention’d  before: 

* -Amenctis  Verpuems. - .f  bmp^roi',  a  Tragcdyi 
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Let  others  be  fond  of  their  flanzas  of  grief _ 

I  hate  to  der:ant  oa  the  fall  of  the  leaf— 

Two  fcenes  are  fo  gloomy,  I  view  them  with  pain^ 

The  annals  of  death,  and  the  triumphs  of  Spain. 

Poor  Atahualpa  I  cannot  forget — 

He  gave  them  his  utmoil~yet  died  in  their  debt. 

His  wealth  was  a  crime  that  they  could  not  forgive. 
And  when  they  polfels^d  it,  forbade  him  to  live. 

Foredoom’d  to  misfortunes  (that  come  not  alone) 

He  was  the  twelfth  Inca  that  fat  on  the  throne. 

Who  fleecing  his  brother*  of  half  his  domains. 

At  the  palace  of  Cufco  confin’d  him  in  chains. 

V. 

BUT  what  am  I  talking  — or  where  do  I  roam? 

’Tis  time  that  our  flory  was  brought  nearer  home-— 
From  Florida’s  cape  did  Cabot  explore 
To  the  fall  frozen  region  of  cold  Labr adore. 

In  the  year  fourteen  hundred  and  ninety  and  eight 
He  came,  as  the  annals  of  England  relate. 

But  finding  no  gold  in  the  lengthy  domain. 

And  coafling  the  country,  he  left  it  again. 

Next  Davis — then  Hudfon  adventur’d,  they  fay. 

One  found  out  a  ftreight,  and  the  other  a  bay, 

Whofe  defolate  region,  or  turbulent 

One  prefent  bellow’d  hhn — and  that  was  a  grave. 

VL 

IN  the  reign  of  a  virgin  (whom  fome  call’d  a  whore) 
Drake,  Hawkins,  and  Raleigh  in  fquadrons  came  o’er— 
While  Barlow  and  Grenville  fucceeded  to  thefe. 

Who  all  brought  their  colonies  over  the  Teas. 

Thefe,  left  in  a  wildernefs  teeming  with  woes. 

The  natives,  fufpicious,  concluded  them  foes. 

And  murdered  them  all  without  notice  or  warning, 

Ralph  Lane,  with  his  vagabonds,  fcarcely  returning. 

In  the  reign  of  king  James  (and  the  firfl:  of  the  name, 
George  Summers,  with  Hacluit,  to  Chefapeake  came. 
Where  far  in  the  forefls,  not  doom’d  to  renown. 

On  the  river  Powhatan-j-  they  built  the  firft  town.! 

’^Huafcar,  who  was  legal  heir  to  the  tiironc. 
f  J.-MTies  River,  Virgiijia. 

I  Jamci;  Town. 
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VII. 

TWELVE  years  after  this,  fome  fcores  of  diiTenters 
To  the  noriiiernmrli:  dillri(5l  came,  fcckmg  adventures; 
Outdone  by  the  biihoptf.,  thofe  great  faggot  fighters ; 
They  left  them  to  drat,  vvitli  their  cafTocks  and  mitres. 

Thus  banifh’d  f:'.rcver,  and  leaving  the  fod. 

The  fil'd  land  hey  faw  was  the  pitch  of  Cape  Cod, 
Where  famifhM  with  hunger  and  qu.iking  with  cold 
1  iiey  planned  the  New-Piymouth — fo  callM  from  the  old 

They  were,  without  doubt,  a  delightful  colledion ; — » 
Some  came  to  be  nd  of  a  Stuart^s  direflion. 

Some  fail’d  with  a  view  to  dominion  and  riches. 

Some  to  pray  without  book,  and  a  few  to  hang  witches* 

Some,  came  on  the  Indians  to  Ihed  a  new  light. 
Convinc’d  long  before  that  their  own  mull  be  right,. 

And  that  all  who  had  died  in  the  centuries  pad 
On  the  devil’s  lee  fliore  were  eternally  cad. 

VIII. 

THESE  exiles  were  form’d  in  a  whimdcal  mould. 

And  were  aw’d  by  their  prieds,  like  the  Hebrews  of  old; 
Difclaim’d  all  pretences  to  ieding  and  laughter. 

And  figh’d  their  lives  through,  to  be  happy  hereafter. 

On  a  crown  immaterial  thelr^hearts  were  intent. 

They  look’d  towards  Z/c;?,  wherever  they  went. 

Did  ail  things  in  hopes  of  a  future  reward. 

And  worry’d  mankind— for  the  fake  of  the  Lord, 

1 

With  rigour  excefiive  they  drengthen’d  their  reign. 
Their  laws  were  conceiv’d  in  the  ill-natur’d  drain,^ 

With  mydical  meanings  the  faint  was  perplext. 

And  the  flefh  and  tlie  devil  were  flain  by  a  text.' 

The  body  was  fcourg’d  for  the  good  of  the  foul. 

All  folly  difcourag’d  by  pecvifh  controul, 

A  knot  on  the  head  was  the  iign  of  no  p'race, 

And  the  Pope  and  his  comrade  were  pi6lur’d  in  lace, 

y  K 

A  ftove  in  thoir  churches,  or  pews  lin’d  with  greea. 

Were  horrid  to  think  of,  much  le!s  to  he  feen, 

Theic  bodies  were  warm’d  with  the  linings  d hue. 

And  the /re  was  lufficient  that  flafh’d  from  above.  ’ 

O' was  a  crime  to  aflb.t  that  the  moon  was  opaque, 

-I’-*  lay  th-  carta  mov’d,  wns  to  me?it  the  diike  • 

And  he  that  could  tell  an  cclipfe  was  to  be, 

1ft  the  collcg^v  01  SatciM  had  took  his  de»roc,. 
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On  Sundays  their  faces  were  dark  as  a  cloud— 

The  road  to  the  meeting  was  only  allow’d. 

And  thofe  they  caught  rambling,  on  buflaefs  or  pleafurc 
Were  fent  to  the  hocks,  to  repent  at  their  leifure. 

This  day  was  the  mournfulleO:  day  in  the  week— 

Except  on  religion,  none  ventur’d  to  fpeak _ 

This  day  was  the  day  to  examine  their  lives. 

To  clear  olF  old  fcores,  and  to  preach  to  their  wives. 

In  the  fchool  of  oppreffion  though  woefully  tauo-ht, 

*Twas  only  to  be  the  opprejjhrs  they  fought  ;  ^ 

All,  all  but  themfelves  were  be-devil’d^nd  blind, 

And  their  narrow-foul’d  creed  was  to  ferve  all  mankind. 

This  beautiful  fyhem  of  nature  below 
They  neither  conhder’d,  nor  wanted  to  know. 

And  call’d  it  a  dog-houfe  wherein  they  were  pent. 
Unworthy  themfelves,  and  their  mighty -defcent. 

They  never  perceiv’d  that  in  Nature’s  v/ide  plan 
There  muh  be  that  whimfical  creature  call’d  Man, 

Ear  fhort  of  the  rank  he  affedls  to  attain. 

Yet  a  link  in  its  place,  in  creation’s  vah  chain. 

IX. 

IVhatever  is  foreign  to  us  and  our  kind 
Can  never  be  lafting,  though  feemingly  join’d — 

*I  he  hive  fwarm’d  at  length,  and  a  tribe  that  was  teaz’d 
Set  out  for  Rhode-IJJand,  to  think  as  they  pleas’d. 

Some  hundreds  to  Britain  ran  murmuring  home— 

While  others  went  off  in  the  forefts  to  roam. 

When  they  found  they  had  mifs’d  what  they  look’d  for  at 
The  downfall  of  fin,  and  the  reign  of  the  juff. 

Hence,  dry  controverlial  reflections  were  thrown. 

And  the  old  dons  were  vex’d  in  the  way  they  had  Ihown; 
So  thofe  that  are  held  in  the  work-houfe  all  night 
Throw  dirt  the  next  day  at  the  doors,  out  of  fpite. 

Ah  pity  the  wretches  that  liv’d  in  thofe  days, 

(Ye  modern  admirers  of  novels  and  plays) 
fVhen  nothing  was  fuffer’d  but  mufly,  dull  rules. 

And  nonfenfe  from  Mather,  and  fluff  from  the  fchools ! 

No  flory,  like  Rachel's,  could  tempt  them  to  fig h, 

Sujanna  and  Judith  employ’d  the  bright  eye — • 

No  fine  fpun  adventures  tormented  the  brcait. 

Like  oiir  modern  Clariffa,  Tom  Jones,  and  the  refl. 


POEMS  ON  SEVERAL  OCCASIONS, 


Thofe  tyrants  had  chofen  the  books  for  your  flielveSj 
(And,  truft  me,  no  other  than  fuited  themfclves. 

From  always  by  this  may  a  bigot  be  known. 

He  fpeaks  well  of  nothing  but  what  is  his  own.) 

From  indwelling  e^vil  thefe  fouls  to  releafe. 

The  Quakers  arrivM  with  their  kingdom  of  peace— • 

But  fome  were  tranfported  and  fome  bore  the  lafli. 

And  four  they  hang’d  fairly,  for  preaching  up  traih. 

/ 

The  lands  of  New-England  (of  which  we  now  treat) 
Were  famous,  ere  that,  for  producing  of  wheat; 

But  the  foil  (or  tradition  fays  ftrangcly  amifs) 

Has  been  peller^d  with  pumpkins  from  that  day  to  this, 

X. 

THUS,  feuds  and  vexations  didradled  their  reign, 
(And  perhaps  a  few  velHges  Hill  may  remain) 

But  time  has  prefented  an  offspring  as  bold, 

Lefs  free  to  believe,  and  mory  wife  than  the  old. 

Their  phantoms,  their  wizzards,  their  witches  are  fled—' 
Matthew  Paris's*  ftory  with  horror  is  read — 

His  daughters,  and  all  the  enchantments  they  bore— 
And  the  demon,  that  pinch’d  them,  is  heard  of  no  morCr 

Their  tafle  for  the  fine  arts  is  flrangely  increas’d. 

And  Latin’s  no  longer  a  mark  of  the  Eeafi: 

Mathematics,  at  prefent,  a  farmer  may  know. 

Without  being  hang’d  for  connedions  below. 

Proud,  rough,  independent,  undaunted  and  free. 

And  patient  of  hardlhips,  their  talk  is  the  fea. 

Their  country  too  barren  their  wip  to  attain. 

They  make  up  the  lofs  by  exploring  the  main. 

Wherever  bright  Phoebus  awakens  the  gales 
I  fee  the  bold  Yankees  expanding  their  fails. 
Throughout  the  wide  ocean  purfuing  their  fchemes. 

And  chacing  the  whales  on  its  uttermofl  Hreams. 

No  climate,  for  them,  is  too  cold  or  too  warm. 

They  reef  the  broad  canvas,  and  fight  with  the  ftormj 
in  war  with  the  foremofb  their  flandards  difplay. 

Or  glut  the  loud  cannon  with  death,  for  the  fray. 

No  valour  in  fable  their  v.alour  exceeds, 

Their  fpirits  are  fitted  for  defperate  deeds; 

No  rivals  have  they  in  cur  annals  of  fame. 

Or  if  they  are  rivall’d,  ’tis  York  has  the  claicn. 

*^Scc  Ne4's  Hl.lory  of  New  Lnglancl. 
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Infpir’cl  at  the  found,  while  the  name  (he  repeats. 

Bold  fancy" conveys  me  to  Hudfon’s  retreats-— 

Ah,  fweet  recolledion  of  juvenile  dreams 

1a  the  groves,  and  the  foreib  that  darted  his  flreams  I 

HovV  often,  with  rapture,  thofe  d:  earns  were  farvey’d 
Wiien,  lick  of  the  city,  I  flew  to  tiie  lhade — 

Plow  often  the  bard,  and  the  peaiant  fliall  mourn 

Ere  ihofe  groves  ^Eall  revive,  or  ihofe  iliades  fhall  return! 

Not  a  hill,  but  fome  f^^trefs  disfigures  it  round! 

A  id  nm parts  nre  raisM  where  the  cottage  was  found! 
I'he  plains  ini  the  val  ies  with  ruin  are  fpread. 

With  graves  in  abundance,  and  bones  of  the  dead. 

Tlie  f  rft  ’rhat  attempted  to  enter  this  ftrei^ht 
(In  anno  one  thoufand  fix  nundrei  and  eio;ht) 

Was  kTuDsoN  (the  Erne  that  we  mention’d  before, 

Wh a  was  lod  in  the  gulph  that  he  went  to  explore.) 

Far  a  fum  that  they  paid  him  (we  know  not  how  much) 
This  c-^-ptain  transferr’d  all  his  right  to  the  Dutch; 

For  the  time  has  been  here,  (to  the  world  be  it  known,) 
When  ail  a  man  fail’d  by,  cr  faw,  was  his  own. 


The  Dutch  on  their  purchafe  fat  quietly  down. 

And  fix’d  on  an  ijland  to  lay  out  a  town ; 

They  modell’d  their  ftreets  from  the  horns  of  a  ram, 

A. lid  the  name  that  bell  pleas’d  them  was,  Abxu  Amjierdam. 

They  purchas’d  large  trails  from  the  Indians  foj*  beads. 
And  fadlv  tormented  fome  runaway  Swedes, 

Who  (none  knows  for  what)  from  their  country  had  flown 
To  live  here  in  peace,  undiflurb’d  and  alone. 

New  Belgia,  the  Dutch  call’d  their  province,  be  fure. 
But  names  never  yet  made  pofleiTion  fecure. 

For  Charley  (the  fccond  that  honour’d  the  name) 

Sent  over  a  fquadron,  aflerting  his  claim. 

(Had  his  fword  and  his  title  been  equally  {lender. 

In  vain  had  they  fummon’d  Mynheer  to  furrender) 

The  foil  they  demanded,  or  threaten’d  their  worfl. 

Infilling  that  Cabot  had  held d  at  it  firjl. 


The  want  of  a  fquadron  to  (all  on  their  rear 
Made  the  arguinent  perfefliy  plain  to  Mynheer — 
Force  ended  t;ie  conieil— the  ric^ht  was  a  lliam. 

And  the  Dutch  were  fent  pac^ang  to  hot  Surinam, 

’ Twas  hard  to  be  thus  of  their  labours  depriv’d. 

But  the  age  of  republics  had  not  yet  arriv’d — 

Fate  faw — tho’  no  wiazard  could  tell  them  as  much — - 
That  the  cro  wns  in  due  timsy  nvas  to  fare  like  the  Dutch, 


1 


AMERICAN  SHIP 

That  explored  the  Rout  to  China,  and  the  East -Indies, 


after  the  Re^volution*^  '  ■> 

w  ITFf  clearance  from  Bellona  won 
She  fpreads  her  wings  to  meet  the  Sun, 

Th^'fe  golden  regions  to  explore 
Where  George  forbade  to  fail  before. 

*1  has,  grown  to  llrength,  the  bird  of  Jove, 

Impatient,  quits  his  native  grove. 

With  eyes  of  iire,  and  lightning^s  force 
Through  the  blue  tether  holds  his  courfe. 

No  foreign  tars  are  here  allow’d 
To  mingle  with  her  chofen  crowd. 

Who,  when  return’d,  might,  boafting,  fay 
They  fhow’d  our  native  oak  the  way. 

To  that  old  track  no  more  confin’d. 

By  Britain’s  jealous  court  aflign’d. 

She  round  the  Stormy  Cape*  fhall  fail 
And,  eaftward,  catch  the  odorous  o^ale. 

O 

To  countries  plac’d  in  burning  climes 

And  iflands  of  remotefi:  times 

She  now  her  eager  courfe  explores. 

And  foon  fhall  greet  Chinefian  ihores. 

From  thence  their  fragrant  teas  to  bring^ 

Without  the  leave  of  Britain’s  king ; 

And  Porcelain  ware,  enchas’d  in  gold. 

The  produ(5l  of  that  finer  mould. 

Thus  commerce  to  our  world  conveys 
All  that  the  varying  take  can  pleafe: 

For  us,  the  Indian  looms  are  free. 

And  Java  firips  her  fpicy  tree. 

€reat  pile  proceed  ! — and  o’er  the  brirte  ^ 

May  every  profperous  gale  be  thine, 

'’Tiib  freighted  deep  with  eailern  gems. 

You  reach  again  your  native  Itreams.  >, 

*  Cabo  Termentoja  (the  Cape  of  Storitw)  fo  called  fey  the  » 

ard venturers  to  Imiia^nQW  called  the  cape  of  Good  Hope.w—^  ^  ' 

( 
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ALCINA’s  ENCHANTED  ISLAND.’*' 

J  N  Thefe  fair  fields  unfadinir  flowers  abound. 

Here  purple  rofes  cloathc  the  enchanted  ground; 

Here,  to  the  fun  expand  the  Ullies  pale 
Fann’d  by  the  fweet  breath  of  the  weftern  gale  : 

Here,  fearlefs  hares  through  dark  recefles 
And  troops  of  leverets  take  the  woodland  way. 

Here  fl;;  tely  flags,  with  branching  horns,  appear. 

And  rove  unfought  for,  unafl!aird  by  fear; 

Unknown  the  fnare,  the  huntfman^s  fatal  dart 
7’hat  wings  the  death  of  torture  to  the  heart. 

In  focial  bands  they  trace  their  fylvan  rei^n. 

Chew  the  rich  cud,  or  graze  along  the  plam» 

In  thefe  gay  fliadcs  the  nimble  deer  delight. 

While  herds  of  goats  afeend  the  rocky  height, 

Browfe  on  the  flirnbs  that  lhade  the  vale  below,  ^ 

And  crop  the  plants,  that  there  profufeJy  grow^ 


*  From  the  Italian  of  Ariosto. 


A 


SUBSCRIPTION  PRAYER, 

For  defraying  the  burial  expence s  of  Oh x>  Soldier. 

Ah  !  Give  him  a  tomb,  for  a  tomb  Is  his  due, 

A  fhdling,  great  man,  is  a  trifle  to  You: 

If  you  give  him  a  tomb,  that  his  name  may  furvive. 

May  Fortune  attend  you,  and  help  you  to  thrive  : 

May  you  always  have  fomething  to  praife  and  approve. 

And  the  pieafure  to  dream  of  the  girl  that  you  love. 

Prepar’d, for  the  worftj  but  enjoying  the  beft. 

With  a  girl  and  a  botue  he  feather’d  his  nefl : 

Half  fick  of  the  world,  in  the  wane  of  his  life, 

To  haflen  his  exit,  he  took  him  a  wife; 

But,  finding  his  fair  one  a  damnable  elf. 

He  grounded  his  arms— and  took  leave  ofhimfelf* 
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THE 

MOURNING  NUN. 

1^0  More  thefe  walls  a  glad  remembrance  claim. 
Where  grief  confumcs  a  half  deluded  dame 
.Whom  to  thefe  coafta  a  modem  Puns  bore, 

'And  bafely  left,  lod  virtue  to  deplore: 

In  foreign  climes  detain’d  from  all  (lie  lov’d. 

By  friends  negle^^ed,  long  by  forturie  prov’d. 

While  fad  and  folemn  pafs’d  the  unwelcome  day 
What  charms  had  life  for  her,  to  tempt  her  flay  ? 
Deceiv’d  in  all,  for  meannefs  could  deceive, 

Expeiling  Hill,  and  hill  condemn’d  to  grieve. 

She  fcarcely  faw — to  different  hearts  adied. 

That  her  dear  Florid  ne’er  purfued  a  bride: 

Are  griefs,  like  thine,  to  Florio’s  bofom  known-— 

Muh  thefe,  alas!  be  ceafelefs  in  your  own  f — 

Life  is  a  dream!— its  varying  (hades  I  fee; 

But  this  bafe  wanderer  hardly  dreams  of  thee 
The  bloom  of  health,  that  bade  all  hearts  adore. 

To  your  pale  cheek  what  phyfic  fliall  rehore? 

Vain  are  thofe  drugs  that  art  and  love  prepares— 

No  art  redeems  the  wafte  of  fighs  and  tears  ! 


ELEGIAC  LINES. 


ITH  life  enamour’d,  as  in  death  reiign’d. 
To  feats  congenial  flew  the  unfpotted  mind; 
Attending  fpirits  hail’d  her  to  that  fhore 
Where  time’s  dull  winter  clouds  the  foul  no  more. 
Learn,  hence,  to  live  like  her— and  while  you 
Hear  whit  Ihe  was,  and  aim  like  her  to  die. 

Transferr’d  to  heaven,  Lavinia  has  no  (hare 
In  the  dull  bufinefs  of  this  world  of  care : 

Her  blaze  of  beauty,  ftill  in  death  admir’d, 

A  moment  kindled,  and  as  foon  expir’d. 

Sweet  as  the  favorite  offspring  of  the  May, 
Serenely  mild,  and  innocently  gay ; 

Adorn’d  with  all  that  Nature  could  impart 
Ti  pleafe  the  fancy  and  to  wdii  the  heart. 

Heaven  ne’er,  above,  more  innoc:*nce  pofTtTs’d, 
Nor  earth  the  form  of  a  diviner  giiefl ; 

A  mind  all  virtue! — flames  defeenJed  here 
From  fame  bright  feraph  of  fome  nobler  (phere 
Yet  not  her  virtues  openin?  into  bloom, 

Nor  aii  her  fweetnefs,  fav’d  her  from  the  tomb> 
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From  profpea.,  darken’d  and  the  purpofe  crofs’d. 
Misfortune’s  winter,  and  a  lover  loft. 

Nor  fuch  refemblance  to  the  forms  above 
The  heart  of  kindnefs,  and  the  foul  ofWe: 

Ye  thoughtlefs  fair,  her  early  death  bemoan. 
Sense,  virtue,  beauty,  to  oblivion  gone! 


r: 


On  the  Death  of 


COLONEL  LAURENS.’’^ 


C 

OINCE  on  her  plains  this  generous  chief  expir’d, 
Whoni  fages  honour’d,  and  whom  France  admir’d: 
iJoes  Fame  no  ftatues  to  his  memory  raife. 

Nor  fwells  one  column  to  record  his  praife 
Where  her  palmetto  lhapes  the  adjacent  deeps, 

AlFedion  fighs,  and  Carolina  weeps ! 

Thou,  who  flialt  hray  where  death  this  chief  confineii 
Revere  the  patriot,  fubjea  of  thefe  lines ;  ' 

Not  from  the  dull;  the  miife  tranfcribes  his  name, 

And  more  than  mtarble  fhail  declare  his  fame 
W^here  fcenes  more  glorious  his  great  foul  engage, 
Confeil  thrice  worthy  in  that  doling  page  ^ 

When  conquering  Timie  to  dark  oblivion  calls. 

The  marble  totters,  and  the  column  falls. 

Laurens!  thy  tomb  while  kindred  hands  adorn. 

Let  northern  mufes,  too,  infcribe  your  urn. — 

Of  all,  whofe  names  on  death's  black  lid  appear, 

N^o  chiefs  that  periih^d,  claim'd  more  grief  lincere. 

Not  one,  Columbia,  that  thy  bofom  bore. 

More  tears  commanded,  or  deferv’d  them  more! _ - 

Grief  at  his  tomb  fhall  heave  tlie  unwearied  lic^h^ 

And  honour  lift  the  mantle  to  her  eye ;  ^ 

Fame  thro'  the  world  his  patriot  name  fhall  fpread> 

Ly  heroes  envied  and  by  monarchs  read: 

Jud,  generous,  brave — to  each  tiue  heart  allied  : 

The  Briton’s  terror,  and  his  country’s  pride; 

For  him  the  tears  of  war  -worn  foldiers  ran. 

The  friend  of  freedom,  and  the  friend  of  man. 

Then  what  is  death,  compar'd  with  fach  a  tomb, 
V/here  honour  fades  not,  and  fair  virtues  bloom. 

Ah,  wdiat  is  death,  when  w’orth  like  lis  endear  ^. 

The  brave  man's  fa^uQunte,  and  his  cQUHirfs  iears. 


**  A  young  American  odiccr,  of  the  drd  merit,  who  fell  in 
{rdetachiiient  of  the  Britl/li  from  Charlelton,  near  the  river  C 
Carolina,  in  Auguft,  178a. 


an  engagement  with 
umbahee,  in  huoth 
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PORT  royal. 


^'JeRE,  by  the  margin  of  the  murmuring  main. 

While  her  proud  remaanls  I  explore  iii  vain, 

And  lonely  llray  through  thefe  dejeded  lands 
Fanned  by  the  noon-tihc  breeze  on  burning  funds. 
Where  the  dull  Spaniard  once  polfeis’d  thefe  hiades. 

And  ports  defended  by  his  Pallifades - 

Tho*  loil  to  us,  Port-Royal  claims  a  figh. 

Nor  (hall  the  Mufc  the  unenvied  verfe  deny. 

Of  all  the  towns  that  graced  Jamaica’s  illc 
This  was  her  glory,  and  the  proudelt  pile. 

Where  toils  on  toils  bade  wealth’s  gay  hrudures  rife. 
And  commerce  fweli’d  her  glory  to  the  fkies  : 

St.  Jago,  feated  on  a  diftant  plain. 

Ne’er  faw  the  tall  fliip  entering  from  the  main, 
Unnotic’d  ftreams  her  Cohra^s  margin  lave 
Where  yond’  tail  plantains  fliade  her  g’o  ving  wave. 
And  burning  fands  or  rock-fdrrounded  hiil 
Confefs  its  founder’s  fears — or  want  of  {hiil. 

While  o’er  thefe  waftes  with  wearied  hep  i  go. 

Pah  feenes  of  de'ath  return,  in  all  their  woe. 

O’er  thefe  fad  ihores  in  angry  pomp  he  p^fs’d, 

Mov’d  in  the  winds,  and  rag’d  witn  every  b.af — * 
Here,*  opening  gulphs  confefs’d  the  almighty  hand. 
Here,  the  dark  ocean  roll’d  acrofs  the  land,  \ 

Here,  piles  on  piles  an  inftant  tore  away, 

Here,  crowds  on  crowds  in  mingled  rain  lay, 

V/hom  fate  fcarce  gave  to  end  their  noon-day  feafl. 

Or  time  to  call  the  fexton,  or  the  pried. 

Where  yond’  tall  barque,  with  rJl  her  ponderous  load. 
Commits  her  anchor  to  its  dark  abode. 

Eight  fathoms  down,  where  unfeen  waters  flow 
To  qiiencn  the  fuiphur  of  the  caves  below. 

There  midnielic  founds  torment  the  fiilor’s  ear. 

And  drums  and  fifes  play  drowfy  concerts  there. 

Sad  fangs  of  woe  prevent  the  hours  of  deep. 

And  Fancy  aids  the  fiddlers  of  the  deep  ; 

Dali  Superllition  hears  the  ghollly  hum, 

Sinit  with  the  terrors  of  the  world  to  come. 

What  now  is  left  of  all  your  boafted  pride  ! 

Loft  arc  thofe  glories  that  were  fpread  fo  wide, 

A  fpit  of  fand  is  thine,  by  heaven’s  decree. 

And  v^iafting  fliores  that  fcarce  refift  the  fea : 


*  O  t  n  Port-PvOyal,  in  the  ifland  of  Jamaica,  contained  more  than  i  ^co  huildui^s 
and  thefe  for  the  moft  part  large  and  elegant.  ,  Thii  unfortunate  town  wa,.,  fyr'a 
long  time  reckoned  the  molt  confiderable  mart  of  trade  in  the  Weft  Ind.es  I-  vvas 


deft 


royed  on  the  17th  of  Jun,  1692,  by  an  earthquake,  which  in  two  minutes  fun'r 
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Is  this  Port-Royal  on  Jamaica’s  coaft. 

The  Spaniard’s  envy,  and  the  Briton’s  boaft ! 

A  lhatter’d  roof  o’er  every  hut  appears. 

And  mouldering  brick-work  prompts  the  traveller’s  fears : 
A  churchy  with  half  a  prieft,  I  grieve  to  fee, 

Grafs  round  its  door,  and  ruft  upon  its  key  1-— 

One  only  inn  with  tirefome  fearch  I  found 
Where  one  fad  negro  dealt  his  beverage  round  . 

His  was  the  part  to  wait  the  impatient  call. 

He  was  the  landlord,  poft-boy,  pimp,  and  all; 

His  wary  eyes  on  every  fide  were  caft. 

Beheld  the  prefent,  and  revolv’d  the  paft. 

Now  here,  now  there,  in  fwift  fucceffion  Hole, 

Glanc’d  at  the  bar,  or  watch’d  the  unfteady  bowl. 

No  fprightly  lads  or  gay  bewitching  maids 
Walk  on  thefe  wades  or  wander  in  thefe  ihades; 

To  other  Ihores  pad  times  beheld  them  go. 

And  fome  are  numbering  in  the  caves  below; 

A  negro  tribe  but  ill  their  place  fupply. 

With  bending  back,  fhort  hair,  and  downcad  eye ; 

A  fwarthy  race  lead  up  the  evening  dance 
Trip  o’er  the  fands  and  dart  the  alluring  alance : 

A  feeble  rampart  guards  the  unlucky  town*. 

Where  banidi’d  Tories  come  to  feek  renown. 

Where  worn-out  fiaves  their  bowls  of  beer  retail; 

And  fun-burnt  drumpets  watch  the  approaching  faiL 
Here  ( fcarce  efcap’d  the  wild  tornado’s  rage) 

Why  fail’d  I  here  to  fwcll  my  future  page ! 

To  thefe  dull  feenes  with  eager  hade  I  came 
To  trace  the  reliques  of  their  ancient  fame. 

Not  worth  the  fearch  ! — what  domes  are  left  to  fall. 

Guns,  gales,  and  earthquakes  lhall  dedroy  them  all— 

All  fhall  be  lod ! — tho’  hods  their  aid  implore. 

The  TWELVE  APOSTLES  *  lhall  proteft  no  more. 

Nor  guardian  heroes  awe  the  impoverifh’d  plain; 

No  pried  lhall  mutter,  and  no  church  remain. 

Nor  this  palmetto  yield  her  evening  Ihade, 

Where  the  dark  negro  his  dull  mufic  play’d. 

Or  cads  his  view  beyond  the  adjacent  drand 
And  points,  dill  grieving,  to  his  native  land. 

Turns  and  returns  from  yonder  murmuring  Ihorie, 

And  pants  for  countries  he  mud  fee  no  more — 

Where  lhall  I  go,  what  Lethe  lhall  I  find 
To  drive  thefe  dark  ideas  from  my  mind  I 
No  buckram  heroes  can  relieve  the  eye. 

And  George'*s  honours  only  raife  a  figh — - 

Ye  mountains  vad,  whofe  heights  the  heaven  fuflain. 
Adieu,  ye  mountains,  and  fair  Kingston’s  plain, 

^  A  called,  oa  the  fide  of  the  harbour  o.ppofite  to  Port-RoyAT, 
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Where  Nature  ftill  the  toils  of  art  tranfcends— 

In  this  dull  fpot  the  enchanting  profpeft  ends; 
Where  burning  lands  are  winged  by  every  blall# 
And  thefe  mean  fabrics  but  entomb  the  paft ; 
Where  want,  and  death,  and  care,  and  grief  relide. 
And  threatening  moons  advance  the  imperious  tide 
Ye  dormy  winds,  awhile  your  wrath  fufpend ; 

Who  leaves  the  land,  a  bottle,  and  a  friend. 

Quits  this  bright  ifle  for  yon’  blue  feas  and  fky. 

Or  even  Port-Royal  quits — without  a  figh  ! 


T  O 


L  Y  D  I  A. 

l"' HUS,  fafe  arriv’d,  (he  greets  the  ftrandj 
And  leaves  her  pilot  for  the  land ; 

But  Lydia,  why  to  deferts  roam. 

And  thus  forfake  your  floating  home ! 

To  what  fond  care  fliall  I  rcfign 
The  bofom,  that  lhall  ne’er  be  mine : 

With  lips,  that  glow  beyond  all  art. 

Oh  I  how  fhall  I  confent  to  part 

Long  may  you  live,  fecure  from  w'oe^ 

Late  dying,  meet  a  calm  repofe. 

And  flowers,  that  in  profufion  grow. 

Bloom  round  your  fteps,  w’^hese’er  you  go« 

On  you  all  eyes  delight  to  gaze. 

All  tongues  are  lavifli  in  your  praife  ; 

With  you  no  beauty  can  compare. 

Nor  Georgia  boaft  one  flower  fo  fair. 

Could  I,  fair  girl,  tranfmit  this  page, 

A  prefent,  to  fome  future  age. 

You  ihould  through  every  poem  fhlae. 

You,  be  ador’d  in  every  line: 

From  Jerjey  coafls  too  loth  to  fail. 

Sighing,  Ihe  left  her  native  vale  ; 

Borne  on  a  flream  that  met  the  main, 

Homeward  fh.e  look’d,  and  look’d  again. 

The  gales  that  blew  from  off  the  land 
Mofl:  wantonly  her  bofom  fann’d. 

And,  while  around  that  heaven  they  flrove, 

Each  whifpering  zephyr  own’d  his  love. 
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As  o’er  the  feas,  with  you  I  Gray’d, 

Tht  holiiie  winds  our  courfe  delay’d. 

But  proud  to  waft  a  charge  fo  fair, 

To  me  were  kind— and  held  you  there. 

I  could  n3t  grieve,  when  you  complain’d 
That  adverfe  gales  our  barque  detain’d 
V/here  teaming  feas  to  mountains  grow 
JFrom  galphs  of  death,  conceal’d  beiow^ 

WJien  travelling  o’er  that  losnely  wave 
T  <  me  your  feverifh  hand  you  gave. 

And  fighino  bade  me  tell  you,  true. 

What  lands  again  would  rife  to  view  ! 

When  night  came  on,  wdth  bluHering  gale, 

”V  ou  fear’d  the  tempell  wmuld  prevail ; 

And  anxious  alk’d,  if  I  was  fore 
T  hat  on  thofe  depths  we  fail’d  fecure  ? 

Delighted  with  a  face  fo  fair 
I  half  forgot  my  weight  of  care. 

The  dangerous  Oioal,  that  fea-ward  runs. 

Encircled  moons,  and  fhrouded  funs. 

W  rh  timorous  heart  and  tearful  eyes 
Yo  !  fiw  the  deeo  Atlantic  rife, 

Sa  .V  Waotry  feas  their  ftorniS  prepare. 

And  w  ept  to  hrd  no  fafety  there. 

Thro  gliout  the  long  December’s  night 
(Wh  le  .:di  your  iaiup  was  burning  bright) 

To  dawn  of  day  from  evening’s  ciofe 
My  peniive  girl  found  no  repofe. 

Then  now,  at  length  arriv’d  from  Tea, 

Con  Tent,  fiir  maid,  to  flay  wdth  me — 

The  barque — fuL  faithful  to  her  freight., 

Shall  hill  on  vour  direcdon  wait. 


Such  cliarms  as  your’s  all  hearts  enga^-cl 
S.vect  fubjedt  of  my  glowing  page, 
Confenc,  before  my  Argo  roves 
To  fun-burnt  iiles  and  favage  groves. 

When  fultry  funs  around  us  glare 
Your  poet,  rdll,  with  fondeft  care. 

To  form  a  lhade,  fome  folds  fhall  fpread 
Of  his  coarfe  ^opfiils  o’er  your  head. 


Vv^aen  round  tlie  haruue  the  billowy  wav* 
Aiid  howli'.ig  winds,  terapcilui^us,  rave. 
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By  caution  rul’d,  the  helm  fhall  guide 
Safely,  our  Argo  o’er  the  tide. 

Whene’er  fome  female  fears  prevail# 

At  your  requeil  I’ll  reef  the  fail, 

Difarm  the  gales  that  rudely  blow. 

And  bring  the  loftiell  canvas  low. 

When  rifing^  to  harrafs  the  main 
Old  Boreas  drives  his  bluftering  train. 
Still  fhall  they  fee,  as  they  purfue. 

Each  tender  care  employ’d  for  you. 

To  all  your  queftions — every  fighl 
I  hill  will  make  a  kind  reply ; 

^ive  all  you  afk,  each  whim  allow. 

And  change  my  hyle  to  thee  and  thoie* 

If  verfe  can  life  to  beauty  give, 

Eor  ages  I  can  make  you  live; 

Eeyond  the  hars,  triumphant,  rife. 
While  Cynthia’s  tomb  neglefted  lies  :  _ 

Upon  that  face  of  mortal  clay 
I  will  fuch  lively  colours  lay. 

That  years  to  come  lhall  join  to  feek 
All  beauty  from  your  modeft  cheek. 

Then,  Lydia,  why  our  barque  forfake  ; 
The  road  to  weftern  defer ts  take  ? 

That  lip — on  which  hung  half  my  blifs : 
Some  favage,  now,  will  bend  to  kifs. 

Some  ruhic  foon,  with  fierce  attack 
Shall  force  his  arms  about  that  neck  ; 
And  you,  perhaps,  will  weeping  come 
To  feek — in  vain — your  floating  home! 


ARGONAUTA 


Or,  The 

LOST  adventurer^ 

A  RUE  to  his  trade — the  Have  of  fortune  Rill-- 
In  a  fweet  ille,  where  never  winter  reigns, 

I  found  him  at  the  foot  of  a  tall  hill. 

Mending  old  fails,  and  chewing  fugar  canes  ; 

Pale  ivy  round  him  grew,  and  mingled  vines. 
Plantains,  bananas  ripe,  and  yellow  pines. 


■  -JOO 
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And  flowering  nlght-fhadc,  with  its  difmal  green, 
Alh-colour'd  iris,  painted  by  the  fun. 

And  fair-hair’d  hyacinth  was  near  him  fcen. 

And  China  pinks  by  marygolds  o’er-run:— 

But  what  (faid  he)  have  men  that  fail  the  fcas, 

**  Ah,  what  have  they  to  do  with  things  like  thcfe  1 

I  did  not  wifh  to  leave  thofe  lhades,  not  I, 

W^here  Amoranda  turns  her  fpinning  wheel  5 
Charm  d  with  the  lhallow  llream,  tnat  murmur’d  by, 
I  felt  as  b.efl  as  any  Twain  could  feel. 

Who,  feeking  nothing  that  the  world  admires. 

On  one  poor  valley  fixM  his  whole  deflres. 

With  rnafcs  fo  trim,  and  fails  as  white  as  fiiow. 

The  painted  barque  deceiv’d  me  from  the  land. 
Pleas’d,  on  her  Tea-beat  decks  I  wifh’d  to  go. 
Mingling  my  labours  with  her  hardy  band  ; 

To  reef  the  iail,  to  guide  the  foaming  prow 
far  as  winds  can  waft,  or  Oceans  flow. 

To  combat  with  the  weaves  who  flrfl;  cflay’d. 

Had.  tilde  gay  groves  his  lightfome  heart  beguil’d. 
His  heart,  attracted  by  the  charming  (hade 
Had  chang’d  the  deep  fea  for  the  woody  wild  ; 

And  fligiited  all  the  gain  that  Neptune  yields 
♦‘For  Damon  s  cottage,  or  FalemoDs  flelds. 

His  barque,  the  bearer  of  a  feeble  crew, 

“  How  could  he  trufl  when  none  had  beeri  to  prove  herf 
Courage  might  fink  when  lands  and  fliores  withdrew. 
And  feeble  hearts  a  thoufuid  deaths  difeover : 

But  FertUudiy  tho’  W'oes  and  death  await, 

Sciii  views  bright  files,  and  leaves  the  dark  to  flute. 


From  monkey  climes  where  limes  and  lemons  grov;/ 
And  the  IWeet  orange  fwells  her  fruit  fo  fair, 

“  1  o  wintry  worlds,  with  heavy  heart,  I  go 
“  To  fl*ce  the  cold  glance  of  the  northern  bear, 

Wnere  lonely  waves,  far  diflant  from  the  fun, 


And  gulphs,  of  mighty  flreng:h,  their  cireuks 


B'lt  how  dlfheartcn'mg  Is  the  wanderer’s  fate  \ 
When  conquer’d  by  the  loud  tempelluous  maht; 


it 


if 


is 


On  him,  no  mourners  in  protefiion  wait. 
Nor  do  the  hflers  of  t*  e  harp  complain  .• 


On  coral  beds  and  delug’d  lands  they  fieep 
♦♦  Who  {ini'  in  floims,  and  ming'e  witii  the  deep. 


«i 
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all — and  who  can  truly  tell 
m?  diiuirb  the  bofom  of  that  malix. 
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What  ravenous  fifli  in  thofe  dark  climates  dwell 
**  That  feaft  on  men — then  flay,  my  gentle  Avain  ! 

Bred  in  yond*  happy  diades,  be  happy  there> 

And  let  tliefe  quiet  groves  claim  all  thy  care/' 

So  rpoke  poor  Ralph,  and  with  a  fmooth  fea  g^lc 
Fled  from  the  magic  of  the  inchanting  Ihore, 

But  whether  winds  or  waters  did  prevail 
I  favv  the  black  Ihip  ne’er  returning  more, 

Though  long  I  walk’d  the  margin  of  the  main. 

And  long  have  look’d, — and  dill  mud  look  in  vain  ^ 
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HROUGtl  fandy  wades  and  Hoods  of  rain 
To  this  dejected  place  I  came. 

Where  fwarthy  nymphs,  in  tatter’d  gowns. 
From  pine^knots  catch  their  ev^ening  dame  t 

Where  barren  oaks,  in  clofe  array. 

With  imournfiil  melody  condole  ; 

Where  no  gay’Yabrics  meet  the  eye. 

Nor  painted  board,  nor  barber’s  pok. 

Thou  town  of  Logs  !  Co  Judly  call’d. 

In  thee  who  halts  at  evening’s,  clofe 
Not  dreams  from  Jove,  but  hods 
Shall  join  to  fweeten  his  rcpofe, 

A  curfe  on  this  dejeded  place 
Where  cold,  and  hot,  and  wet,  and  dry. 

And  ilagnant  ponds  of  ample  fpace 
The  putrid  deams  of  death  fuppJy. 

Since  here  I  pac’d  on  weary  deed 
Ah,  blame  me  not,  diould  I  repine 
That  fprightly  girl,  nor  fociai  bed. 

Nor  jovial  glafs  this  night  is  mine. 

The  landlord,  gorg’d  in  either  eye, 
ijere  drains  his  bottle  to  the  drer>s. 

Or  borrows  Sufin’s  pipe,  while  (hr 
Prepares  the  bacon  and  the  egg.«. 

Jainaica,  that  tn^lres  the  fouh 
In  thefe  abodes  no  time  has  ken 
1  o  dart  its  generous  iriHuence  rautid, 

To  kindle  wit  and  kill  the  fploai. 
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The  fquire  of  this  difheartening  inn 
Affords  to  none  the  generous  bowl, 

Difplays  no  Bacchus  on  the  fign 
To  warm  the  heart  and  cheer  the  foul. 

To  cyder,  drawn  from  tilted  calk. 

While  each  a  fond  attention  paid 
He  griev’d  to  fee  the  empty  flalk. 

Its  fubilance  gone,  its  ftrength  decay’d. 

A  rambling  hag,  in  difmal  notes 
Screech’d  out  a  fong,  to  cheer  my  grief  i 
Two  lads  their  dull  adventures  told, 

A  ihepherd  each — and  each  a  thief. 

Dame  juflice  here  in  rigour  reigns-^ 

Each  has  on  each  the  griping  paw : 

Whoe’er  with  them  a  bargain  makes. 

Scheme  as  he  will,  it  ends  in  law. 

With  fcraps  of  fongs  and  fmutty  words 
Each  lodger  here  adorns  the  walls : 

The  wanton  mufe  no  pencil  gives, 

A  coal  her  mean  idea  fcrawls. 

In  murmuring  llreams  no  chryflal  wave 
To  cheer  the  wretched  hamlet  flows  ; 

But  frowning  to  the  diflant  bog 
Rofanna  with  the  pitcher  goes. 

At  dulk  of  eve  the  tardy  treat 
Was  plac’d  on  board  of  knotty  pine  ^ 

Each  gaping  gaz’d,  to  fee  me  eat 
While  round  me  lay  the  flumbering  fwine, 

Unblefl:  be  flie,  whofe  aukward  hand 
Before  me  laid  the  mouldy  pone  ;* 

May  (he  flill  mifs  the  joyous  kifs. 

Condemn’d  to  fret  and  fleep  alone. 

The  horfe  that  bore  me  on  my  way 
Around  him  cafi:  a  wilhful  eye. 

He  look’d,  and  faw  no  manger  near. 

And  hung  his  head,  and  feem’d  to  figh. 

At  flump  of  pine,  for  want  of  flail. 

All  night,  beneath  a  dripping  tree. 

Not  fed  with  oats,  but  fill’d  with  wind. 

And  buckwheat  flraw,  alone  flood  he. 

*  A  compoiltion  of  Indian  meal  aad  water,  baked  haftily  the  Ire  #1 

a  board  or  hoe. 
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Discourag’d  at  vile  a  treat, 

Yei  pleas’d  to  fee  the  approaching  dawn. 

In  haile,  we  left  this  diTmal  place. 

Nor  Hay’d  to  drink  their  dQa.v yoj^pon.*‘ 

M^V  never  weary  pilgrim  here 
(Unlefs  for  penance  he’s  equipt) 

Be  forc’d  .o  pafs  his  Jre  iry  night,  ‘ 

Or  doom’d  to  fleep  where  L  have  ilept. 

*  A  iTirub  leaf,  frequertly  ufed  in  the  interior  parts  of  Carolina  as  a  fiibftitiste 

fcr-"’-  I  ' 
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N  E  AV  S  M  A  N’s  A  D  D  R  E  3  S. 

Old  Eigmty  Five  difcharg’d  and  gone, 

Aiotncx^  v;  ar  :es  i:  ilening  on 
I'o  quit  u,  Ai  s  turn  ' 

With  ouifpread  vings  and  running  glafs 
Thus  Ti  me’s  deluding  feafons  pafs. 

And  leave  mankind  to  mourn. 

But  Hrains  like  this  add  grief  to  grief;  — 

We  are  the  lads  that  give  relief 
With  fprightly  wit  and  merry  lay; 

Oar  various  page  to  all  imparts 
Amufernent  ht  for  focial  hearts. 

And  drives  the  mQndQr,JpIee/r,  away. 

Abroad  our  leaves  of  knowledge  fly. 

And  twic"  a  week  they  live  and  die ; 

S  .*;»rt  feafon  of  repofe  ! 

Fair  to  your  view  our  toils  difplay 
Tiie  monarch’s  aim,  what  patriots  fay. 

Or  fons  of  art  difclofe  : 

Whate’er  the  barque  of  commerce  brino-s 
From  filler  States,  or  foreign  kings,  ^ 

No  atom  we  conceal: 

All  Europe’s  prints  we  hourly  drain. 

All  Afia’s  news  our  leaves  contain. 

And  round  our  world  we  deal, 

!f  filfhoods  f.mietimes  prompt  your  fcars^ 
iv ad  ^nVrrid  news  from  proud  Algiers, 

That  gives  our  tars  fuch  pain ; 

Remember  ail  raufl  hat^e  their  {hare, 

And  ail  the  world  was  made  for  care, 

I  AC  monarch  and  the  fwain. 
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If  Brltifh  Ifles  (that  once  were  free. 

In  Indian  feas,  to  you  and  me) 

All  entrance  Hill  rellrain. 

Why  let  them  ftarve  with  all  their  holl 
When  Britiih  pride  gives  up  the  ghoft. 

And  courts  our  aid  in  vain. 

We  fondly  hope  fome  future  year 
Will  all  our  clouded  profpe£ls  clear. 

And  commerce  flretch  her  wings; 

New  tracks  of  trade  new  wealth  difclofe. 

While  round  the  globe  our  ftandard  go» 

In  Ipite  of  growling  kings. 

Materials  thus  together  drawn 
To  tell  you  how  the  world  goes  on 
May  furely  claim  regard ; 

One  fimple  word  we  mean  to  fay. 

This  is  our  jovial  New  Year’s  day. 

And  now,  our  toils  reward. 

i,  ->!■ '  ■■  ■!  , . . , ,  u,  !rwe==5g 

On  the  Legislature  ^/'Great-Britain 

PROHIBITING  the  SALE 

Of  Do£l.  David  Ramsay’s  Hiftory  of  the  Revolution 
of  South-Carolina,  in  London.— 

Some  bold  bully  Davofouy  expert  in  abufing,^ 

Having  pafs’d  all  his  life  in  the  praftice  of  bruifing. 

At  laft,  when  he  thinks  to  reform  and  repent. 

And  wifhes  his  days  had  been  fobcrly  fpent. 

Though  a  courfe  of  contrition  in  earneil  begins. 

He  fcarcely  can  bear  to  be  told  of  his  fins. 

So,  the  Britilh,  worn  out  with  their  wars  in  the  weft, 
(Where  burning  and  murder  their  prowefs  confeft,) 

When  at  laft  they  agreed  ’twas  in  vain  to  contend, 

(For  the  days  of  their  thieving  were  come  to  an  end) 

They  got  their  hijiorians  to  fcribble  and  flatter. 

And  fooliftiiy  thought  they  could  hufh  up  the  matter. 

But  Ramsay  arofe,  and  with  truth  on  his  fide. 

Has  told  to  the  world  what  they  labour’d  to  hide. 

With  his  pen  of  difTc^lion,  and  pointed  with  fteel. 

If  they  ne’er  before  felt — he  has  taught  them  to  feel, 
Themfelves  and  their  projefls  has  truly  defin’d. 

And  drag’d  them  to  blufh  at  the  bar  of  mankind. 

As  the  author,  his  friclids,  and  the  world  might  expeft^ 
They  have  treated  his  \vork  with  a  furly  negled ; 
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In  reply  to  his  reafon  they  fplutter  and  rail. 
And,  prompted  by  malice,  prohibit  the  fale. 
But,  alas  !  their  chafti^ement  is  only  begun- 
thirteen  are  the  ftates — and  the  tale  is  of  one  ; 


When  the  yet  remaining  their  dories  have  told. 

The  king  will  run  mad — and  the  Book  will  be  sold* 


LITERARY  IMPORTATION. 


J*  JoWEVER  we  wrangled  with  Britain  awhile 
We  think  of  her  now  in  a  different  ftile. 

And  many  fine  things  we  receive  from  her  ifle ; 
Among  all  the  reft. 

Some  demon  poffefs’d 

Our  dealers  in  knowledge  and  fellers  of  fenfe 
To  have  a  good  bijhop  imported  from  thence. 

The  words  of  Sam  Chandler  were  thought  to  be  vain. 
When  he  argued  fo  often  and  prov’d  it  fo  plain 
That  Satan  muft  flourilh  till  biftiops  Ihould  reign 
Tho'  he  went  to  the  wall 
With  his  projefl  and  all. 

Another  bold  Sammy,  in  bifhop’s  array. 

Has  got  fomething  more  than  his  pains  for  his  pay. 

It  feems  wc  had  fpirit  to  humble  a.  throne. 

Have  genius  for  fcience  inferior  to  none. 

But  never  encourage  a  plant  of  our  own  : 

If  a  college  be  plannM, 

’Tis  all  at  a  ftand 

*Till  to  Europe  v/e  fend  at  a  fkameful  expence. 

To  bring  us  a  pedant  to  teach  us  fome  fenfe. 


Can  we  never  be  thought  to  have  learning  or  gra^e 
Unlefs  it  be  brought  from  that  horrible  place 
Where  tyranny  reigns  with  her  impudent  face. 

And  popes  and  pretenders. 

And  ily  faith-defenders 

Have  ever  been  hoftile  to  reafon  and  wit, 

Enftaving  a  world  that  fhall  conquer  them  yet. 

^Tis  a  folly  to  fret  at  the  pi61nre  I  draw,; 

..And  I  fay  what  was  faid  by  a  DoBor.MagraTV  ; 

^  Fi  they  give  u-.  their  teachers,  they’ll  give  us  their  law.’’ 
How  that  will  'Rffrce 
'With  fuch  peonl-;  as  we, 

I  leave  to  the  leirn’d  to  refietl  on  awhile. 

And  lay  what  Lhey  think  la  a  hahdfomcr  ftile. 
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Englishman’s  complaint. 

_,nLRRrVJN.G  from  Britain  with  cargo  fo  nice 
Once  more  have  I  touch’d  at  thefe  regions  of  rice  ! 

Jjear  AJhley,  with  phaf'ire  thy  fiream  I  reviv-w ; 

But  how  chang’d  are  thefe  pl'ains  that  we  wilh’d  to  fubdue. 

If  through  the  wild  woods  he  extended  his  reign. 

And  death  and  the  doctor  were  both  in  his  train, 

Cornwallis ^  no  longer  didurbs  your  renofe. 

Id  s  loidfhip  is  dead,  or  at  lead  in  a  doiie. 

By  Sullinjan  s  illand  how  ijuiet  we  T5afs  y 

Fort  Julmfon  no  longer  falutes  us,  alas  ! _ 

^  he  feafon  has  been  you  did  nothing  but  mourn. 

But  now  you  will  laugh  at  a  Briton’s  return! 

Indead  of  gay  foldiers  that  walk’d  the  parade. 

Here  is  nothing  but  draymen  and  people  in  trade ; 

In  dead  of  our  navy  that  thunder’d  around. 

Here  is  nothing  but  Ihips  without  guns  to  be  found. 

In  dead  of  lord  IRawdon  and  Nejhit-t  Balfour y 
Whofe  names  and  whofe  notions  you  cannot  endure. 

But  whom  in  their  glory  you  could  not  forget 
When  pud  d  by  the  froth  of  tne  Boyal  Gazette i 

fndead  of  thofe  tyrants,  who  homewards  have  flown, 

This  country  is  rul’d  by  a  race  of  its  own. 

Whom  once  we  could  jaugh  at — but  now  we  mud  fay 
Seem  rifing  to  be  in  a  handfomer  way. 

To  us  and  our  ifland  eternally  foes. 

How  tedious  you  are  in  forgetting  yem’  woes, 
our  plunder’d  plantations  you  dill  will  re  neniber, 

/iltho’we  have  le^c  you — ihrss  years  la:'}  December, 


E 
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3,3  Ichools  un'  ^ng’il,  from  fborce  he  drew 
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Foe  to  all  bafenefs,  not  afraid  to  ihame 
The  little  tyrant  that  ufurp’d  his  claim: 

Bound  to  no  feed,  no  fyflems  to  defend. 

He  lov’d  his  jell,  a  female,  and  his  friend: — 

The  tale  well  tcld,  to  each  occaiion  ht. 

In  him  was  nature — and  that  nature  wit: 

Alike  £0  pride  a  id  vvild  ambition  dumb 
He  faw  no  terrors  in  the  world  to  come. 

But,  fiightins-  fopliills  and  their  dimfy  aid. 

To  God  and  ileafon  left  the  works  they  made. 

In  ch.xe  of  fortune,  half  his  life  was  whim. 

Yet  firtime  faw  nc  fycophant  in  him  ; 

Bold,  open,  free,  the  world  he  call’d  his  own. 

But  wkh’d  no  wealth  that  coft  a  wretch  a  groan-— 

Too  focial  Bell  1*  in  ethers  fo  refin’d. 

One  fne.king  -viriue  ne’er  poflefs’d  your  mind- — 

Had  Pniden:e  only  held  her  {hare  of  fway. 

Still  had  your  cup  been  full,  yourfelf  been  gay  ! 

But  while  we  laugh’d,  and  while  the  glafs  went  round. 
The  lamp  was  darken’d — and  no  lielp  was  found  ; 

On  dillant  fiiorcs  you  died,  where  none  ihall  tell 
‘^PIere  rest  the  virtues  and  the  wit  of  Bell.’’ 


*  Mr.  Robert  Bell,  the  celebrated  hymonrift  and  truly  philanthropic 
Bookfeiler,  formerly  of  Philadelphia. 


TERRA  VULPINA. 


\ERE  fond  reniembrance  flampt  her  much  lov’d  names. 
Here  boafis  the  foil  its  London  and  its  Thames; 

Through  ail  her  fhores  commodious  ports  abound. 

Clear  How  the  waters  of  the  unequal  ground; 

Cold  nipping  winds  a  lengthen’d  winter  brino-. 

Late  rife  the  products  of  the  unwilling  fprin^^,  / 

The  imp  )veri[hT(  fields  the  labourer’s  pains  diforace  ' 

And  hawks  and  vultures  feream  through  all  the^place; 

'The  broken  foil  a  nervous  breed  requires 

V7here  the  rough  glebe  no  generous  crops  admires— 

Dame  Nature  meanly  did  her  gifts  impart. 

But  i miles  to  Le  how  much  is  forc’d  by  art. 

As  Boreas  keen,  '.vho  guides  their  wintry  reign. 

All  botv  to  lucre,  all  are  bent  on  gain. 

In  coataft  cio'^-  {.k-^ir  neeVt  abodes  are  thrown. 


every  mile,  its  tOvvn; 


Its  ho afcj  c.ic  a  :i 

With  gii'.tm-ing  tplre  the  frequent  church  is  feen. 
Sacred  to  f/.T  tPat  taught  them  to  be  keen, 

Where  node  cri:.!  lumfL.ih  (always  Ibcki)  join 

beardkis  prieds  fro.n  wkite-oak  pulpits  whine, 


poems  on  several  occasiohs. 

Where  mobs  of  deacons  awe  the  ungodly  wight 

And  heirs  black  mailer  meets  the  unequal  fight _ 

Eternal  fquabblings  greafe  the  lawyer^s  paw. 

All  have  their  fuits,  and  all  have  fiudied  Law  : 

With  tongue,  that  Art  and  Nature  taught  to  I'peak, 
Some  rave  in  Latin,  fome  difpute  in  Greek  : 

Proud  of  their  -parts,  in  ancient  lore  they  Ihine, 

And  one  month’s  ftudy  makes  a  learn’d  Divine; 

Bards  of  huge  fame  in  every  hamlet  rife 
Each  (in  idea)  of  Virgilian  fize: 

Even  beardlefs  lads  a  rhyming  knack  difplay^— 

Iliads  begun,  and  finiih’d  in  a  day! 

Knymes,  that  of  old  on  Blackmore’s  wheel  were  Ipun, 
Come  rattling  down  on  Greenfield’s  reverend  fon ; 
Madly  preium’d  time’s  vortex  to  defy  * 

Tilings  born  to  live  an  hour-then  fqueak  and  die. 

Some,  to  grow  rich,  through  Indian  forells  roam. 
Some  deem  it  bell  to  day  and  thrive  at  home  : 

In  fpite  of  all  the  pried  and  fquire  can  fay, 

This  world — this  wicked  world — will  have  its  way; 
Honed  through  fear,  religious  by  condraint. 

How  hard  to  tell  the  diarper  from  the  faint  ^ — 
bond  or  difeourfe,  with  deep  defigning  views 
They  pump  the  unwary  traveller  of  his  news ; 

Fond  of  that  news,  but  fonder  to  be  paid 
Each  houfe  a  tav^ern,  claims  a  tavern’s  trade. 

While  he  that  comes  as  furely  hears  them  praife 
The  HOSPITALITY  of  modern  days. 

Vet,  b  rave  in  arms,  of  enterprizlng  foul. 

They  tempt  old  Neptune  to  the  fartheP:  pole. 

In  learning’s  walks  explore  the  mazy  way 
(For  genius  there  has  died  his  golden  ray) 

In  war’s  bold  art  tlirough  many  a  conted  try’d 
True  to  thenifelves,  they  took  the  nobler  fide. 

And  party  feuds  forgot,  join’d  to  agree 
That  power  alone  fupreme— that  left  them  free. 


H  “A  T  T  E  R  A  S. 


Xn  Fathoms  five  the  anchor  gone  ; 
While  here  we  furl  the  fail. 

No  longer  vainly  labouring  on 
Againd  the  wedern  gale  : 

While  here  thy  bare  and  barren  cliffs, 

O  Hatter  AS,  I  furvey. 

And  fhallow  grounds  and  broken  reefs—? 
What  fhall  confole  my  day ! 
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The  dangerous  fhoal,  that  breaks  the  wave 
In  columns  to  the  Iky  ; 

The  tempefts  black,  that  hourly  rave. 

Portend  all  danger  nigh  : 

Sad  are  my  dreams*on  ocean's  verge  i 
The  Atlantic  round  me  flows. 

Upon  whole  ancient  angry  furge 
No  traveller  finds  repole  I 

The  Pilot  comes! — from  yonder  fands^ 

He  Ihoves  his  barque,  fo  frail. 

And  hurrying  on,  with  bufy  hands. 

Employs  both  oar  and  fail. 

Beneath  this  rude  unfettled  iky 
Condemn'd  to  pafs  his  years. 

No  other  fhores  delight  his  eye. 

No  foe  alarms  his  fears. 

In  depths  of  woods  his  hut  he  builds. 

Devoted  to  repofe, 

And,  blooming,  in  the  barren  wilds 
His  little  garden  grows  : 

His  wedded  nymph,  of  fallow  huc> 

No  mingled  colours  grace — 

For  her  he  toils — to  her  is  true. 

The  captive  of  her  face. 

Kind  Nature  here,  to  make  him  blef. 

No  quiet  harbour  plann'd; 

And  poverty — his  conftant  guell. 

Retrains  the  pirate  band : 

His  hopes  are  all  in  yonder  flock. 

Or  fome  few  hives  of  bees, 

Except,  when  bound  for  OcRA.cocic, 

Some  gliding  barque  he  fees  : 

His  Catharine  then  he  quits  with  grief. 

And  fpreads  his  tottering  fails, 
y/hile,  waving  high  her  handkerchief. 

Her  commodore  Ihe  hails : 

She  grieves,  and  fears  to  fee  no  more 
The  fail  that  now  forfakes, 

From  Hatter  as’  fands  to  banks  of  Core 
Such  tedious  journies  takes  I 

Fond  nymph  !  your  fighs  arc  heav'd  in  vain  5 
Reftrain  thofe  idle  fears  : 

Can  you — that  fliould  relieve  his  pain — * 

Thus  kill  him  with  your  tears  I 
Can  abfence,  thus,  beget  regard. 

Or  does  it  only  feem  ? 
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He  comes  to  meet  a  Wandering  bard 
*1  hat  fieers  for  Ashley^s  ilreani. 

Though  dlfappointed  in  his  views. 
Not  joylcL  will  we  part; 

Nor  (hail  the  god  of  mirth  rcfufe 

I'he  BALSAM  OF  THE  HEART; 

No  niggard  key  fliali  lock  up  joy— 

I  "I'  give  him  half  my  flore 
AVill  he  but  half  his  Ikill  employ 
To  guard  us  from  your  lliore. 

Should  eaherii  gales  once  more  awake. 
No  fifety  will  be  here  : — 

Alack  !  I  fee  the  billows  break. 

Wild  tempers  hovering  near: 

Before  the  bellowing  feas  begin. 

'1‘heir  comli6l  with  the  land. 

Go,  pilot,  go — your  Catharine  join. 
That  waits  on  yonder  land. 


THE 


NEWSMONGER 

infeft  lives  among;  mankind 
For  what  wife  ends  by  fate  dehgnM, 

I  never  yet  could  clearly  hnd : 

In  pain  for  all,  and  thank’d  by  none. 

And  mod  perplex’d  when  moft  alone. 

No  regards  him,  or  die  throne. 

Beneath  a  dully  rooF  redrain’d. 

To  one  dark  fpot  forever  chain’d. 

His  ink  is  to  the  bottom  drain’d. 

The  flowers  that  deck  the  fummer  field, 

The  vernal  bloom  that  frod  conceal’d, 
lo  him  no  ij,iark  of  pleafure  yield. 

His  days  are  one  continual  whim  : 

The  feafons  change,  but  not  for  iiim. 

On  foreign  prints  his  eyes  grow  dim. 

He  life  fupports  on  felf  edeorn, 

He  plans,  contrives,  and  lia/cs  by  feheme. 

And  fpoiis  good  paper-— 'met ny  a  ream. 
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Dlilreft  for  thofe  he  never  faw — 

Of  kings  and  princes  not  in  awe 
He  fcorns  their  mandates,  and  their  law. 

Relief  he  finds  for  others*  woes. 

The  wants  of  all  the  world  he  knows,— 

His  boots  are  only  out  at  toes. 

ITow  Europe’s  feuds  employ  his  brains. 

Now  Afia’s  news  his  head  contains-- 
Uui;  iSA  iiis  labour  for  his  pains. 

Tha  river  Scheldt  he  opens  wide, 

A  id  yofephA  fhips  in  triumph  ride-- - 

The  Dutchmen  are  not  on  his  fiae. 

On  great  affiiirs  condemn’d  to  fret, 

The  interefl  on  our  foreign  debt 
He  hopes  good  Louis  may  forget, 

fears  the  Bank  will  hurt  our  trade. 

And  fall  it  muft,  without  his  aid — 

And  yet  his  barber  goes  unpaid. 

Our  wedern  ports  (that  Britons  keep 
In  fpite  of  treaties)  break  his  fleep; 

He  plans  their  conqueft  at  one  fweep. 

He  grumbles  at  the  price  of  flour. 

Then  mourns  and  mutters  many  an  hour 
I'hat  Congress  have  fo  little  power. 

Altho’  he  has  no  fhips  to  lofe 
The  Alorerines  he  dares  abufe. 

And  longs  to  hear  fome  better  news. 

The  French,  he  thinks,  will  foon  prepare-  \ 

To  undertake  fome  grand  affair: 

**  So  ’tis  but  war  we  need  not  care.’’ 

Where  Mijtjjtppi  laves  the  plain. 

He  hopes  the  bold  Kentucky  iwain 
Will  feize  her  forts  ajid.  plague  old  Spain 

Such  morning  wf  ims,  fac.h  evening  dreams  If 
Through  long  dull  nights  he  plauns  odd  fciiemcs 
To  difpofTefs  her  of  thofe  rtreams. 

He  prophefies  the  time  muft  come 
When  few  will  drink  Weft-India  rum — 

Our  fpirits  will  be  proof  at  home. 


pz 


POEi\fS  ON  SEVERAL  OCCASIONS. 


The  tories  on  New  Scotland’s  coad. 

He  deems  may  all  their  freedoin  boaft 
In  half  a  century- — at  moll. 

Then  fhalces  his  head,  and  fhifts  the  fcene> 
Talks  much  about  the  emprefs  cjneen. 

And  wonders  what  the  Germans  mean. 

He  doubts,  and  frets,  and  feems  afraid 
The  States  will  lofe  by  China  trade. 

Since  dollars  for  their  tea  arc  paid; 

Then  hopes  that  by  the  month  of  Jun^ 

Lunar di  in  his  new  balloon 

Will  make  a  journey  to  the  moon. 

Thus  all  the  bufinefs  of  mankind. 

And  all  the  follies  we  might  find 
Are  huddled  in  his  crazy  mind ; 


’Till  doom’d  to  think  of  new'  affairs. 

At  lall  with  death  he  walks  down  Hairs, 
And  leaves — the  wide  w^orld  to  his  iieirs. 


CHARITY  A-LA-M  ODE. 


Jp  ROM  fouthern  ports  a  wandering  velTcl  came 
’I'hat  from  her  fize  or  looks  fmall  note  could  claim  , 
Her  freight  difeharg’d,  compell’d  in  port  to  Hay  ^ 
Long  by  the  walls  this  empty  veffel  lay. 

In  vain  the  captain  fcratcliM^iilh  fapient  fcull 
And  flufh’d  her  mails  and  furbilh’d  up  her  hull  j 
No  fails  to  trim,  no  work  but  making  grog, 

Penfivc  he  fate — and  figh’d  to  heave  the  log  : 

In  vain  he  fearch’d,  and  ilopt  up  every  leak. 

And  advertis’d  his  barque  from  week  to  week— 

All  would  not  do! — the  dock  was  Hill  her  late. 

Idle  the  maHer,  out  of  w^ork  the  mate. 

No  freight  appear’d,  no  charter,  no  employ. 

Deaf  were  the  Hiippers,  and  th-e  merchants  coy ; 
While,  with  the  tide,  (he  lay  to  rife  and  fall 
Lhe  wharfinger,  ’tw'as  thought,  would  have  her — alh 
At  length,  a  man  who  had  much  gold  in  flock. 
One  morning  fair,  came  waddling  to  the  dock, 
Addrcls’d  the  captain,  as  he  pcnlu  e  fate. 

And  cry’d — What  fay  you,  friend y  ^vilt  take  a  freight  f 
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Take  it!  (faid  Jonas)  take  it  ! — that  I  *will^- 
Take  it  as  quick  as  patient  takes  a  pill: 

This  idle  lifers  the  'very  njuorfi  difeafct 

But  let  me  kno^Aj  your  terms  y  Sir,  if  you  pleaft. 

My  terms  are  To  and  fo’’ — (the  man  replyM), 

What!  fx~peuce  lefs  than  all  the  'vuorld  hefde! 

What  reafon  can  he  giueny  I  humbly  ajk  P — 

That  fix-pence  Jhould  be  clipp^ d  from  every  cajk?-^ 

Five  /hillings  ( truft  me )  is  the  ufual  freight y 
And  given  by  every  Jhipfer  in  the  fate! 

That  may  be  fo! — (the  mifer  faid,  mod;  cooi) 

And  ^et,  there’s  one  exception  to  the  rale  ; 

If  you’re  averfe,  there’s  hundreds  will  agree: — . 

This  six-pence  sav’d  is  meant  for  Charitv: 

My  terms  are  good — you  can’t  be  angry,  fure ; 

This  fix-pence,  filch’d  from  you — shall  bless  the  poor!” 


THE 


MINSTREL’S  COMPLAINT. 


O  Play  for  Pomposo  I  find  is  in  vain  : 
Himfelf  and  his  houfe  are  averjfe  to  my  firain. 

So  I  and  my  dog  will  be  trudging  again: 

A  fiddler  he  has  in  his  garret,  they  fay, 

Who  little  or  nothing  that’s  clever  can  play  ; 

With  a  forrowful  free 
He  can  ^thrum  on  the  bafs. 

And  might  do  pretty  well  on  a  funeral  day; 

Now  his  fiddle  is  broke — 

How  Pompofo  would  look 
To  be  hurried  away,  by  no  mufic  attended. 

Should  he  happen  to  die  ere  the  bauble  is  mended. 


The  village  all  knew  it,  and  car’d  not  a  pin — 
The  night  was  fo  cold  and  my  coat  was  fo  thin. 
That  I  fhook  like  a  leaf  when  the  ladies  came  in ; 

.  They  thought  it  a  joke 
That  the  fiddle  was  broke, 

Bat  never  once  offer’d  the  firings  to  repair, 

And  begg  d  of  Ap-bHENKiN  to  give  tiicni  an  air. 


Ap-Shenkin  began  in  fo  difmal  a  tone 
All  thought  he  had  better  have  let  it  alone  • 

When  the^guefts  were  to  dance  they  did  nothing  but 
Old  captain  O’Blunder  ® 

Was  brim-full  of  wonde-r. 


groan 
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And  laid,  my  dear  boy  fuch  a  wbiiiing  you  keep, 
you  have  hit  on  a  tune  that  will  put  us  to  fleepf 

Yet  IHII  he  went  on,  to  our  utter  furprize. 

And  fung  ’till  the  ladles  had  tears  in  their  eyes. 

And  Bunpn,  we  thought,  had  return’d  in  difguilc : 
Vve  waited  fo  long 

—  of  his  fong 

at  moft  of  us  thoiiglit  he  would  never  conclude 
His  mufes  were  in  fuch  a  mufical  mood, 
lu  Uiities  ne^iuno-  that  are  fairly  worn  out, 

that  were  cornpafsM  about 
i^oman,  had  put  to  the  rout— 

Wc  all  were  in  pain 

To  attciid  them  ac^aia 

For  ten  times  before  we  had  heard  them  at  leaft. 
And  far  better  told  by  the  nurih  and  the  prieilr. 

i. 


THE 


WINTRY  PROSPECT. 


^  RO?vI  Hudfon’s  cold,  cono'ea-lng  Ifreant 
As  winter  comes,  I  take  my  way 
^  here  other  funs  prompt  other  dreams. 
And  fliades,  lefs  willing  to  decay. 

Beget  new  feelings  in  the  heart  ' 

Bid  fpl  ecu’s  dejeciive  crew  depart. 

And  wake  the  fprightly  lay. 

Good-natnr’d  Neptune,  now  fo  mild. 

Line  rage  a/leep  or  madnefs  chalnhl. 

By  dreams  amus’d  or  love  beguil’d, 

Sleep  on,  ’till  we  our  port  have  ^airiM. 

The  gentle  breeze  that  curls  t.he''dcep 
Shall  paint  a  f  ncr  dream  on  fieep  ; 

Ve  nymphs,  that  haunt  his  grottoes  low 
Where  fea-p  reen  trees  of  coral  o-row, 

No  tumults  make 
Left  he  rnould  wake. 

And  thus  the  pafiin^  fhade  betray 
The  fiils  that  o’er  his  waters  ftrav. 


Sunk  is  the  fun  from  yonder  hill : 
The  noify  day  is  pafv, 

The  breeze  decays,  and  rdl  is  ftill. 
As  all  fhall  be  at  laft  ! 
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The  murmurino:  on  the  diftant  fhore. 
The  dying  wave  is  all  I  hear ; 

The  yellow  helds  now  dilappear. 

No  oaintcd  butterflies  are  near. 

And  laughing  folly  plagues  no  more. 
The  woods  that  deck  yon’  fading  wade, 
That  every  wanton  gale  embrac’d 
Ere  fammer  yet  made  hafte  to  iiy — 

H  jw  fmit  with  frofl  the  pride  of  June  ! 
How  loid  to  me  1  how  very  foon 
The  fairy  profpefts  die  1 
Condemn’d  to  yield  to  winter’s  froke. 


I.ow  in  the  dufi:  the  embowering  oak 
Has  bid  that  fading  leaf  dclcend  : 
I'tielr  diort-liv’d  verdure  at  an  end. 
How  dcfclate  the  forehs  feem. 
Beneath  whofe  lhade 


The  ifand  maid 


Was  once  fo  fond  to  dream !  " 


What  now  is  left  of  all  that  won 
The  note  of  mirth  while  furnmer  hay’d  : 
The  birds  that  fported  in  the  fun. 

The  fport  is  paft  ,  the  fong  is  done. 

And  hfature’s  naked  forms  declare, 

Tne  froze  1  vale,  the  mountain  bare 
Perfuafively,  tho’  fiient,  tell, 
d’hat,  at  the  befl. 

They  v/ere  hnt  dreh 
In  vehmenls  for  the  funeral  bell ! 

Now^  wniie  I  Hread  the  adventurous  fail 
To  catch  the  breeze  from  yonder  hill, 
vSay.  -vVaat  does  all  tins  fidnefs  mean 
Wiiy  grieve  to  pifs  the  watery  feene — 

Is  happinefs  to  p.ace  confn’d  ? 

No' — planted  only  in  the  mind 
She  meets  her  votary  where  he  will : 

But  life  is  pain — whit  ills  mud  try, 

What  ma//c'i^  dark  and  calumny^ 

Old  Sbad^-ach  with  h‘s  jaundic’d  eye. 

And  Jlander,  with  her  tale  bep-un  { 

Bold  ignorance,  with  forward  air, 

A'd  coivarcikc.  that  lias  no  flnare 
In  honours  gain’d  or  trophies  won. 

To  thefe  fuccced  (and  thefe  are  few 
Of  earth’s  unfeemly  fallen  crew) 

Unibciai  pride  and  cold  difguji, 

Servility,  that  licks  the  dud ; 
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Unknown  to  haunt  the  human  brealJ 
When  Nature  there  her  throne  pofTefs’d  : 

But  vanifh^d  is  her  identic  reign, 

And  monfters  have  dethrone  that  queen 
Who  charm’d  the  foul  to  rell : 

Wiiat  Century  ihall  reiiore  that  age 
When  palTion,  rul’d  by  reafon’s  page. 

Made  happinefs  no  empty  found _ 

The  golden  age,  that  pleas’d  fo  well  ?— 

The  MIND  that  made  it  Ihall  not  tell 
To  thofe  on  life’s  uncertain  road. 

Where  loft  in  folly’s  idle  round, 

at  Ihall  ne’er  be  found 

E  PRESS  TO  ONE  ABODE  ! 


female  caprice 


OR,  THE 

S  T  U  D  E  N  T’s  COMPLAINT. 


I 


^  .T  was,  you  inuft  own,  a  moft  pitiful  thing, 

I'hat  we  mull  commence,  and  no  ladies  would^fno-  f 
So  long  at  our  ftudies,  and  poring  on  Greek, 

And  Logic,  and  Latin,  and  learning  to  /peak, 

And  not  im return  for  our  trouble  and  pains. 

Not  a  quaver  to  have  of  their  holiday  ftrains. 

Was  hard  in  extreme— and  I’m  forry  to  find 
No  reafon  as  yet  for  their  malice  affign’d. 

Though  tutor’d  by  Law,*  who  is  mufic’s  delight. 

They  have  not  a  fmgle  idea  of  right. 

Or  elfe  I  prefuine  they  had  furely  beftow’d 
Some  elegant  lira  ins  on  the  elegant  ode  / 

The  poet,  poor  fellow,  no  doubt  had  his  fliare 
Of  trouble  and  thinking,  his  lines  to  prepare. 

And  then  to  negle^fl  them  and  fall  in  a  pet,  ^ 

Was  fuen  an  affront  as  he’ll  nevei  forget. 

Hereafter  commencing,  to  punifh  tlie  fex. 

With  Latin  and  Logic  their  noddles  wee’ll  vex. 

In  dark  metapliyiics  we’ll  rattle  away, 

Nor  ihali  tney  be  wifer  for  all  w'e  may  fav  ; 

No  witty  orations  ftiall  tempt  them  to  fmile. 

But  after  haranguing  on  nothing  awhile, 

Wc  II  fend  them  invay  juft  as  dull  as  they  came ; 

And  year  after  yc;;r  it  iliall  iliil  be  the  iame^ 

Tin  each  cruel  creature  relents — and  agrees 

To  cry  o'U— Dear  reliows,  we’ll  fing  wlirit  vou  pleafcd 
^  i  hi,’  Key.  AudvvW  Liw.  ProtcHbr  ot'  Muiic, 


POEMS  ON  SEVERAL  OCCASIONS. 


THE 

INVALID. 

O^ER  barren  hills  and  defer t  plains 
Mambrino  made  a  fvvift  retreat. 

Rode  day  and  night  through  winds  and  rains 
To  fly  the  doom  he  fear’d  to  meet  : 

Refolv’d,  he  left  our  cool  fea-breeze 
In  mineral  fp rings  to  drown  difeafe. 

And  oh! — (he  cry’d)  in  prime xij'  days 
I  <u)it'h  death  my  lodging  keep — 

On  yonder  fun  no  longer  gaze-^ 

Is  Nature  blind  or  Fate  ajleep — 

What  ha-ve  I  done — ^Jjhat  Jhall  1  fay  P 
f’o  mineral fprings  Fll  hafte  aauay  F^ 

Though  death  purfued  with  all  his  might. 

The  walled  youth,  when  he  got  there 
Drank  rum  all  day,  play’d  whifl  all  night. 

Hoping  the  waters  would  repair 
His  meagre  carcafe,  doom’d  to  bring 
Dellrudlion  from  the  mli»eral  fpringl 

Ye  Tons  of  Bacchus,  briHc  and  gay. 

Blame  not  the  i-^alth-relloring  wave  : 

How  can  thofe  ftreams  prevent  deca>^ 

Or  better  ilreams  from  ruin  lave 
When  you  miflake  thofe  tempting  things, 

The  landlord’s  flasks — for  mineral  lpriri?:>. 


THE 


DRUNKEN  SOLDIER 

(a  P.irody,) 

In  a  hovel  forlorn,  riot  a  mile  from  his  teat. 

Poor  Trim  fat  dillradled  with  care  ; 

He  look’d  at  his  bottle,  and  ftw  it  MIf  fnenH- 
And  gave  hitnfelf  up  to  defpair. 

The  Walls  of  his  huU  were  befpatter’d  around 
With  the  grog  he  had  vomited  up  ; 

And  even  the  dirt,  and  the  grais  on  the  ground 
Were  bedew’d  with  the  dregs  of  Ills  cup? 
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<( 


The  houfcwife  beheld  through  a  hole  in  the  wall 
Him  weeping,  his  whificey  half  done, 

^e  curPd  him,  his  liquor,  his  bottle,  and  all. 

Thus  warning  the  man  of  the  o  un: 

"  O  Trim,  do  forbear ;  not  a  grunt,  not  a  fwear 
”  b  or  your  grog  fo  delcrvedly  loft  ; 

r.  bones  lha:l  be  broke;  I  will  put  uo  my  prayer. 
And  the  anfwer  fhall  be  to  your  coft.  ^ 

i 

"  The  boys  of  the  barracks,  thofe  foldiers  fo  bold, 

"  Of  gaming  have  hnilh’d  their  talk. 

And  fuch  is  the  news,  it  is  currently  told. 

They  are  coming  to  drink  out  your  ilaUc; 

A  council  was  held  ere  your  eyes  were  awake. 

And  this  was  the  captain’s  decree. 

That,  when  it  is  emptied,  the  bottle  mull  break, 

**  And  the  charge  is  entrulled  to  med^ 

To  the  broomftick  llraightway,  like  a  fury,  Ihe  hew: 
But  he  with  his  bottle  began. 

And  faid,  Shut  the  door,  let  me  touch  it  once  more. 
And  then — -they  may  drink,  if  they  can.’’ — 

With  a  circle  of  black  flie  encompafs’d  his  eyes ; 

At  lafl  into  llLimbers  he  funk. 

Then  Hie  laid  him  down  fnug,  led  the  light  of  his  jug 
Should  tempt  him  rigain  to  get  drunk. 


p-r—- ■Wr7M 


C  A  Pv  R  I  B  B  I  .A  N  A. 


Ti 


HESE  Indian  ides,  ib  green  and  gay. 

In  fummei  Teas  by  Iduture  pmc'd - 

Art  hardly  told  us  where  tti  ^y  lay 
’Till  tyranny  their  charms  uerac  d; 
Ambition  there  her  c  mqiic's  made,  • 

And  avarice  riPied  every  ihude  ! 

^’he  Genius  wept,  his  Tons  to  fee 
By  foreign  arms  untimely  fall, 

And  feme  to  dilLiiit  climates- dee 
Where  later  ruin  met  th;  in  ail  : 

He  faw  bis  fylvan  OiFspnng  bleed 


I'hat  fiercer  natures  rriicnt  uicceed.  ■ 

The  chief  that  firfr  o’er  barren  waves 
Te  tlicic  fair  ida^nds  found  his  way. 
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Departing,  left  a  race  of  flaves, 

Cortezy  thy  mandate  to  obey; 

And  thefe  again,  if  fame  fays  true. 

To  lord  it  o’er  tine  favage  cresv. 

No  more  to  Indian  coafts  confin’d, - 

The  Genius  thus  indulg’d  his  grief; 
While  he  to  woe  his  heart  refign’d. 

To  fee  the  proud  Euro  Dean  chief 
Purfue  the  harmlefs  Indian  race, 

Torn  by  his  dogs  in  every  chace  !-^ 

Ah,  what  a  change  !  the  ambient  deep 
No  longer  hears  the  lover’s  figh ; 

But  wretches  meet  to  wail  and  weep 
The  lofs  of  their  dear  liberty; 
Unfeeling  hearts  polTefs  thefe  ifics, 
Man  frowns,  and  only  Nature  fmiles.” 

Proud  of  thefe  vafi:  extended  fhores 
The  haughty  Spaniard  calls  his  own. 
No  other  world  may  lliare  thofe  (lores 
To  other  worlds  fo  little  known  ; 

His  Cuba  Vi^^  a  wildernefs, 

Where  flavery  digs  what  naves  pofTefs* 

Jamaica  s  fveet  romantic  vales 
In  vain  With  golden  har veils  teem. 

Her  endlefs  fpring^  her  balmy  gales 
Did  more  to  m*"  than  magic  feem* 

Yet  what  the  gad  profufely  gave 
Is  there  denied  the  toilino-  have. 

O 


Fantakic  jov  and  fend  belief 
Thronghjife  liipp^rt  rh-  g  iiUag  chain, 
Hopeh  airy  profpefls  banilh  grief 
4nd  bring  his  native  climes  again; 

His  native  groves  his  heive  dLr)lay 
VhQ  funeral  is  the  joyous  day. 


"or  man  reducM  to  fuch  difgrace 
""n  vain  from  Jove  fair  virtue  fell : 

-Oidt  efs  comoells  hl:v  to  be  bafe, 
lie  has  no  motM’'e  to  excel  ; 

In  death  alane  h’s  orofoe^s  end, 
i.  lie  world’s  woril  foe  is  his  bell  friend. 


lim.v  oTeat  THtia  praif?  Ht  truth  declare, 
'Yho,  fmit  wl  h  honor’s  facrcd  flame, 
f-er  loT!  to  thef:  coal:  re  ■)air, 

.Jxi'.n  i  ific  da  re’s  negletled  claim, 


I 
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And  fcorning  intereft’s  fordid  plan 
Proved  to  mankind  the  rights  of  man*. 

Afcending  here,  may  this  warm  fun. 
With  ^eedom*^s  beams  divinely  clear. 
Throughout  the  world  his  circuit  rim 
Till  thefe  dark  profpe^ls  difappear. 
And  a  new  race,  not  bought  or  fold. 
Springs  from  the  alhes  of  the  old. 


LYSANDER’s  RETREAT. 


■P'rOM  Cambria’s  bleft  abodes 
O’er  fandy,  tirefome  roads 
Lyfander,  muling,  takes  his  way 
Through  dark  and  difmal  groves 
Where  the  fad  turtle  loves 
To  wafte  the  night,  and  kill  the  d^y. 

’In  fome  obfcure  retreat 
I  fee  Lyfander  greet 
A  barren  foil  and  dreary  town, 

Whofe  ftreets,  o’ergrown  with  trees. 

With  pain  each  traveller  fees^ 

Sylvan  I  A,  barren  of  renown! 

What  lhall  confole  him  there : _ 

Not  even  a  houfe  of  prayer 
With  glittering  fpire.  is  feen  to  rife-. 

No^ nymphs,  in  gaudy  trim. 

Shall  there  be  feen  by  him _ 

No  mulic,  fermons,  plays,  or  pigeon-pie$» 

Dull  melancholy  dreams, 

Dutch  politics  and  fchemes. 

Owls  Icreeching  in  the  empty  ftreetj 
Wolves,  howling  at  their  doors. 

Bears,  breaking  into  dores — 

Thefe  make  the  pidlure  of  the  town  complete.— 
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THE 

PROCESSION  to  SYLVANIA, 

In  Life's  dull  round,  how  often  folks  are  crofs’d. 

Their  projeds  fpoil'd,  their  fayings  mifapplied ; 

Some  friends  in  woods  and  fome  in  oceans  lod, 

Some  doom’d  to  walk  on  foot,  while  others  ride. 

But,  now,  let  preachers  moralize  in  verfe, 

While  I  to  yonder  caravan  attend 

That  all  prepar’d,  like  fome  flow  moving  herfe 

Begins  its  journey  to  an  Indian  land  ; 

Bound  for  Sylrania  ! — fad,  dilheartening  town. 

When  thou  art  nam’d  how  many  a  nymph  will  figh. 

Sigh,  left  her  fweet-heart  fhouid  return  a  clown 

Whh  grizly  homefpun  coat,  long  beard,  and  pumpkin  pye. 

This  caravan  with  wondrous  geer  is  flow’d. 

All  forts  of  moveables — flraw-beds,  and  cradles. 

Old  records,  faked  fifli,  make  up  their  load. 

With  kegs  of  brandy,  frying  pans,  and  ladies. 

A  penfive  Printer  in  a  onc-horfe-chair 
(Dragg’d  ilowly  on  by  fallen  fleepy  fleed. 

With  fome  ill-fated  fquires)  brings  up  the  rear. 

Contriving  future  news  for  folks  to  read. 

To  guard  the  whole,  a  trufly  knight  appears. 

With  chofen  men,  to  keep  the  wolves  at  bay : 

They  march — and  lo!  Belinda  all  in  tears 

That  bears  must  hug  ins'e^ad  of  ladies  gay, 

SANGRADO’s  EXPEDITION 

T  o 

SYLVANIA. 

T' 

1  IR’D  of  his  fbu  rney  o’er  a  fan  fly  wafte, 

Sangrapo  to  Syl-jania  came  at  la  11  : 

A  bear-ikin  coat  was  rou-ial  his  caritafe  roll’d. 

Shivering  with  northern  winds,  that  h-Iew  fo  cold.: 

Dark  was  the  night- — mucl)  for  his  fliins  he  fear’d. 

For  not  one  jamp  in  all  the  town  appear’d, 

T  wdve  was  the  hour— the  citizens,  ia  bed, 

Siept  found — of  bsars  and  wolves  no  more  in  dread  ; 
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No  city-guards,  no  watchmen  hove  in  fight. 

No  chyming-  bell  fung  out  the  time  of  night ; 

But  foggy  olafts  their  wintry  mufic  blew 

Through  fhabby  trees  that  round  the  court-houfe  grew  : 

At  length,  alighting  at  one  feurvy  dome. 

He  knock’d — and  hop’d  the  people  were  at  home.— ~ 

Ho  ! — -(cry’d  the  man  within)  ho !  who  are  you  ? — 
What!  heigh! — from  C  A  M  B  Ri  A  ? — ^^have  you  nothing  new  ?• 

Sa7tgracio<> 

Nothlnc:  at  all — the  times  are  lhameful  bad  ; 

Money  at  ten  per  cent — hard  to  be  had  : 

With  apples  and  potatoes,  our  dear  coufins 
The  northern  men,  are  pouring  in  by  dozens: 

The  French,  ’tis  faid,  will  foon  difeharge  their  king — 
This,  friend,  is  all  I  know — and  all  I  bring — 

Citizen., 

What !  not  fome  oyfters,  gather’d  near  the  coaR, 

Such  as  in  days  of  old  we  lov’d  to  roaftf 

Sangrado, 

No,  not  an  oyder — faith,  you’re  in  a  dream, 

I'o  think  I’d  load  my  little  nag  with  them: 

We  both  are  weary ;  let  me  in,  I  pray. 

Even  though  you  turn  us  out  at  break  of  day. 

Citizen, 

’Tis  midnight  now — return  from  whence  you  come— =• 
High  time  all  houefl  people  were  at  home. 

S  angrudo , 

Brother,  me  thinks  my  toes  are  Ibmewhat  cold— 

Unbar  vour  dooi' — if  one  mav  be  lo  bold  :  * 

Wet  to  the  fein,  and  trateiling  all  the  dav> 

I  want  Ibaic  red — open  the  door,  I  fay ! 

Citiicen. 

Open  the  door,  forfooth  !  the  man  is  mad  : 

Lodging  is  not  fo  eafy  to  be  had  ; 

Jt  is  an  art'cle  we  do  not  trade  in, 

Nor  iliall  my  bed  by  all  the  world  be  laid  in. 

Oar  very  har-lofc  is  as  fall  as  can  be — 

Fufli  Oil,  mv  friend,  and  try  yoa.r  liKk  at  Grakbi. 
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On  the  Prospect  of  * 


REVOLUTION  in  FRANCE. 


Thorne  on  the  wings  of  time,  another  year 
Sprung  from  the  palt,  begins  its  proud  career; 

From  that  bright  fpark  which  firil  illum’d  thefe  lands, 
^5ee  Europe  kindling,  as  the  blaze  expands. 

Each  gloomy  tyrant,  fworn  to  chain  the  mind, 

Prel nines  no  more  to  trample  on  mankind  : 

Even  potent  LOUIS  trembles  on  his  tlirone. 

The  generous  Prince  that  made  our  caufe  his  own. 
More  equal  rights  his  injur’d  fubjeds  claim. 

No  more  a  country’s  drength — that  country’s  fliame ; 
Fame  darts,  aflonilh’d  at  luch  prizes  won. 

And  radmefs  wonders  how  the  work  was  done. 

Flulh’d  with  new  life,  and  brlghteninr>  at  the  view, 
Ge  Nius,  triumphant,  moulds  the  w'orld  anew; 

To  thefe  fir  climes  in  fwift  fticceflion  moves 
Each  art  that  Reafon  otvns  and  Senfe  approves. 

What  tho’  his  age  is  bounded  to  a  fpan 
Time  Ihe  ds  a  confeious  dignity  on  man. 

Some  happier  breath  his  rifing  paffion  fwellg. 

Some  kinder  genius  his  bold  arm  impels. 

Dull  fuperlUtion  from  the  world  retires 
Dilhearten’d  zealots  hafte  to  quench  their  fire«  ; 

One  equal  rule  o’er  twelve*  vad  states  extends, 
Europe  and  Ada  join  to  be  our  friends. 

Our  aedive  flag  in  every  clime  difplay’d 
.Counts  dars  on  colours  that  diall  never  fade  ; 

A  far  fam’d  chief  o’er  this  vad  whole  preddes 
Wuofe  motto  honor  is — whom  virtue  guides; 

Hi?)  walks  forfaken  in  Virginia’s  o-i-oves 
'Applauaing  thoufands  bow  where’er  he  move«. 

Who  laid  tile  bads  of  this  empire  fare 


Where  public  faith  fhould  public  peace  fccure. 

Still  may  die  rife,  exalted  in  her  aims. 

And  bead  to  every  age  her  patriot  names. 

To  aidant  climes  extend  her  gentle  fvvay, 

-/hile  cnoice — not  force — bids  every  heart  obey  ; 
Ne’er  may  ihe  fail  when  liberty  implores, 
No.r^want  true  valour  to  defend  her  diorcs, 

'  fin  nuropc,  nuinbled,  greets  our  wedern  wave, 
.And  owns  an  equal— whom  Ihe  wiih’d  a  davc. 
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T  O  T  il  E 

PATRIOTIC  FARMER. 

3^  MU3,  while  new  Laws  our  llubborn  States  reclaim. 

And  mcil;  for  penfions,  feme  for  honours  aim, 
you,  who  firh  aim’d  a  fhaft  at  George’s  crown. 

And  '  lark’d  the  way  to  conqueft  and  renown, 

Wjiile  k  oin  the  vain,  the  lofcy,  and  the  proud. 

Retiring  to  your  groves,  you  fliun  the  crowd. 

Can  toils,  -ike  your’s,  in  cold  oblivion  end, 

Columbi  a’s  patriot,  and  her  earliefl:  friend? 

Bleft,  doubly  bleft,  from  public  feenes  retir’d. 

Where  public  welfare  all  your  bofom  Hr’d; 

Your  life’s  bed  days  in  dudious  labours  pad 
Your  deeds  of  virtue  make  your  blifs  at  lad  ; 

When  all  things  fail,  the  foul  mud  red  on  thefei — ^ 

May  heaven  redor«  you  to  your  favorite  trees. 

And  calm  content,  bed  lot  to  man  affign’d, 

Ee  heaven’s  reward  to  your  fuperior  mind. 

When  her  bafe  projects  you  beheld,  with  pain. 

And  early  doom’d  an  end  to  Britain’s  reig»>. 

When  rifing  nobly  in  a  generous  caufe 
(Sworn  foe  to  tyrants  and  imported  Laws) 

O  Dickinson!  the  patriot  and  the  fage. 

How  much  we  ow’d  to  your  immortal  page ; 

That  page — the  check  of  tyrants  and  of  knaves. 

Gave  birth  to  heroes  who  had  elfe  been  daves. 

Who,  taught  by  you,  denied  a  monarch’s  fway ; 

And  if  they  brought  him  low — you  piann’d  the  way. 

Though  in  this  glare  of  pomp  you  take  no  part. 

Still  mud  your  conduct  warm  each  generous  heart: 

What,  though  you  fhun  the  patriot  vain  and  loud. 

While  hods  neglcfl,  that  once  to  meric  bow’d. 

Shun  thofe  gay  feenes,  where  recent  laurels  grow. 

The  mad  procession,  and  the  painted  fhow  ; 

Jn  days  to  come,  when  pomp  and  prid^  refign. 

Who  would  not  change  his  prouded  wreathes  for  thuie. 

In  fame’s  fair  fields  fuch  weli-earn’d  honours  diare. 

And  Dickinson  confefs  unrivaU’d  there!  [^7^^] 


S  U  S  A  N  N  A’s  REVIVAL. 


HT  on  my  heart  this  <i':cight  rf  care, 
h’hy  figh  to  rnuh  tie  chair! 
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iT/y  iyes  are  dim — alas  y  too  flonv 
I  feel  the  purple  current  flouj  ; 

No  more  am  1  to  mirth  inclined y 
IVhat  f  range  ideas  haunt  ?ny  miud-- 
What  means  this  deadly  parching  heat 
What  pulfes  in  my  bofoni  heat  ! 

1  bate  to  hear  the  goldfinch  fing, 

'The  parrot  is  a  noijy  thing — 

The  fpinnet  Jhall  untuned  remain; — 

For  I — alas — am  full  of  pain  f 

’Twas  thus  Sufiannay  fainting,  fpoke — 

Sir  Gilbert  then  his  lancet  took> 

And,  while  they  flew  to  fetch  a  band. 

She  lean’d  her  head  upon  his  hand. — 

Dear  Madam,  let  me  bare  your  arm  ; 

The  lancet  was  not  meant  for  harm 
I  only  wifli  to  And  a  vein 
And  thence  a  gentle  current  drain 
Which  to  your  lx)fom  fhall  reflore 
That  pulfe  of  health  it  knew  before; 

Which  to  your  lovely,  languid  eye 
New  ihafts  of  ruin  will  fupply. 

And  to  that  fweet  deluding  faee 
Add  every  charm  and  every  grace. 

So,  Handing  by  the  Lady’s  fide. 

Sir  Gilbert,  then,  his  lancet  try’d. 

And  pierc’d  the  blue  and  fwelling  vein —  ^ 

Away  the  purple  current  ran— 

Ahy  Gilbert  I  how  like  death  it  feems  ! 

Is  life  departing  with  thejefireams  ! 

So  wafies  the  foul  when  Nature  dies — 

Adneance,  and  clofie  my  fieefy  eyes  / 

Elyfian  fields,  Elyfian  bo'^vers. 

Gay  trees,  and  neuer  fading  fiowers. 

Receive  me  to  your  Jilent  fate. 

Where  fiygiau  beaus  on  ladies  qjjcdt-^ 

Alas,  alas  ! — or  do  1  dream,. 

Oris  it  Lethe^s fabled fi^'eam-^ 

Does  life  on  fitch  a  fiream  depend-^? 

Toil  've  brought  me  to  ly  journey^ s  end>^ — 

Alas,  my  heart-^alus ,  my  bead!-—- 

And  do  I  die — or  am  I  dead! - ” 

Now  up  and  down  the  fervants  ran, 

Confufion  reign’d  from  maid  to  man  : 

Each  had  a  tear  for  her  who  now 
To  other  worlds  prepares  ^to  go  ; 

O,  may  flie  And  tl)e  narrow  gate,  "  ' 

An  angel — and  a  large  eitate  I” 

Attend  to  move  your  lady  fair 
"  (Said  Gilbert)  from  her  eafy  chair,. 
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And  let  her  on  the  couch  be  laid-— 

(^he  may  require  fome  further  aid) - 

Now,  by  the  paieneis  on  your  cheek, 
Sufanna,  do-— my  darling — fpeak — 

Her  puife  is  gone,  her  lips  are  dumb — 

Ye  wonders  of  the  world  to  come! - 

Poor,  iiarmlefs,  pretty,  chattering  thing. 
No  hurt  indeed,  I  meant  to  bring — 

No  fault  of  mine  has  bid  you  die — 

But  if  I  could  new  life  fupply. 

Dear  nymph,  I  would  my  art  elfay 
To  bid  that  gentle  fpirit  ftay, 

“  Which  now,  too  foon,  for  heaven  prepares. 
And  quits  a  w^orld  of  crimes  and  cares  — 
Susanna,  to  the  couch  convey’d, 

A  lovely  corpfe,  at  length,  was  laid; — 

The  fervants  from  the  couch  withdrew 
But  Gilbert  would  more  forrow  Ihew — 

He  went — for  what  ?—Sus  anna,  tell — 
Perhaps,  to  take  his  lall  farewell — 

Perhaps  he  did — for  want  of  grace-- 
What  fe^  will  dream,  in  fuch  a  cede. 

Hike  Orphemy  he,  by  pafiion  led, 

Explor’d  the  kingdoms  of  the  dead. 

Through  gloomy  groves  purfued  his  why 
’Till  all  Elyfmm  open  lay. 

But  Fate  decreed  too  Hiort  a  llav  I 


Ye  fair  ones,  be  not  too  fevere 
If  from  the  borders  of  a  bier 
Sir  Gilbert  won  a  blooming  heir  ! 


THE 


A  U  T  H  O  R. 

JVXv  leaves  bound  up,  compadl  and  fair. 

In  neat  array,  at  length  prepare 
To  pafs  their  hour  on  time’s  broad  flage. 

To  meet  the  furly  critic’s  rage. 

The  flatefman’s  llight,  the  pedant’s  fneejf^ - 

Alas  I  were  thefe  my  only  fear 

I  fhoLild  be  quiet  and  refign’d - 

V/hat  moil  torments  my  boding  mind 

Is  that  no  critic  will  be  found 

To  read  my  works  and  git*e  the  wound. 

Thus,  when  one  fleeting  yea^r  is  p.ifs’d 
On  fomc  b}^-lhelf  my  book  is  , 
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Another  comes,  with  fomething  new. 

And  drives  me  fairly  out  of  view : 

With  fome  to  praife,  but  more  to  blame. 
The  loul  returns  from  whence  it  came. 

And  thole  alive,  who  fcarce  could  read. 
Will  now  write  libels  on  the  dead ! — 

Thrice  happy  Dry  den,  who  could  meet 
Some  rival  bard  in  every  llreet : 

When  all  were  bent  on  writing  well. 

It  was  fome  credit  to  excel. 

While  thofe  condemn’d  to  Hand  alone 
Can  only  by  themfelvcs  be  known : 

Thrice  happy  Dry  den,  who  could  find 
A  Mce'viiis,  for  his  fport  defign’d  ; 

And  Pope,  who  faw  the  harmlefs  rage 
Oi'  Dennis,  burfting  o’er  his  page, 

Might  well  defpife  the  critic’s  aim. 

Who  only  help’d  to  fw'eli  their  fame. 

On  thefe  bleak  climes  by  Fortune  thrown 
Where  rigid  Reafon  reigns,  alone. 

Where  flowery  Fancy  hold^  no  fway 
Nor  golden  forms  around  her  play. 

Nor  Nature  takes  her  magic  hue — 

Alas  \  what  has  the  Mufe  to  do  I 
An  age  employ’d  in  pointing  fleel 
Can  no  poetic  raptures  feel ; 

No  fabled  Love’s  enchanting  power. 

Nor  tale  of  Flora’s  fhady  bovver. 

Nor  woodland  haunt,  or  murmuring  grove. 
Can  its  profaic  bofom  move. 

The  Mu/e  of  Lo've  in  no  requefl ; 

I’ll  try  my  fortune  with  the  reft ; 

Which  of  the  Nine  fhall  I  engage 
To  fuit  the  humour  of  the  age  : 

On  one,  alas !  my  choice  mull:  fall. 

The  leaft  enga^int{  of  them  all  I 
Her  vifage  flern,  feVere  her  ftyle, 

A  clouded  brow,  a  cruel  fmile, 

A  mind  on  murder’d  viclims  plac’d — 

She,  only  Ihe,  can  pleafethc  tafte. 
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PHILANDER; 

OR  THE 

emigrant. 


HILE  loft  fo  long  to  his  Arcadkn  fliade, 

Carelefs  of  fortune  and  of  fame  he  ftray’d. 

Philander  to  a  barbarous  region  camt 
And  found  a  partner  in  a  colder  fhade. 

Fair  as  Amanda  ;  and  perhaps  might  claim 

With  her  the  impaflion'd  foul,  and  friendftiip’s  holy  flamed 

For  fprightly  loves  upon  her  bofom  playM, 

And  youth  was  in  her  blufh,  and  every  Ihepherd  faid 
She  w'as  a  modeil  and  accompHftiM  dame. 

What  have  I  done,  (the  wandering  Ihepherd  cry’d) 

Thus  to  be  banifti’d  from  a  face  fo  fair, 

(For  now  the  frofts  had  fpolFd  the  daifies’  pride. 

And  he  once  more  for  roving  did  prepare) 

Ah,  what  have  I  t6  do  with  fwelling  feas 
Who  once  could  pipe  upon  the  hollow  retd  ? — 

I  take  no  joy  in  fuch  rude  feenes  as  thefe. 

Nor  look  wjth  pleafure  on  the  vagrant  weed 
That  gulphy  ilreams  from  rugged  caverns  bore. 

Which  floats  thro’  every  clime,  and  never  finds  a  fhore ! 

Fut  other  fields  and  other  flowers  were  mine, 

^Till  wild  diforder  drove  me  from  the  plain. 

And  the  black  dogs  of  war  were  feen  to  join. 

Howl  o’er  the  foil,  and  difpoflefs  the  fwain : 

Why  muft  I  leave  thefe  climes  of  froft  and  fnow  .? - - 

Were  it  not  better  in  thefe  glooms  to  flay. 

And,  while  on  high  the  autumnal  tempefls  blow. 

Let  others  o’er  the  wild  feas  take  their  w'ay. 

And  I  with  my  Lavinia’s  trefles  play  — 

Ah,  no,  no,  no  1  the  imperious  wave  demands 
That  I  muft  leave  thefe  Ihores,  and  lofe  thefe  lands 
And  fouthward  to  the  hmh  eeuxtor  ftrav ; 

Eli:  Fancy  now  has  loft  her  vernal  hue  ; 
bee  Nature  in  her  wintery  garb  array’d — 

And  where  is  that  line  dream  which  once  fhe  drew 
While  yet  by  Cambrians  ftream  flie  fondly  play’d ! 

Lavinia  kc*rd  his  long  complaint,  and  faid, 

V7ouldft  thou,  lor  me,  detain  the  expcFtino;  faft — 

Go,  wanderer,  go — the  trees  have  loft  their  ihade. 


A.nd  my  gay  llowers  arc  blafted  by  the  gale. 

And  the  bright  ftream  is  is  chill’d  that  wandered  thro’  the  vale 
Ah,  why,  Phila.sdcr,  do  you  flgh,  fo  fad  ! 

Why  all  this  change  in  facii  a  jovial  lad  I 


Smooth  leas  fhail  be  your  guard,  and,  free  from  haJtns, 
Reftore  you,  fafely,  tn  Laviiiia’s  arms! 
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Or  fhcmld  the  eaftcrn  tempeft  rend  your  fail, 

Truft  me,  dear  lliepherd,  fhould  the  Teas  prevail. 

And  you  be  laid  in  Neptune’s  cradle  low. 

The  winds  will  bring  me  back  the  woeful  tale 
When  I  mufl  to  the  long  fliore  weeping  go. 

And  while  I  fee  the  ruffian  furge  afpire. 

Some  confolation  will  it  be  to  know 
No  pain  or  anguilh  can  afflidl  the  head 
The  limbs  or  ftomach,  when  the  heart  is  dead. 

Thus  long  difcourfing,  on  the  bank  they  flood. 

The  heavy  burthen’d  barque  at  anchor  lay. 

While  the  broad  topiails,  from  the  yards  unfurl’d. 

Shook  in  the  wind,  and  fummon’d  him  away ; 

Brifk  -blew  the  gales,  and  curl’d  the  yielding  flood. 

Nor  had  he  one  excufe  to  urge  his  flay - 

Be  chang’d  (he  faid)  ye  winds  that  blow  fo  fair; 

Why  do  not  tempefts  harrow  up  the  deep. 

And  all  but  the  moift  fouth  in  quiet  fleep  ! 

To  the  bleak  fhore  the  parting  lovers  came. 

And  while  Philander  did  hit  fighs  renew. 

So  near  the  deep  tliey  bade  their  lafl  farewell 
That  the  rough  furge,  to  quench  the  mutual  flame 
Burfl  in  and  broke  the  embrace,  and  o’er  Lavinia  flew  ; 

While  a  dark  cloud  hung  lowering  o’er  the  main. 

From  whence  the  attendants  many  an  omen  drew. 

And  faid  Philander  woold  not  come  again ! 

Now  to  their  various  heights  the  fails  afcend. 

And  fouthward  from  the  land  their  courfe  they  bore. 

Lavinia  mourn’d  the  lover  and  the  friend. 

And  flood  awhile  upon  the  findy  fhore, 

’Till  interpofing  feas  the  hull  conceal’d. 

And  diflant  fails  could  only  greet  her  view, 

Like  a  faint  cloud  that  brufh’d  the  watery  field, 

And  fweil’d  by  whiflling  winds,  impetuous,  flew: 

Then  to  a  neighbouring  hill  the  nymph  withdrew. 

And  the  dear  objed  from  that  heip-ht  furvey’d, 

’Till  all  was  loft  and  mingled  with  the  main. 

And  night  defeended,  with  her  gloomy  fliade. 

And  kindled  in  the  heavens  her  flarry  train. 

Safe  to  the  fouth  the  ocean-wading  keel 
In  one  fhort  month  its  rapid  courfc  atchiev’d. 

And  the  cold  liar,  that  marks  the  Artie  pole. 

Was  in  the  bofom  of  the  deep  receiv’d  : 

And  now  the  weary  barque  at  anchor  rode 

Where  Oronocko  pours  his  fultry  wave,  + 

Moifl  Surinam^  by  torrents  overflow’d. 

And  Amaxonia  vends  the  fiintlnp-  jjave  ; _ 

Philander,  there,  not  fated  to  return,- 
Perceiv’d  dellrudion  in  his  bofom  burn, 

* 
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And  the  warm  flood  of  life  too  fiercely,  glow  : 

The  vertic  fun  a  deadly  fever  gave. 

And  the  mold  foil  bellow’d  his  bones  a  grave. 

Deep  in  the  wade,  where  oceans  overflow. 

And  Oronoko’s  dreams  the  forefts  lave. 

Oft’  to  the  winding  fnore  Lavinia  came 
Where  fond  Philander  bade  his  lafl:  adieu, 

(And  that  deep  hill  which  gave  her  the  lad  view) 

Till  feven  long  years  had  round  their  orbits  ran. 

Yet  no  Philander  came,  or  none  Ihe  knew: 

Alas  (Ihe  cry’i)  for  every  nymph  but  me 

Each  fea-bieach’d  fail  fome  welcome  wanderer  brings. 

And  all  but  I  get  tidings  of  their  friends; 

Sad  Mariamne  drowns  herself  in  woe 
If  one  poor  month  Amyntcyr  quits  her  arms. 

And  fays,  from  Aflrley’s  dream  he  comes  too  flow,*’ 
And  bodes  the  b'^avy  dorm,  and  midnight  hafms  : 

What  would  fhe  fay,  if  doom’d  lo  wait,  like  me. 
And  mourn  long  years,  and  no  Philander  fee  ! 


Under  THE  PORTRAITURE  of 


MARTHA  RAY. 


I 


s 


N  all  the  radiance  of  the  fkics 
She  came  to  blefs  her  lover’s  eyes ; 

Adorn’d  with  nil  the  charms  that  can 
Intoxicate  ihe  heart  of  man. 

Or  Nature’s  fi'antic  pallions  move 
To  crufli  the  obju'^c  of  their  love. 

When  fhe  her  brilliant  race  beaim, 

(Confefs’d  the  daughter  of  tiie  um) 

Of  all  the  beams  that  fi'om  him  play 
he  was  the  mod  enlivening  Ray  : 

Her  brow  fo  black,  her  lips  fo  red. 

Her  breath  by  India’s  odours  ied, 

The  criinlbn  cheek,  the  forehead  fair, 

The  rirvAlets  of  her  auburn  hairl 
The  eye,  with  beauty  fo  replete, 

The  bread,  wdiere  Love  his  puHes  beat . 

AH  tjiefe  were  fuel  for  his  blai:e, 

And  thefc  were  only  Jialf  her  praife. 

Soaring-  afar  above  the  crowd, 

4. 

To  her  the  Lord  of  thunder  bow’d  : 

*  Killed  by  the  fiands  of  her  delpcrafie  lover;  Hackman  actorney)  fo  ] 
vent  her  bcinu  doiuH  J  hv  liij  more  fortunetc  Lord  Sand.'.vkli,  t'len  ;U; 

head  of  Bniilli  navel  alXuri. 
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Like  Juno,  fhe,  in  fpangles  drell. 

By  Lords  would  only  be  carefs’d, 

’Till,  grown  a  rival  to  the  Ikies, 

An  earthly  lawyer  seiz’d  the  prize. 

i 

P  A  L  iE  M  O  N: 

OR,  THE 

S  K  A  I  T  E  R. 

Severely  kind,  on  lifers  deceitful  road 

How  many  fnares  did  fportive  Nature  lay  1 
Ever  Ibrne  bitter  mingling  with  the  Iweec, 

Ever  contriving  how  to  lieal  away 

That  little  fun-lkine,  which  to  man  fhc  lent. 

That  fpark  of  hre,  which  animates  our  clay. — 

Deceiv'd  by  fhow — (for  half  in  life  we  fee 
Is  mere  appearance)  many  a  Hep  we  take. 

Thinking,  fubilantial  will  our  footing  be. 

When  lo  '  we  link — in  other  worlds  to  wakei! 

To  fad  Remembrance  how  much  grief  is  due! — 

And  hence  was  Lethe* s  llream  bv  ooets  fei<jn’d. 

Beyond  whofe  wave  a  paradife  they  drew. 

But,  fliort  of  which,  no  happinefs  was  gain’d. — 

Ahl  ere  I  take  that  wave,  me  recall 
What,  late,  gave  birth  to  many  a  bitter  tear. 

And,  Amaryllis\  bade  your  forrows  fall. 

When  him  Ihe  faw  extended  on  the  bier 
(Soon  to  be  follow’d  by  the  mourning  tram) 

Who,  while  difporting  on  the  diflant  lake 
Found  ruin  in  his  play,  nor  came  again! 

It  was  upon  a  raw  and  windy  day. 

When  fields  of  ice  were  floating  to  the  fea. 

And  Greenland  birds  fat  croaking  on  the  lhorc> 

Looking  the  wide  wake  of  the  waters  o’er : 

(But  yet  the  vernal  equinox  was  nigh. 

And,  though  the  wintry  winds  had  ceas’d  to  roar. 

Yet  many  an  icicle,  as  we  went  by, 

Kung  from  the  farmer’s  thatch,  or  cottage  door:) 

It  was  on  fuch  a  day 

Palasmon  took  his  way 

I'o  the  deep  lake,  whole  lately  liquid  face 

The  night  by-pak  in  glaffy  fcrnblance  drers’d> 

As  if  it  would  its  hariot-vifage  trn 
In  the  blue  mirrour  on  its  waves  i 
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Opening  a  paflage  for  a  he^^lefs  wight^ 

Who  had  been  told  the  water-man's  advice. 
And  caution'd,  not  to  truft  to  one  night’s  ice. 

But  he  of  pleafure  only  thought — amd  faid, 
fTo  fpori  ai^vhils  upon  the  frozen  ^aue, 

And  take  the  poor  remains  of  njuinier^s  joy. 

And  cut  firaage  figures  that  muft  Jhortly  fade, 
(Since  the  ivarm  fun  his  jummer-time  n.vill  haue’} 
Be  this  day^s  bu^efs  for  a  jhepherd's  bey. 

So  to  the  lake  he  canfie,  and  finding  there 
The  flippery  furface  would  his  footdeps  bear. 
He  girt  upon  his  foals  the  channeled  fieel  : 
Though  cautious  yet,  he  left  nog  far  the  Ihore-, 
For  old  Menalcas,  fplitting  faggots  near. 

Had  jud  reeounted  a  diOieartening  tale 
(That  ftruck  lefs  enterprizing  lads  with  fear) 
Of  one  n.uho  had  been  drozvndd  in  days  of  yore 
TVhen  Jkaiting  on  a  <vernal  fia^'r  of  ice. 

And  faealloived  in  the  lake,  and  feen  no  more*. 


But  Toon  grown  daring,  he  difdain’d  to  day 
With  da/uird  plough-boys  on  the  inglorious  ftrand. 
And  found  no  honours  where  no  dangers  lav : 

But,  while  he  yet  was  fporting  near  the  land. 

Fair  Amaryllis  chanc’d  to  come  that  way — 

Returnl — (he  cry’d — rajh  boy! — (and  wav’d  her  hand) 
For  nonsj  the  fun  is  high,  and  jhines  out  clear. 

And  this  /month,  glittering  Jlsor,  that  fpreads  fo  weide. 

Is  a  lyere  majk,  that  njjoiild  dfiruSiion  hide, 

V/iU  fake  ne-iv  features,  ere  the  clofe  of  day. 

And  all  the  glaA d  deception  difappear  ! 


She  fpoke — and  guefs’d  the  influence  of  the  fun 
That,  Jike  a  thief,  did  undermine  his  floor: 

But  Inrdly  thoiio^ht,  as  from  the  bank  he  ran, 
nat  fne,  fond  maiden,  ne’er  would  fee  him  more  I 


rr’  I 
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Now,  to  the  centre  of  the  lake  arriv’d. 
Three  fathoms  deep  the  heavy  waters  lay  ; 
An.*^,  high  fafpendec]  on  a  ilmll  of  ice 
The  fcaiy  tribe,  with  pity,  fiw  him  play  : 

Alas! — they  could  not  give  iiim  good  advice, 
For  filh  iiave  ceas’d  to  (peak  since  ^dlsor’s  day. 


And  yet  he  fnoukl  have  been  of  danger  fliy, 
‘or,  jud  three  years  a-t^one,  that  very  day, 

L  I'ortuuc-teliing  dame  had  travell’d  by, 
md  all  tiie  vilhrsre  lads  had  heard  her  lay, 

W  9 
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(As  fqr  a  groat,  Ihe  told  Par^tnon’s  fate) 

"That  he  Jhculd  of  no  fonv  confumption  die. 

Nor  for  the  feuer^s  deadly  fummons  ^vait : 

Not  one  dijerfe  upon  Machaon's  lift 
IVill  clofe  his  life but ^  on  a  fiidden  inijs'd. 

He,  for  bhnfelf Jhall  find  a  tomb  (Jhe  fa  id) 

And  all  by  too  much  drink^'* — nor  more  delavM; 

But  having  got  her  fe?. 

And  taking  up  her  half,  away  fhe  went ; 

And  ever  fince  that  day,  all  thought  flie  meant 
(  Referring  to  Pa  lemon’s  watery  fate) 

That,  w'hcii  a  man,  Bacchus  his  death  would  he. 

Pleas’d  with  the  difiance  gain’d,  he  fmil’d  to  think 
How  Amaryllis,  now  no  longer  feen. 

Would  anxioafly  expect  him  on  the  brink. 

And  wonder  what  his  long  delay  could  mean  :» — 

So  he  remain’d,  hill  with  the  mid*day  fun 
Kc  faw,  at  length,  his  fkaiting  time  wais  o’er. 

And  all  his  pranks,  and  all  his  frolics  done. 

And  then  began  to  look  towards  the  Ihore : 

But  the  frail  ice  his  weiorht  no  lonjrer  bore  ; 

And  nothing  to  fupport  him  could  ke  find — 

And  down  he  fank — for  Naiads  none  were  there. 

Nor  dolphins,  that  were  once  fo  very  kind 
(When  lur’d  by  mufic’s  firain) 

To  catch  up  drowning  men, 

And  on  their  backs  to  ifle  or  continent  bear. 

Then,  night  approaching,  all  the  village  train 
Came  to  the  lake,  and  gaz’d  with  anxious  eye  ! 

0’_er  the  wide  wafte  they  look’d,  and  look’d  again; 

And  old  Menalcas  heav’d  a  heavy  figh, 

^  And  faid.  Young  fwain,  if  to  the  farther  Jhore 
You  did  n4rt,  ere  the  noon  day  fun,  repair. 

Sad  Amaryllis  njuill  not  fee  you  more 
Until  the  tillage  bell,  with  fidlen  roar, 

Shalt  call  you  where  your  grandftre  went  before  ! 

Then,  round  the  lake  they  hie’d,  and  oft’  explor’d 
Each  branching  creek,  and  pond,  and  (hallow  Bream ; 
Three  days  they  fearch’d — nor  was  he  yet  rellor’d. 

And  his  fad  fine  was  every  day  their  theme. 

And,  every  night,  of  him  did  Fancy  dream. 

At  length  they  found  his  corpfe  upou  ike  Ihore, 

And,  ftraight,  the  village  bell  began  to  ring  : 

The  fexton  and  the  prieft  then  mutter’d  o’er 

Some  holy  words - and  feme  their  Bowers  did  briug. 

And  Brew’d  them  o’er.his  grave — and  once  a  year 
Fair  A^aryRis  comes;  and  Bngs  her  there-. 
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epistle 

TO  A 

STUDENT  or  DEAD  LANGUAGES. 

I  Pity  him,  who,  at  no  fmall  expense. 

Has  lludied  found  inftead  of  fenfe : 

proud  fome  antique  gibberilh  to  attain; 

Of  Hebrew,  Greek,  or  Latin,  vain. 

Devours  the  hufk,  and  leaves  the  grain. 

In  his  oHMn  lafiguage  Homer  writ  and  read. 

Not  fpent  his  life  in  poring  on  the  dead : 

Why  then  your  native  language  not  purfue 
In  which  all  ancient  fenfe  (^that’s  worth  review) 

Glows  in  tranflation,  frelh  and  new? 

He  better  plans,  who  things ^  not  msords,  attend^j 
And  turns  his  ftudious  hours  to  adive  ends  ; 

Who  ART  through  every  fecret  maze  explores. 

Invents,  contrives — and  Nature’s  hidden  llores 
From  mirrours,  to  their  objed  true, 

Prefents  to  man’s  obilraded  view. 

That  dimly  meets  the  light,  and  faintly  foars  : — 

His  flrong  capacious  mind 

By  fetters  unconfin’d 

Of  Latin  lore  and  heathen  Greek, 

Takes  Science  in  its  way, 

Purfues  the  kindling  ray 

’Till  Reafon’6  morn  lhall  on  him  break ! 


To  a  gay  TGU7tg  Lady  that  was  married  to  a  doating  old  Deacon. 


•  A 

Thus  daifies  blulh  belide  a  tomb. 

Thus,  fields  of  ice  o’er  rivers  grow. 
While  melting  hreams  are  found  below. 

How  firauge  a  tafle  is  heiT  difplav’d — 
Yoiirfelf  all  light,  and  he  all  lhacle! 
Bacli  hour  you  live  you  look  more  gav* 
While  lie  grows  iig!i(*r  every  day  I 
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HUS  Winter  joins  to  April’s  bloom. 
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Intent  upon  cekjiial  things, 

"He  only  Watts  or  SternhoU  fings ; - 

You  tune  your  chord  to  different  drains. 
And  merrier  note:  attnnff  the  l\v<iins. 

Ah  Harriot !  why  in  beauty’s  prime 
Thus  look  for  flowers  in  Greenland’s  clime; 
When  twenty  years  are  fcarccly  run 
Thus  hope  for  Spring  without  a  Sun  ! 


EPISTLE 


TO  A 

DESPONDING  S  E  A-M  A  N. 


OUR  men  of  the  land,  from  the  king  to  Jack  Ketch 
All  join  in  fuppofing  the  ff.ilor  a  yretch. 

That  his  life  is  a  round  of  vexation  and  woe. 

With  always  too  much  or  too  little  to  do : 

In  th£  dead  of  the  night,  when  other  men  deep. 

He,  llarboard  and  larboard,  his  v\mtches  mud  keep  ; 

Imprifon’d  by  Neptune,  he  lives  like  a  dog, 

And  to  know  where  he  is,  mull  depend  on  a  log. 

Mud  fret  in  a  calm,  and  be  fad  in  a  dorm ; 

In  winter  much  trouble  to  keep  humlelf  warm: 

Tjirough  the  heat  of  the  fummer  Durfuincr  his  trade. 

No  trees,  but  his  topmads,  to  yield  him  a  fhade : 

Then,  add  to  the  lid  of  the  mariner’s  evils. 

The  water  corrupted,  the  brea4  fall  of  weevils. 

Salt  junk  to  be  eat,  be  it  better  or  worfe. 

And,  often  bull-beef  of  an  Iridiman’s  horfe  ; 

Whofoever  is  free,  ho  mud  dill  ba  a  dave,. 

(Defpotic  is  always  the  rule  on  the  wave  ;) 

Not  relidi’d  on  water,  your  lads  of  the  main 
Al;dior  the  republican  dgdlrines  of  Paine, 

And  each,  like  the  defpot  of  Pruffia,  may  fay 
That  his  crew  has  no  right,  but  the  right  to  obey. 

Such  things  fay  the  lubber?,  and  dgh  when  they’re  faid  ’em. 
But  things  are  not  fo  bad  as  their  fat:.cles  perfuade  ’em; 

There  ne’er  was  a  tafic  but  afforded  fome  eafe. 

Nor  a  calling  in  life,  but  had  fomewhat  to  pleafc. 

If  the  fea  has  its  dorms,  it  has  alfo  it.s  calms, 

A  time  to  drig  fongs  and  a  time  to  ling  pfaims. — 

Yes — give  me  a  veffel  well  timber’d  and  found. 

Her  bottom  good  plank,  and  iu ‘’rigging  well  iouhd. 
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If  her  fpars  are  but  ftaunch  and  her  oakham  fwelPd  tight. 
Prom  tempers  and  ftorms  Til  extrad  fome  delight — ^ 

At  fea  I  would  rather  have  Neptune  my  jailor 
Than  a  lubber  on  (liore,  that  defpifes  a  failor. 

Do  they  afk  me  what  pleafure  f  find  on  the  fea  ?— 

Why,  abfence  from  land  is  a  pleafure  to  me ; 

A  hamper  of  porter,  and  plenty  of  grog, 

A  friend,  when  too  fleepy,  to  give  ms  a  jog, 

A  coop  that  will  always  feme  poultry  afford. 

Some  bottles  of  gin,  and  no  parfon  on  board, 

A  crew  that  is  bri&  when  it  happens  to  blow. 

One  compafs  on  deck  and  another  below, 

A  girl,  with  move  fenfe  than  the  girl  at  the  head. 

To  read  me  a  novel,  or  make  up  my  bed — 

The  man  that  has  thefe,  has  a  treafure  in  ftore 
That  millions  poffefs  not,  who  live  upon  fhore  : 

But  if  it  fhould  happen  that  commerce  grew  dull. 

Or  Neptune,  ill-humour’d,  Ihould  batter  my  hull. 

Should  damage  my  cargo,  or  heave  me  aground. 

Or  pay  me  with  farthings  inftead  of  a  pound : 

Should  I  always  be  left  in  the  rear  of  the  race. 

And  this  be  forever — forever  the  cafe; 

Why  then,  if  the  honed  plain  truth  I  may  tell, 

I  would  clew  up  my  topfails,  and  bid  him  farewell. 

. 

A 

NEW  S-M  A  N’s  ADDRESS. 

'hough  pad  events  arc  hourly  read. 

The  various  labours  of  the  dead. 

In  vain  their  (lory  we  recall. 

The  rife  of  empires,  or  the  fall ; 

Our  modern  men,  a  bufy  crew. 

Muff,  in  their  turn,  have  fomething  new. 

By  moralifts  we  have  been  told 
That  T  I  ME  himfelf  in  //W  grows  old; 

The  feafons  change,  the  moons  decay. 

The  fun  ffiines  weaker  every  day, 

Juffice  is  from  the  world  witlidrawn. 

Virtue  and  friendffiip  almoft  gon», 

“  Religion  fails  (the  clergy  fhew) 

And  man,  alas,  muff  vaniih  too.*' 

Let  others  fuch  opinions  hold, 

(Since  grumbling  has  been  always  old  ;) 

All  Nature  muff  decay,  ’tis  true, 

But  Nature  llvali  her  face  rcjnew. 
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Her  travels  in  a  circle  make, 

Freeze  bat  to  thaw,  ileep.  but  to  wake. 

Die  but  to  live,  and  live  to  die. 

In  fummer  fmile,  in  autumn  hgh, 

Refurne  the  garb  that  once  fhe  wore. 

Repeat  the  words  fhe  faid  before. 

Bow  down  with  age,  or,  frelh  and  gay. 

Change,  only  to  prevent  decay. 

As  up  and  down,  with  weary  feet, 

I  travel  each  fatiguing  ftreet. 

Meeting  the  frowns  of  party  men. 

Foes  to  the  freedom  of  the  pen. 

And  to  your  doors  our  fheets  convey—— 

I  fometimes  think  I  hear  you  fay. 

Ah,  were  it  not  for  what  he  brings, 

(  riiis  meffenger  of  many  things) 

We  fhould  be  in  a  forry  plight; 

The  wars  of  Europe  out  of  light. 

No  paragraphs  of  home  affairs 
T o  tell  us  how  the  fabric  wears 
Which  Freedom  built  on  Virtue’s  plan. 

And  l^irtue  only  can  maintainj^ 

But  fomething  further  you  pretend, _ 

From  nvant  of  money  ^  heaven  defend  I 
Leave  that  to  thofe  who  lleep  in  ffieds. 

Or  on  the  pavement  make  their  beds,  ^ 

Who  clean  the  ffreets,  or  carry  news^ 

Repair  old  coats,  or  cobble  ihoes _  * 

Of  every  ill  with  which  we’re  curs’d 
This  want  of  money  is  the  worft : 

^hls  was  the  curfe  that  fell  on  CW«, 

The  vengeance  for  a  brother  ffain ; 

For  fh/s  he  quit  his  native  fod. 

Retreated  to  the  land  of  Nod, 

And,  in  the  torture  of  defpair. 

Turn’d  poet,  pimp,  or  newfman  there _ - 

Divines  have  labour’d  in  the  dark 
To  find  the  meaning  of  his  mark: 

How  many  idle  things  they  wrote _ 

’Twas  nothing  but  a  ra^^^ed  coat. 

Should  money.  now,  be  fcarce  wich  you, 
vvith  me,  alas,  tis  nothing  new  ! 

We  news-men  always  arc  fn  need, 

(So  Beer  and  Bacchus  have  decreed  •) 

And  ilili  your  bounty  lhall  implore  " 
riH—printing  prelTes  are  no  more !— 

Did  we  not  conjure  up  our  ffrain 
i  he  year  might  come  and  go  again, 

Seafons  advance,  and  moons  decay 
And  Lfc  itfelf  make  haffe  away, 
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/  \<i  news-men  only  vex  their  bnalns 
have  their  labour  for  their  pains— 
i  -vcii  ufa^e  [  may  find,  ^tis  true, 
i  ui  th  m  it  would  be — fomething^new  ! 


S  I  £  N  D  E  R’s  JOURNEY 


o  t  7ni}ji  fai  audita  Icqui  >  . . 

ViRG. 


I.  Preliminary  Reflections. 

H  OR.vIl^NTED  with  landlords  and  pefier’d  with  care, 
R'hl^  .  'e.  i  prote.d,  is  a  tedious  affair; 

Ani,  lifice  i  have  got  a  few  dollars  to  fpare, 
ihi  e’en  take  a  jaunt,  for  the  fake  of  frefh  air. 

‘.’ince  the  day  I  leturnkl  to  this  king-hating  fhore 
Where  George  and  his  cronies  are  maflers'no  more. 

And  others  are  plac’d  at  the  helm  of  affairs. 

Relieving  the  weight  of  his  majerty’s  cares; 

For  many  long  weeks,  it  has  (till  been  my  doom 
'To  fit  like  a  mopus,  confin’d  to  my  loom, 

Whole  damnable  clatter  fo  addles  my  brain. 

That,  fay  what  they  will,  I  am  forc’d  to  complain. 

Our  citizens  think,  when  they  fit  themfelves  down 
In  the  gardens  that  grow  in  the  Ikirts  of  the  town. 

They  think  they  have  got  in  fome  rural  retreat. 

Where  the  nymphs  of  the  groves,  and  the  finging  birds  niact 
When  only  a  fence  fhuts  them  out  from  the  fireet ; 

With  the  fmoke  of  the  city  be- clouding  their  . eyes 
They  fit  in  their  boxes,  and  look  very  wife. 

Take  a  fip  of  bad  punch,  or  a  glafs  of  fotir  wine  j 
Conceiting  their  pleafures  are  equal  to  mine. 

Who  rove  where  I  wdll,  and  wherever  I  roam. 

In  fpite  of  new  faces,  am  always  at  home. 

Poor  Richard,  the  reel-man,  had  nothing  to  fay ; 

He  knew  very  well  I  would  have  my  own  \¥ay ; — 

When  I  faid,  My  dear  Richard,  I’m  fick  of  the  town, 

A  d  Diitchmen  that  worry  me,  iipftairs  and  dawn, 

A  book  of  bad  debts,  and  a  fcore  of  bad  fmells, 

**  The  yelping  of  dogs,  and  the  chiming  of  bells ; 

I  am  Tick  of  the  houfe,  and  the  fight  of  fmftll  beer, 

“  And  the  loom  may  be  going,  tho’  I  am  not  here  ; 

I  therefore  lhail  leave  you,  and  that,  to  be  plain, 

**  ’'Fiii  I  feel  in  a  humour  to  fee  you  again.”- - 

Poor  Richard  fiiid  nothing  to  all  chat  I  fpokc. 

But  kindled  his  pipe,  and  redoubled  his  fmoke. 

*JVIr.  Robert  Slxndir,  of  PhUadclpUa  (Stoc'iin^  VifCAver.) 
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Yet  it  would  have  been  nothing  but  friendfhip  in  him 
To  have  faid,— Robert  Slender,  ’tis  only  a  whim  : — 
A  trip  to  the  Schuylkill ^  that  nothing  would  coll. 

Might  anfwer  your  ends,  and  no  time  would  be  lod ; 

But  if  you  are  thinking  to  make  a  long  Hay, 

Confider,  good  Robert,  what  people  will  fay  : 

His  rent  running  on,  and  his  loom  Jla7iding  flill—^ 

The  man  nvill  ce  ruined  ! — he  miijly  if  he  n^ill — / 

If  tr  adef men  nvill  always  he  flaunting  about  y 
They  may  live  to  repent  it-^before  the  yearns  out 

IL  Gharadlers  of  the  Hkwell’Eks* 

W ILLIAM  Snip,  Merchant  Taylor  * 

AS  I  never  could  relilh  to  travel  alone, 

1  look  d  round  about,  but  could  hit  upon  none 
Whom  Satan  was  tempting  to  leave  their  own  houles 
And  ramble  to  York  with  their  daughters  and  fpoufesj 
At  lall,  by  repeating  my  trouble  and  care. 

And  preaching  a  month  on  the  fweets  of  frelh  air. 

And  the  curfe  and  the  plague  of  remaining  in  town, 
W^here  the  heat  was  fuScient  to  melt  a  man  down, 

I  got  a  few  friends  to  confent  to  the  trip  ; 

And  the  fird  I  lhall  mention  was  honed  Will.  Snip, 
Philadelphia  the  famous  had  own’d  to  his  birth. 
^\^graveft  of  towns  on  the  face  of  the  earth; 

Where  faints  of  all  orders  their  freedom  may  claim> 

And  poets,  and  painters,  and  girls  of  the  game  : 

To  him  all  its  dreets  and  its  alleys  were  k^own. 

But  his  travels  had  never  exceeded  the  town:— 

A  falefman  by  trade  (and  a  dabder  was  he 

knee-band  fet  fnug.to  the  knee) 

Vith  his  ^ife  (and  he  fays  I  m.ay  mention  her  name) 
Susanna  SNipiNDA--fo  charming  a  dame, 

Ihe  lun  bad  with  pleafure  look’d  down  on  her  head, 
oo  freckled  was  die,  and  her  tredes  fo  red 
To  wait  on  the  will  of  fo  handfome  a  lady 
A  youngfter  was  order’d  tp  hold  himfelf  ready* 

A  fly  looking  lad  that  was  ’prentice  to  Snip 
And  ,ong  had  been  learning  to  cabbage  and  clip 
When  t,n,p  was  in  fight,  he  was  mild  as  a  lamb  • 

When  abfent,  old  Satan  could  hardly  rule  Sam. 

THE  next  I  deferibe  is  bold  captain  O’Keef, 

^  of  beef; 

fk  r  and  rofe  into  fam 

W-tkl  ^  of  no  fong- 

With  his  J,,dra  Ferrara*  he  paddled  along 

.A  .atge  ainii  of  fwerd;  in  ufe  among  ths  ItaJian's. 
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From  his  manners  fo  rough,  and  his  dealing  in  ruin, 

H  e  was  known  thro’  the  town  by  the  name  of  Sir  Bruin  i 
Fie  was,  among  women,  a  man  of  great  parts, 

A  captain  of  foot,  and  a  mafter  of  arts  : 

Fie  had,  a  fweet  creature  put  under  his  care, 

(Whofe  Ityle  of  addrefs  was,  my  dear,  and  my  dear) 

A  Milliner’s  girl,  with  a  bundle  of  lace, 

V^hom  Cynthia  he  call’d,  for  the  fake  of  her  face. 

At  a  ball  or  a  frolic  how  glib  his  tongue  ran, 

FI''  was,  I  may  fay,  an  unparallell’d  man. 

Very  apt  to  hara  tgue  on  the  hoils  he  has  flain 
Of  people — perhaps  that  may  meet  him  again: 

Yet  fo  kind  to  .the  fex  of  the  feminine  make. 

By  hi:  Mcrds,  he  would  r^enture  to  die  for  their  fake, 
Whence  fome  have  fufpccled,  that  fome  he  ador’d 
Have  more  than  made  up  for  the  wades  of  his  fword. 

IV.  Touppee:  a  French  Hair  DrelTer. 

TH  S  third  in  fucceilion  was  Monfleur  Touppee, 

A  barber  from  Paris,  of  royal  degree, 

(For  oft  when  he  takes  up  his  razor,  to  ftrap  it. 

Fie  tells  his  defeent  from  the  houfe  of  Hugh  Capet) 

Tho’  foft  in  the  head,  his  difeourfes  were  long. 

Now  counting  his  honours,  and  now  his  Par  gent. 

This  barber,  tho’  meaning  for  pleafure  to  dray. 

Yet  had  fome  pomatum  to  fell  by  the  way. 

Perfumes,  and  fine  powders,  and  effence  of  myrrh, 

A  bundle  of  brooms,  and  a  firkin  of  beer  :-r- 
His  merits  are  great  (he  would  have  us  fuppofe) 

For  Louis  (it  feemsl  he  has  had  by  the  nofe, 

Has  bid  him,  when  drooping,  to  hold  up  his  chin. 

And  handled  a  tongs — at  the  head  of  the  ^een. 

V.  Bob  :  a  Ballad  finger- 

A  Singer  of  ballads  v/as  next  in  our  train, 

V/ho  long  had  been  dealing  in  ballads  in  vain; 

He  fometimes  would  fing  in  a  mufical  tone. 

And  fometimes  would  fcnbblc  a  fong  of  his  own: 

Yet  never  was  feen  with  his  brethren  to  mix — 

And  laugh’d  at  your  poets  in  coaches  and  fix  ; 

Who  fing,  like  the  birds,  when  the  weather  is  fine  ; 
Whofe  verfes  the  ladies  pronounce  **  fo  divine 
Who  ride  with  Augufliis,  wherever  he  goes. 

And,  meeting  old  Homer,  would  turn  up  the  nofe— - 
As  to  thofe,  like  him  fell,  that  were  held  to  the  ground. 
Fie  knew  it  v  as  folly  to  feed  them  with  found — 

He  knew  it  was  nonfenfe  to  crown  them  with  bays. 

And  was  too  much  tlieir  friend  to  infult  them  wdth  praile. 

For  a  dozen  long  years  he  had  liv’d  by  the  moD : 

On  the  word  of  a  weaver,  1  pitied  poor  Bo  b  ! 
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He  had  fang  for  the  great  and  had  rEym’d  for  the  fnaall. 
But  fcarceiy  a  ihilling  had  got  by  them  all  •— 

So  bad  was  his  luck,  and  fo  poor  was  the  trade. 

And  the  Mufes,  he  thought,  were  fo  fneakingly  paid. 
That  if  times  didn’t  alter,  and  that  very  foon. 

He  faid  and  he  fwore,  he  muft  fng  his  laft  tune. 

Some  devil  had  put  it,  fomehow,  in  his  head 
If  he  took  a  fliort  journey  his  fortune  was  made: 

Some  devil  had  told  him  (but  whether  in  dreams 
Or  waking,  I  know  not)  feme  devil,  it  Teems, 

Had  made  him  believe  that  the  nymphs  and  the  fw'ains 
Were  fairly  at  war  with  their  old  falhion’d  ftrains. 

That  the  tunes  which  the  kirk  or  the  curates  iiad  made 
(And  which  always  had  ruin’d  the  ballad  man’s  trade) 
Were  wholly  difus’ef,  and  that  now  was  the  time 
For  lingers  of  catches  and  dealers  in  rhyme 
To  Hep  from  their  Halls,  where  they  long  were  difgrac’d. 
Reform  the  old  mufic,  and  fix  a  new  talle. 

VI.  O’Bluster.,  a  Seaman. 

A  MATE  of  a  fehooner,  befpatter’d  with  tar. 

Who  had  lately  come  in  from  Sa^anna-la-Mur ^ 

For,  the  fake  of  an  airing  had  flept  from  his  deck 
And  ventur’d  a  jaunt,  at  the  rifque  of  his  neck. 

His  name  and  his  nation  no  foul  could  millake. — 

He  was  BaYAisr  O’Bluster,  and  much  of  a  rake  ; 

From  morning  till  night  he  was  ftili  on  the  move. 

Was  always  in  taverns,  or  always  in  love  : 

His  life  was  fuHain’d  by  the  virtues  of  grog^ 

And  many  long  miles  he  had  fail’d  by  the  log.— — 

Of  battles  and  ftorms  he  had  known  a  full  fhare. 

And  his  face,  it  was  plain,  was  the  worfe  for  the  wear; 

To  fee  a  mean  fellow,  lord  how  it  would  fret  him; 

And  he  hated  a  puppy,  wherever  he  met  him — 

He  was  ready  to  bleed  for  the  good  of  each  State, 

But  fince  they  had  left  the  poor  feamen  to  fate ; 
Themfelves  in  the  dumps,  and  their  fair'ones  in  tears. 
And  many  brave  feBows  detain'd  in  Algiers — 1 
Had  fpirit  fuHicient  to  make  themfelves  free. 

But  not  to  refent  their  affronts  on  the  feal 
As  this  was  the  cafe — he  muft  bid  us  good  night. 

And  fail  with  a  hag  that,  would  do  itself  right. 

At  curfmg  and  fwearing  he  play’d  a  good  hand. 

But  never  was  cify  a  minute  on  land ; 

If  the  wind  was  a-head,  or  his  Kitty  untrue, 

Why,  patience  was  aU  the  relief  that  he  knew — : 

In  the  midft  of  misfortune  he  liiii  was  ferene. 

And  Kitty,  he  faiJ,  was  a  Table  machine  : 

His  heart  was  too  hard  fo.*  a  l  i  Jv  to  figh. 

Yet  I  guefs’d  him  a  rogue  by  the  leer  in  his  eye: 
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The  world  (he  would  fay)  is  a  whlmfical  dance— 

And  reafon  had  taqorht  him  to  leave  it  to  chance. 

In  chace  of  dame  Fortune  his  prime  he  had  pafs’d. 

And  now  was  beginning  to  fail  very  faft. 

But  thought  it  was  folly  his  heart  to  perplex. 

As  Fortune  was  juft  like  the  reft  of  her  fex  ;  — 

Defigning,  and  fickle,  and  taken  with  ihow. 

Now  fond  of  a  monkey,  and  now  of  a  beau  :— 

Yet,  ftill,  as  the  goddefs  was  made  up  of  whim. 

He  meant  to  purfue  ’till  Ihe  fmird  upon  him.” 

And  tho’  he  was  always  deceiv’d  in  the  chace. 

He  imooth’d  up  his  whifkers,  and  wore  a  bold  face. 

On  hprfeback  he  firft  had  attempted  to  go. 

But  the  horfe  was  no  fool,  and  had  give  him  a  throw; 

He  fell  in  a  pond,  and  with  not  a  dry  rag  on 
^he  horfe  brought  him  back  to  the  Jign  of  the  ^vaggon. 

Where  three  times  he  call’d  for  a  dram  of  their  beft> 

And  three  times  the  virtues  of  brandy  confefs’d  ; 

Then  took  fame  tobacco,  and  foberly  faid, 

J)e*il  take  fuch  a  ojeffel ;  s  all  by  the  heady 

Broached  to  on  a  f  iddeny  and  then,  d’ye  fecy 
Myfelf  Und  the  f addle  went  onjer  the  lee.d^ 

His  head  was  fo  full  of  his  ragged  command 
He  could  fcarcely  believe  he  was  yet  on  dry  land ; 

He  would  rife  in  his  fleep  ;  call  the  'watch  up  at  four^ 
Aik  the  man  at  the  helm  how  the  Tddyftone  bore  y 
Then,  rubbing  his  eyes,  bawl  out,  By  my  foul. 

We  arc  bearing  right  down  on  the  Hatteras  flioal ; 

The  devil  may  trull  to  fuch  pilots  as  you : 

We  are  clofe  on  the  breakcrs-^the  breakers— halloo  ’’^ 

VII.  Ezekiel  :  a  Rhode-lfand  Lawyer. 

THE  fixth,  and  the  laft,  that  attended  our  journey. 
Was  a  man  of  the  law,  a.  Rhode-Lland  attorney. 

As  cunning  as  Satan  to  argue  or  plead,^ 

To  break  an  entailment,  or  get  himfelf  fee’d 
They  callM  him  Ezekiel — cannot  tell  what— 
Perhaps  I  forget  it— perhaps  I  do  not— 

He  had  once  been  a  parfon,  arid  ftudied  at  Yale, 

But  took  to  the  lav/,  when  his  preaching  grew  ftalc  ; 

In  his  fyftem  of  thinking,  not  well  underftood, 

1  wander’d  about,  like  a  man  in  a  wood ; 

From  morning  ’till  night  he  was  nothing  but  whim. 

Not  a  man  in  the  town  held  opinions,  like  him . 

In  regard  to  the  ^uulgar,  he  argued  that  law 
Was  better  than  preaching,  to  keep  them  in  awe  : 

That  the  dread  of  a  gallows  had  greater  efreft. 

And  a  poll  or  a  pillory  claim’d  more  relpe61 

From  a  knave — and  would  fooncr  contribute  to  mend. 

Than  all  the  grave  precepts  that  ever  were  penn’d. 
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VIL  The  Chapter  of  VtBPiTZS, 

HAVING  pitch’d  on  our  party,  there  rofe  a  difpute 
.pn  the  mode  of  conveyance — in  waggon  or  boat  ? 

For  my  part)  faid  Snip)  I  as  always  afraid 
Of  failorS)  and foops  and  the  Jballopman* s  trade) 

And  the  reafon  thereof  I  nvili  candidly  tell) 

My  grandmother)  Mopf,  nvxis  dronin' d  in  a  <well ; 

I  therefore  intreat  you )  and  fer-vently  pray 

We  may  go  njoith  the  njjnggons  the  Burlington  nvayd* 

Hold,  mafter,”  the  lailor  replied  in  a  fret. 

The  devil’s  not  ready  to  bait  for  you  yet: 

Even  this  way,  you  know,  there  is  water  to  pa^. 

And  twenty  long  miles  we  Ihouid  fail  with  an  afs • 

But,  gentlemen  all,  will  you  take  my  advice  > 

Here’s  Jlbertfon*s  Hoop  ;  Ihe’s  fa  new  and  fo  nice. 

Her  bottom  lb  fleek,  and  her  rigging  fo  trim. 

Not  Bailey  or  Hyde  can  be  mentioned  with  him ; 
in  her  cabbin  and  fteerage  is  plenty  of  room. 

And  how  clever  Ihc  looks  with  her  flying  jib-boom, 

A  topfail  aloft,  that  will  Hand  by  the  wind. 

And  a  yard  rigg’d  athwart,  for  a  fquarefail  delign’d.. 

“  Odds  filh!  I  would  fooner  fome  little  delay 
Than  go,  like  a  booby,  the  frefh- water  way 
Where  your  cream-colour’d  captains  ne’er  fwear  a  bad  word. 
And  fail  without  compafs  or  quadrant  on  board. 

Catch  catfifh  and  fturgeons,  but  never  a  whale> 

Nor  balance  a  mizen,  to  fight  with  the  gale : 

But  Albenfon  goes  by  the  route  of  Cape  May, 

Salt-water,  and  fees  the  bold  porpuflTes  play: 

Where  the  fliore  of  the  coafl  the  proud  ocean  controula 
'  He  travels,  nor  flrikes  on  the  Barnegat  fhoals.” 

You  tar-fmelling  monfter  1  [Snipinda  rejoin’d) 

Your  jargon  has  almoit  diftrafted  my  mind  . 

If  Snip  fhould  be  be  drowndedy  and  loll  in  the  fea. 

You  never  once  think  what  a  lofs  it  would  be  1 
I  fliould  then  be  a  widow,  dejeded  and  fad 
And  where  would  I  find  fuch  another  fvveet  lad  !— 

And  Do^or  Sangrado  a  letter  has  wrote, 

As  hov/,  in  three  weeks  he  will  want  a  new  coat.” _ _ 

Snip’s  heart,  at  her  anfwer,  feem’d  ready  to  break : 
Snipinda,”  faid  he,  I  would  live  for  your  fake  ! 
df  I  fhould  be  dro^wnded,  indeed,  it  is  true. 

It  would  be  a  bad  journey  for  Sam  and  for  you!”- _ _ 

For  fear  they  fhould  hear  him,  Sam  whifper’d,  In  troth 
1  nvould  ginje  my  nenjo  hat  that  the  deieil  had  both. 

“  If  Snip  fliould  be  drown’d,”  faid  the  valiant  CMCeef, 
Poor  woman  !  already  I  guefs  at  her  grief — 

However,  for  aught  that  a  flranger  can  fee. 

There  ar?  dozens  as  brifk  at  Hit  needle  as  he. 
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And,  tho’  it  were  hard  that  the  fea-fifh  fhould  tear  him, 

I’m  fully  convinc’d  that  his  brethren  can  fpare  him; 

But  were  I  to  mention  the  very  bell  way,  ' 

And  the  quickeli  to  boot  (for  they  go  in  a  day) 

I  would  deep  over  night  at  the  fign  of  the 

(Where  the  wine  is  fo  good,  and  the  beds  are  fo  clean)" 

Tnen  darting  by  day-break,  and  riding  in  date. 

Arriving  in  Briflol — we  breakfad  at  eight. 

Then  pudi  on  our  way,  with  a  rapid  career. 

With  nothing  to  hinder,  and  nothing  to  fear. 

Till  Trenton,  and  Brinceton,  and  Brunfwick  are  pafs’d,. 
And  fafe  on  the  Hudfon  they  drop  us  at  lad,*’ 

When  the  captain  had  finilh’d,  the  Frenchman  arole. 

And  fmoothing  his  whilkers,  and  fquaring  his  toes. 

With  a  bend  of  his  back,  and  a  fwing  of  his  head 
Thus  exprefling  his  wilh,  with  a  flouridi,  he  faid; 

fVkerever  pomatums  are  moji  in  demand 
^hat  route  has  my  ‘vote,  be  it  ^ater  or  land : 

I'Vherever  1  travel,  through  fun~jhinc  or  g-looms^ 

May  forfu7ie  direSi  ?ne  to  po  vjders  and  plujties  /—. 

So y  gentlemen y  choofe,  I  befeech you,  that  road 
Where  ladies  prefer  to  he  drefs  'd  in  the  mode. 

Hold,  variet,  be  dill” — laid  the  Yankee  attorney. 

Are  you  to  decide  on  the  route  of  our  journey  ? 

Thefe  run-about  fellows,  I  cannot  but  hate  ’em, 

With  their  rings,  and  their  ruflies,  and  rolls  of  pomatum 
But,  gentlemen,  (if  I  may  venture  to  fpeak 
In  the  dile  I  was  wont  ^hen  I  dabbled  in  Greek, 

When  I  blew  on  my  trumpet,  and  call’d  up  my  pack. 

Who  thought  I  was  holy  becaufe  Iwas  black; 

Or,  if  you  allow  me  a  moral  to  draw 

From  fome  words  that  were  frequent  with  Doctor  Magraw); 
We  all  have  in  view  to  arrive  at  one  town. 

Yet  each  one  would  find  out  a  way  of  his  own; 

What  a  pity  it  is  that  we  cannot  agree 
To  march  all  too^ether  to  Zion”-—  faid  he- — 

But,  fince  I’m  convinc’d  that  it  cannot  be  fo, 

(For  his  journey  refembles  our  journey  below') 

Like  the  fedts  in  religion,  I  heartily  pray 
That  each,  as  he  pleafes,  may  have  his  own  way. 

Let  Snip,  and  the  captain,  adventure  by  land. 

The  failor  by  fea — he  can  reef,  deer,  and  hand  ; 

Let  the  Frenchman  fet  out  in  a  gaudy  balloon, 

(He’ll  either  be  there,  or  be  dead,  very  foon,) 

For  my  own  part,  I’m  fand  of  the  Buriington  boat. 

But  dill,  if  you’re  willing.  I’ll  put  it  to  vote: 

The  hint  was  fudicient — he  put  it  to  vote. 

And  fate  bade  us  go  wdth  the  Burlington  boat. 


POEMS  ON  SEVERAL  OCCASIONS. 


345 


IX.  The  V SAG ^t’O  Burlington. 

\ 

THE  morning  was  fair,  and  tlie  wind  was  at  weft. 

The  flood  coming  in,  and  the  ladies  were  dreft  ; 

At  the  iign  of  the  Billet  we  ^11  were  to  meet. 

And  Snip  was  the  lirft  that  appear'd  in  the  ftreet ; 

He  ftrutted  along  with  a  mighty  briik  air. 

While  Sam  and  Snipinda  walk’d  flow  in  the  rear. 

Drefs’d,  booted,  and  button'd,  and  cutting  a  Ihinc" 
The  captain  came  next,  with  his  loaded  carbine; 

Then  handed  on  board  the  milliner's  maid  : 

The  barber  and  ballad-man  longer  delay’d 
For  one  had  his  ballads  to'flng  and  to  play. 

And  the  other  fome  beards  to  take  off  by  the  way  v. 

At  laft  they  arriv’d,  and  the  failor  along, 

(But  he  was  befotted — his  dram  had  been  ftrong — ) 

The  lawyer,  Ezekiel,  was  laft  to  appear. 

With  a  cane  in  his  hand  and  a  quill  at  his  ear. 

But,  juft:  as  we  all  were  prepar'd  to  embark. 

The  wind  came  a-head,  and  the  weather  look'd  dark: 

So,  whilft  they  were  bufy  in  hoifting  the  fails 
And  trimming  clofe  aft'  to  encounter  the  gales. 

Our  feaman  advis'd  them  to  take  in  a  reef 
As  the  veffel  was  light — but  the  fkipper  was  deaf: 

‘‘  His  boat  was  his  own" — and  he  knew  to  a  hair 
The  ‘‘  worth  of  her/m^;^r,"  and  the  ‘Tail  flie  could  bear.^' 
Then  a  ftorm  coming  on,  we  flow'd  away  fnu?*. 

Some  link’d  with  a  lady,  and  fome  with  a  jug  : 

Snipinda  and  Sam  were  inclining  to  fleep. 

And  the  lawyer  harangu’d  on  the  rifques  of  the  deep. 
O'Blufler  was  bufy  in  looking  for  fqualls. 

And  Cynthia  difeours'd  upon  dances  and  balls. 

And  while  the  poor  ballad-man  gave  us  a  fong 

The  Frenchman  complain'd  that  his  flomach  felt  ^jerong. 

Arriving,  at  length  at  the  end  of  this  ftage. 

We  quitted  our  cabbin  ‘(or  rather  our  cage) 

To  the  fign  of  the  Anchor  we  then  were  direaed. 

Where  captain  O'Keef  a  fine  turkey  difleaed; 

And  Bryan  O’Blufler  made  love  to  egg-nog, 

And  pefler’d  the  ladies  to  tafle  of  his  grog ; 

Without  it  (faid  Bryan)  I  never  can  dine, 

1  is  better,  by  far,  than  your  balderdafh  wine, 

It  braces  the  nerves  and  it  ftreiigthens  the  brain, 

A  world— and  no  grog— -is  a  prifon  of  pain, 

And  MAN,  the  mofl  wretched  of  all  that  are  foun  1 
To  creep  m  the^dufl,  or  to  move  on  the  ground  1 

fpleen — 

-you'll  confefs— 

\  in  my  mefl— 


or  au  pnync,  tne  Delt  1  have  lee 
'a  o  keep  out  the  cold,  and  to  cut  up  i 
Here,  madam — mil's  Cynthia — 'tis  go 
Now  tafle^and  you'll  wiih  you  had  I 
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With  grog  Pm  as  great  as  a  king  on  his  throne; 

The  work  of  all  countries  is — where  there  is  none. 
New  Holland,  New  Zelan'd-— thofe  iflands  accursM— 
Here’s  a  health  to  the  man  that  invented  it  frft. 


X.  Vexations  and  Difafien. 

COOP’D  up  in  a  waggon,  the  curtains  let  down. 

At  three  in  the  morning  we  drove  out  of  town : 

A  morning  more  dark  1  ne’er  faw  in  my  life. 

And  the  fog  you  might  almoft  have  cut  with  a  knife. 

It  was  a  fit  feafon  for  murders  and  rapes. 

For  drunken  adventures  and  narrow  efiiapes : — 

So,  with  fomething  to  think  of,  but  little  to  fay. 

The  driver  drove  on,  looking  out  for  the.  way, 

’Till  we  came  to  the  brow  of  a  horrible  hill, 

^ix  miles  on  our  road,  when  the  cattle  flood  kill-— 

Are  you  fare  you  have  took  the  right  road? — queried  Sjrip  ; — 
/  am — faid  the  driver — and  crack’d  with  his  whip. 

Then  away  ran  the  horfes,  but  took  the  wrong  road. 

And  away,  went  the  waggon,  with  all  its  full  load ; 

Down,  deep  in  a  valley,  roll’d  over  and  over. 

Fell  the  fi  ying;-machine,  with  its  curtains  and  cover. 
Where  fhatter’d  and  faiver’d — no  glimpfe  yet  of  day, 

A  mafs  of  deilruflion,  together  we  lay! 

Then  bowlings  were  heard,  that  would  frighten  a  flonc. 
And  fcreechiag,  and  fcreaming,  and  many  a  groan. 

The  bruifing  of  heads,  and  the  breaking  of  fliins. 
Contrition  of  heart,  and  confefiion  of  fins. — 

Fifll  rofe  from  his  ruins  tall  captain  O’Keef, 

And  call’d  to  Ezekiel,  and  begg’d  for  his  brief*  :r 
A  writ  he  demanded,  as  foon  as  ’twas  day. 

And  aflc’d  his  advice,  if  a  fuit  vwuld  not  lay? 

Then  felt  for  his  fword,  but  chanc’d  on  a  cane. 

And  rufh’d  at  the  flageman,  to  cleave  him  in  twain. 

As  fortune  would  have  it,  the  flageman  had  fled. 

And  Snip  the  whole  vengeance  receiv’d  on  his  head  ; 

The  llaff  had  Ijeen  whirl’d  with  fo  deadly  a  iweep 
Poor  JVill  in  a  moment  was  all  rn  a  lieap : 

There  was  room  to  fiirmife  that  his  fenfes  were  hurt. 

For,  in  fpite  of  our  bruifes,.  he  made  us  fome  fport : 

His  head,  he  conceited,  was  made  of  new  cheefe  ; 

And  afk’d,  if  the  fexton  n.vould  give  tip  his  fees  ? — 

Then,  roiling  away  o»  the  fide  of  the  hill, 

With  his  head  in  a  horfe-pond,  he  lay  i  cry  kill : 

At  iafl  he  bawl’d  out — Pm  fhk  at  m  heart! 

Come  hither,  companions  ^  and  fee  me  depart} 

Snipinda,  Snipinda! — alas,  I  mufl  have  her^ 

And  all,  for  the  fake  of  this  villainous  weaver , 
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Who  nC'ver'  ‘•would  gi<ve  me  ci  fno?nent  of  yejl 

ill  I  left  my  dear.  Ihop-board,  and  thus  am  diftreli  ! 

But  a  ti  re  zvlll  arri  ^  e  (f  I  deem  not  amifs) 

Wheti  Slender.^  dbe  ‘wea've}%  nvill fuffer  for  this^^ 
lM.ay  his  breeches y  he  always  too  big  for  hts  wear^ 

Or  fo  narrow  ana  f cant  as  to  torture  his  rcaj-; 

May  his  wafcoat  be  ever  too  long  or  too  foorty 
And  the  Jkirts  of  his  4unic  not  both  of  a  fort  y— * 

Andy  when  from  this  forrowful  jaunt  you  return^ 

^ell  Doblor  Sangrado  ^tis  needlefs  to  mourn: 

Ah  !  tell  him  1  firmly  belie  ved  I  was  going 
Where  people  no  longer^  are  wed-ding  and  wooing. 

Where  white  linen  fiockings  will  ever  be  clean. 

And  fy-men  are  clad  in  the  befi  of  nankeen  ; 

Where  with  old  Continental  mr  debts  we  can  pay. 

And  a  fuit  of  befi  broad-cloth  will  lafl  but  a  day ; 

Where  with  pretty  brafis  thimbles  the  fireets  are  all  pav'd. 

And  a  remnant* — if  not  a  whole. pi ece-^Jh all  be  fav'd. 

Where  doth  may  he  cabbag'd — and  that  without  fear — 

And  journeymen  work— ^thirteen  months  to  the  year! 

Snipinda  was  mov’d  at  fo  diiimal  a  yell. 

And  groping  about  to  find  where  he  fell. 

Exclaim’d,  1  have  got  a  fad  bruife  on  one  hip, 

But  matters,  I  fear,  are  much  wofe  with  poor  Snip* 

Yes, yes — anfwer’d  Snip — Pm  preparing  to  go-^ 

Be  fpeedy,  Snipinda,  sny  pulfe  is  fo  low  I 

Then  flie  went  where  he  lay,  and  took  hold  of  his  head. 
And  whifper’d  the  captain,  how  much  he  has  bled p 
(For  Ihe  thought,  as  he  lay  with  his  nofe  in  the  puddle, 

That  the  water  was  blood,  that  had  flow’d  from  his  noddle,) 
Ah  !  where  is  the  doctor,  to  give  him  a  pill y 
And  where  is  the  Lawyer,  to  write  his  lafi-will ? 

Ezekiel!  Ezekiel!  attend  to  his  words  ; 

If  I  am  his  voidow,  I  mu  ft  have  my  thirds  ! 

But  can  you— here  fhe  reeling  on  his  breafl— 

And  can  you  re  five  to  for  Jake  me  di ft  reft. 

Is  it  thus  you  would  quit  me,  my  jry  and  my  love,  • 

And  leave  me  alone  for  the  Jhop-boards  above  : 

Is  it  thus  you  confign  tne  to  trouble  and  woe? — 

When  you  are  departed,  ah!  where  /hall  I  go? 

I  fall  then  he  a  voidow — forfaken  and  fad— 

..And  where  Jhall  I  find  fuch  another  fweet  lad? 

Who  then  will  afford  me  a  mint-water  dram. 

Gallant  me  to  footing — and  who  will  fiog  Sam? 

By  this  time  the  ftory  was  currently  fpread, 

And  moft  were  convinc’d  that  the  taylor  was  dead,—— 

7 he  taylor  is  dead  beyond  all  relief ! 

7'he  taylor  is  dead,  cry'd  captain  O'Keef  : 
fo  fetch  up  a  fafhion,  or  trump  up  a  whim, 
hot  a  knight  of  the  thimhh  was  equal  tc  him! 
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The  taylor  is  dead'’ — (the  Imvyer  exclairn^d) 

God  fpeed  him  ! — ’^tis  better  to  die  than  be  maimed: 

If  life  is  a  raccy  as  the  learned  pretend, 

God  help  him  /  his  racing  is  foon  at  an  end: 

His  anchor  is  cafty  and  his  can  vas  is  furV d  y 
A  creature  he  ^was,fo  attached  to  the  VLwrld, 

So  eager  for  7noney —  ( I  fa'i  it  'Vsith  grief) 

He  never  confder'*d  the  ^  fall  of  the  leafP 
He  is  come  ( vje  tnay  fiiy )  to  the  end  of  his  tether 
Where  the  maid  and  her  mafler  /hall  lay  dovun  together 
For  the  place  vjhere  he*s  gone  rnay  -we  alfo  prepare, 

Where  the  mind,  vjhe.t  admitted,  Jhall  reft  from  her  care,^ 
And  fiddles — the  fineji  that  ever  n.vere  feen, 

Shall  play,  fcr  his  comfort,  a  brijk  Bonny  Jean, 

The  taylor  is  dead”  (laid  the  cOiDpany  round) 

“  The  taylor  is  dead” — the  dark  forelts  refound. — 

He  is  d 'ad  1” — blubber’d  Sam,  with  a  counterfeit  ligb 
When  the  faiior  bawl’d  out — By  my  foul  ids  a  lie! 
hr  he  fellovo  has  only  a  mind  for  fome  fun. 

His  blood  is  not  cold,  and  his  race  is  not  run* 

His  heady  it  is  true,  may  have  had  a  fmall  ftsock  : 

Fll  bind  it — 'tv: ill  only  be  ftrapping  a  block  : 

Here,  hand  me  a  neck-cloth,  a  napkin,  a  clout ! 

Novj — heave  up  his  noddle,  and  frap  it  about  ! 

Succefs  to  the  full  that  can  bear  a  good  jtrk — 

^hey  only  have  damag'd  his  ginger-bread  vjork. 

d'he  matter  turn’d  out  as  he  faid  and  he  fwore. 

And  the  taylor  threw  open  his  peepers  once  more* 


XI.  Conchifon  Journey. 

WHEN  the  morning  appear’d,  it  is  horrid  to  tell 
What  mifehiefs  the  moll  of  our  crew  had  befel : 

A  bundle  lay  here,  and  a  budget  lay  there; 

The  Frenchman  was  fretting  and  pulUno:  his  hair. 
The  horfes  werC  feeding  about  on  the  hiil. 

And  Snip,  with  his  head  on  a  halfock  lay  kill. 

The  driver  befecch’d  us  the  fault  to  excafe,  ^ 
hThe  night  had  been  dark — and  be  Icfi  both  his  J/ooes" — - 

Then  he  x'ais’d  up  his  waggon,  rejoicing  to  find 
That,  by  leaving  the  top  and  tire  curtains  behind, 

We  kill  might  proceed — for  the  body  wasTound, 

And  the  wheels,  upon  fearching,  uninjur’d  all  ’round. 

But  dull  and  dilhearten’d  we  travelFd  along. 

Our  waggon  difniantled,  our  harnefs  all  wrong : 

The  lawyer  was  vext  that  we  went  a  fnail’s  pacd, 

And  Cynthia  was  lure  fhe  had  lofc  half  her  lace  ; 

Wh  !e  Brynn  O’Blufl  er,  who  Snip  had  reftor’d, 
AiTerted,  that  Snip  was  the  Jonas  on  board. 

And  often  declar’d,  in  his  moments  of  glee, 

He  would  o'lve  him.  a  foufe,  if  he  had  him  at  fca. 
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At  length,  we  arriv’d,  with  the  marks  of  our  fall. 

And  halted  to  dine  at  the  town  of  R.oad-Hall  :  ' 

Honeil:  David  has  always  a  difh  of  the  bed, 

But  Snipinda  declared  there  ^vas  nothing  njudl  dreji — 

And  Snip  (Oie  exclaim’d)  I  nvoidd  ajk  hhn  to  eaty 
But  I  knouj  that  he  never  could  relijh  roaft-^meat : 

1  think  it  vjere  better  to  get  him  feme  tea. 

He  alvjays  <was  fond  cf  flop  dinners,  like  mCj 
But  then  he  could  never  e7tdure  your  Bohea — 

La!  madam,  is  this  the  befl  tea  that  you  keep? 

By  the  tafle  and  the  flnell, you  have  purchas'd  it  cheap! 

No  Hyfon  or  Congo  to  give  a  flek  flr anger  ! 

Poor  man!  Pve  no  doubt  but  his  life  is  in  danger  ! 

No  do'fior  like  Neptune  for  people  like  him, 

(Quoth  O’Bluder) — his  idnefs  is  merely  a  whim  ; 

If  i  had  him  at  fea,  with  the  reft  of  our  crew. 

He  fhould  dance  to  the  tune  of  a  bowl  of  Burgoo!’* 

fl  From  all  that  appears  (faid  captain  O’Kecf) 

I  judge  he  might  venture  to  tafte  the  roaft  beef. 

Nay — I  think  1  can  guefs,  from  the  caft  of  his  eye. 

He  longs  to  have  hold  of  the  goofeberry  pye!” 

Why  captain  (flie  cry’d)  voould you  kill  the  poor  flnmr  T 
If  he  cannot  have  tea,  he  fleall  go  voithout  dinner  ! 

At  length  to  the  Ferry  we  fafely  arrive. 

Each  thanking  his  genius  he  fill  was  alive : 

Poor  Cynthia  complain’d  of  abundance  of  harms. 

The  biack  on  her  face  and  the  blue  on  her  arms  i 
Snipinda  exclaim’d  that  (he  wanted  a  patch,  • 

For  Snip,  in  his  ravings,  had  give  her  a  fcratchc 
The  cor pfe  of  the  captain  was  merely  a  wreck. 

And  the  faiior  complain’d  of  a  kink  in  his  neck^ 

He  had  a  contufton,  belide,  on  his  thigh; 

And  the  ballad-man  talk’d  of  a  bruife  on  his  eye. 

Juft  adding,  how  much  he  was  vext  at  the  heart 
That  no  one  regarded  the  fong-fingino-  art: 

Yet  the  town  was  in  love  with  his  mufic  (he  faid) 

But  never  confider’d  he  liv’d  by  the  trade ; 

That  affronts  and  negle£l  were  forever  his  lot. 

And  the  lovers  of  mufic  refpefled  him _ not ; 

He  had  rung  for  the  nymphs,  and  had  fung  for  the  f^vains, 
Jlu,  they  were  unwilling  to  purchafe  his  ftrains 
When  he  put  up  his  ballads  and  call’d  for  his  pay 
1  he  fhepherds  flunk  off,  and  the  nymphs  ran  away.-’* 

So,  we  faid  what  we  could  to  encourage  poor  Bob 
And  pitied  his  fortune, — to  live  by  the  mob* 

Advis'd  him  to  cobble,  cut  throats,  or  dig  ditches 
_  nc  wifh  d  to  advance  to  perferment  and' riches; 
at  the  time  had  arriv’d,  when  a  fyeophant  race 
poets  arc  only  promoted  to  place _ 
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He  flioulcl  fcom  them  alike,  if  attach'd  to  a  crown , 
Singing  lies  to  a  court,  or  difguis'd  in  the  gown ;  * 
That  a  poet  of  genius  (all  hiftory  Ihew^s) 

Ne’er  wanted  a  puppy,  to  bark  at  his  mufe : 

And,  though  their  produ^lions  w'ere  never  once  read. 
Yet  Bavins  and  Mevius  mull  alfo  be  fed. 

Then  the  ikipper  came  in,  with  a  terrible  noife. 
Exclaiming,  The  nvberry  is  ready ^  my  hoys  : 

The  fails  are  unfurl'd y  and  the  clock  has  Jiruck  ei?ht  y 
Anuay  to  the  nxsharfy  fcr  no  longer  I  uoait  ! 

Now  all  were  embark’d,  and  the  boat  under  fail,  ’ 
W^ith  a  dark  cloudy  Iky  and  a  iliff  blowing  gale ; 

In  plying  to  windward  we  delug’d  our  decks-^ 
O’Blufter  difcours’d  of  difafters  and  wrecks— 

Snip  offer’d  the  fkipper  five  dollars,  and  more. 

And  a  pair  of  new  trowfers,  to  run  us  on  ihore ; 

And,  if  I  was  there  (faid  the  faint-hearted  Twain) 

No  money  fhould  tempt  me  to  travel  again  1 
I  had  rather,  by  far,  I  had  broken  both  legs. 

Been  rotting  in  prifon,  or  pelted  with  eggs ! 

Now  comrades  and  captains,  I  bid  you  good  night. 

And  you,  Mr.  Slender,  our  journey  will  write ; 

A  journey  like  this  will  attention  attraft. 

Related  in  metre,  and  known  to  be  fa^l.” _ 

Snipinda  was  forry  Ihe  ever  left  ho?ne^ 

Ezekiel  confefs’d  it  was  madnefs  to  roam ; _ 

Toupee  was  alarm’d  at  the  break  of  the  Teas, 

And  you,  Robert  Slender,  were  not  at  your  eafe; 

Yet  could’nt  help  laughing  at  captain  O’Keef, 

Who  fhunn’d  little  Cynthia,  and  cad  up  his  beef: 

And,  Bruin  (Ihe  faid)  I  am  fick  at  my  heart. 

Come  hither,  I  pray  you — and  fee  me  depart  : 

What  wretches  e'er  travell’d  fo  rugged  a  route ; 

Alas !  I  am  forry  that  e’er  we  fee  out  1” 

And  Sam,  while  he  own’d  what  a  thief  he  had  been, 
O’Bluder  made  love  to  a  bottle  of  gin— 

Bob’s  ballads  and  poems  lay  fcatter’d  and  torn 
Himfelf  in  the  dumps  and  his  vifage  forlorn;— 

Snip  lay  with  his  head  by  the  fide  of  a  pot. 

In  doubt  if  his  foul  was  departing  or  not. 

Complaining,  and  fpewing,  and  curling  his  luck— 

Then  look’d  at  Snipinda — and  call’d  her  Ms  duck. 

At  lafl  to  relieve  us,  when  thought  of  the  leaf!:. 

The  wind  came  about  to  the  fouth  of  foutheaft. 

The  barque  that  was  buried  in  billows  before 
Now  flew  like  a  gull  by  the  Long-Ifland  fhore. 

And  gaining  the  port  where  we  wiih’d  to  arrive. 

Was  fafe  in  the  bafon — prccifely  at  five. 
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AJIEALTH  to  the  Mufe! — and  fill  thw  glafs,— . 
Heaven  grant  her  loon  Tome  better  place  j 
Than  earthen  floor  and  fabric  mean, 

Where  difappointinent  lhades  the  fcenc  : 

There  as  I  came,  by  rumour  led, 

I^flgh’d,  and  alinoft  wiildd  her  dead; 

Her  vifage  ftain'd  with  many  a  tear,^ 

No  Hal  LAM  and  no  FIenry  here! 

But  what  could  all  their  art  attain?—— 

V/hen  pointed  laws  the  flage  reflrain  ,  . 

The  prudent  Mufc  obedience  pays  ^ 

To  fleepy  Iquires,  that  damn  all  plays. 

Like  thieves  they  hang  bevond  the  town. 

They  ftove  her  ofF—to  pi  m2  the  gown  . 

ino  Kome  and  Athens  owii^d  it  true. 

The  flage  might  mend  our  morals 

-I 

SeCj  f^spjits  all  the  evening  fits 

O’er  bottled  beer,  that  drowns  his  wits  ( 

Were  P^ays  allow’d,  he  might  at  leall 
b*uhi — and  no  longer  a><2:  the  beafl. 

* 

See,  Marcia,  now  from  guardian  free. 

Retailing  fcandal  o’er  her  tea  ; 

Might  fhe  not  come,  nor  danger  fear  '  " 

From  Hamlet^ s  figh,  or  JidUt^s  tear. 

The  ^orU  but  aas  the  Plav:rs^  part^ _ 

(So  fays  the  motto  of  their  art) 

That  world  in  vice  great  lengths  is  gone 
1  hat  fears  to  fee  its  pi(flure  drawn. 

Mere  vulgar  aftors  ne’er  Can  pJeafe  ; 

The  Krsets  fupply  enough  of  thefe ;  ''  ■ 

And  what  can  wit  or  beauty  gain  * 

When  fleepy  dullnefs  joins  their  train  f 

A  State  betrays  a  homely  tafte. 

By  which  the  flage  is  thus  difgrac’d, 
here,  dreft  m  all  the  flowers  of  fpeecky  c 
J  rue  virtue  nught  her  precepts  teach. 

•  Total  MmJut  agit 
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Let  but  a  dancing  bear  arrive, 

A  pig,  that,  counts  you  four  or  five — 

And  Cato,  with  his  moral  ilrain 

Shall  ftrive  to  mend  the  town  in  vain.  1 


THE 


M  E  N  A  C  E. 

X^'' ROM  Shelburne’s  boafted  town,  o’er  Fundy's  bay 
(To  put  himfelf  in  madam  Fortune’s  way) 

A  ScoTiTE  came,  as  hungry  as  a  fhark. 

Mailer  and  owner  of  a  crazy  barque : 

Fish,  and  filh  only,  were  her  weighty  load, 

^  With  filh  was  every  hole  and  cranny  ItowM; 

Even  in  the  cabbin,  where  he  made  his  bed. 

Bundles  of  filh  were  for  his  covering  fpread. 

In  every  corner  heaps  on  heaps  lay  flain, 

’Twas  fifh  on  filh — and  cut^and  co:^i  again. 

At  length,  to  Boston’s  well-known  port  arriv’d. 
There  many  a  fcheme,  to  run  them,  he  contriv’d. 

For  there,  by  law  (we  hardly  need  to  fay) 

All  foreign  filh  a  heavy  impoll  pay.  \ 

To  fave  the  duty  was  the  captain’s  willi. 

And  land,  unfeen,  his  long  imprifon’d  filh: 

Vain  were  his  fchemes — no  plan  could  he  devife 
To  cheat  old  Argus,  with  his  hundred  eyes, 

(That  hawk  who  ceafelefs  Waits  the  coming  tides. 

Peeps  in  the  hold,  or  through  the  cabbin  glides) 

Vain  were  his  plans,  the  unlucky  fequel  Ihews, 

Striving  to  cheat  the  Culloms  of  their  dues. 

Ere  he  was  able  to  complete  his  wifh. 

The  port-colleflor  feiz’d  them — every  f  Hi  1 

’Sblood,  death,  and  wounds!  (the  angry  captain  cry’d) 
What  vile,  ungrateful  wretches  here  refide  ! 

May  I  be  d — d !  (this  dreadful  oath  he  fwore. 

And  Hamp’d,  indignant,  on  his  cabbin  Hoor) 

May  I  he  d-^d,  if  at  fonie  future  day, 

IVhen  fa?nine  marks  thefe  Tankees  for  her  prey. 

When  pinching  nvdnts  their  growling  guts  a^ail. 

If  prayers  or  tears  Jhall  o^er  my  ^rath  prevail — 
htarve  and  be  d — d,  fd all  be  the  njjord — -thads  plain ^ 
Shelburne,  nor  1,  vjill  grant  relief  again  I 
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T  H  B 

PRUDENT  PHllOS  6^  HER. 

HEN  from  a  Dom^,  where  lawyers 
I/Tued  the  mingled  flame  and  fitioke, 

Florella  at  her  window  fate. 

Gazing  towards  the  House  of  State— 

That  coll  the  labourer  many  a  teir— 

That  ne'er  would  be  rebuilt — that's  dedr _ 

And  thrice^  Ihe  ligh’d,  and  fmote  her  breaft 
To  fee  their  fquirefliips  fo  dillrell  i 
To  fee  in  fuch  a  little  while 
To  aflies  turn'd  fo  fine  a  pile! 

Meanwhile,  avoiding  pomp  and  paif, 

(For  what  could  ofte  man*s  help  avail 
Fearing  to  hurt  his  tender  hand 
Should  he  amongfl:  the  ‘vulgar  Hand, 

M^here  buckets  fly  anti  engines  play. 

Where  flaves  muft  work,  and  maflers  may\ 

Rinaldo  to  her  chamber  came. 

Thus  comforting  the  tearful  dame ; 

Behold,  (faid  he)  my  lady  fair. 

How  vain  thefe  mortal  buildings  are  ! 

^is  madnefs — madnefs — all  things  Ihew 
Tty  fet  our  hearts  cm  things  below ; 

(Thank  heaven  for  all  its  Ifores  of  grace. 

My  Treasure's  in  a fafer place: ) 

But  thus  the  pride  of  man  ihall  bend ; 

The  gods  fuch  fabrics  only  !end\ 

Whether  contriv'd  of  brick  or  done. 

They  hardly  pn^be  call'd  our  own  ; 

What  time  might  fpare  the  flame  deflroys. 

To  them  fuch  cafths  are  but  toys  ; 

In  vain  to  heaven  our  fpires  we  raife: 

Sooner  or  later,  all  muft  blaze; 

And  we  ourfelyes,  with  years  opprefs'd. 

In  time,  lhall  fink  among  the  reft. 

Ah !  lovely  nymph— no  longer  figh— 

1  IS  true,  the  flames  are  mouptiny  hio-h _ 

But  oh !— forbear  that  trickling  tear,"" 

For  thus  the  world  fhall  difappear; 

And  templos  of  ftupendous  fize. 

In  empty  vapour  thus  lhall  rife. 

When  Nature  droops  her  weary  wing^ 

To  give  a  fiid  account  of  things ; 

When  time  has  run  his  idle  round. 

And  you  and  I  are — under  ground* 

X 
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In  fuch  a  view,  Florella  fair. 

How  beautiful  thefe  blazes  are  I 
From  fuch  a  view  of  human  things 
Phiiofophy  her  comfort  brings, 

Inflruding  us  when  mifchiefs  come. 

When  folks  are  burnt  from  houfe  and  home; 
When  public  buildings  burn,  or  fall. 

To  bear  it  with — no  grief  at  all  V* 

Kind  moralift  (the  nymph  replied) 

Your  dodlrines  lhall  not  be  denied  ; 

And'  tho’  you  make  things  mighty  clear, 
I’m  almoft  vex’d  to  fee  you  here  : 

A  fate  like  this  impends  o’er  all — 

(Even  high-heel’d  (hoes  at  laft  mull  fall) 

But,  whether  preach’d  in  profe  or  rhyme, 
better  fuit  another  time* 

How  can  we  juftly  blame  the  fire 
That  gives  us  fo  much  to  admire  1 
If  people  (kulk  when  temples  burn. 

How  can  they  but  to  allies  turn  /— 

Such  fire  as  this  fame  luater  claims — 

Thefe  are,  indeed,  no  common  flames — 

So  leave  me.  Love,  to  figh  and  pout — • 
Y'QU^^Yun’“—^nd  help  to  put  them  out  I 


THE 


WANDERER. 


Southward  bound  to  Indian  ides 
O’er  lonely  feas  he  held  his  way, 

A  fongfler  of  the  feather’d  kind 
Approach’d,  with  golden  plumage  gay  : 

By  fyinpathetic  feelings  led^ 

And  grieving  for  her  fad  mifchance 
Thas  Tfi  YRSis  to  the  vvanderer  (aid. 
As  circling  rn  her  airy  dance. 

Sad  pilgrim  on  a  watery  wafle. 

What  cruel  tempcft  has  compeil’d 
To  leave  fo  far  your  native  gn'ove. 

To  perifn  on  this  liquid  field  ! 

Not  fuch  a  difmal  fwelling  fcene ^ 
(Dread  Neptuue’e  wild  unlocial  lea) 
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Put  cryftal  brooks  and  groves  of  green, 
Oear  rambling  bird,  were  made  for  thee* 

Ah,  why  amid  fome  flowery  mead 
L^id  you  not  flay,  where  late  you  play’d: 
Not  thus  forfake  the  cyprefs  grove 
That  lent  its  kind  protecting  fliade* 

In  vain  you  fpread  your  weary  wings 
To  fliuii  the  hideous  gulph  below ; 

Our  barque  can  be  your  only  hope— 

JBut  man  you  juftly  deem  your  foe. 

Now  hovering  near,  you  floop  to  lodge 
Where  yonder  lofty  canvas  fwells— 

Again  take  wing — refufe  our  aid. 

And  rather  truft  the  ruflian  gales. 

But  Nature  tires!  your  tolls  are  vain— 

Could  you  on  flronger  pinions  rife 
Than  eagles  have — for  days  to  come 
All  you  could  fee  are  feas  and  Ikies. 

Again  fhe  comes,  again  flie  lights. 

And  cafls  a  penflve  look  below — 

Weak  wanderer,  truft  the  traitor,  man. 

And  take  the  help  that  we  beftow.” 

Down  to  his  flde,  with  circling  flight. 

She  flew,  and  perch’d,  and  linger’d  there  ^ 
But,  worn  with  wandering,  droop’d  her  wing. 
And  life  refign’d  in  empty  air. 


MARYLAND. 


fwell  on  either  fide 

Where  Chelapeake  intrudes  his  midway  tide. 

Gay  MarylaxNd  attraCls  the  admiring  eye, 

A  fertile  region  with  a  temperate  fey. 

In  years  elaps’d,  her  heroes  of  renown 
From  Britilh  nam’d  one  favourite  town:=* 

But,  loft  her  commerce,  though  ihe  guards  their  laws, 
rroud  Baltimore  toat  envied  commerce  draws. 

Few  are  the  years  fince  there,  at  random  plac’d, 
bomxe  wretched  huts  her  quiet-port  difgrac’d; 

^fe  from  all  winds,  and  cover’d  from  the  bay^ 
Thercj  at  his  eafe,  tiie  thoughtiefs  native  lay.  ^ 

^AKNAPOti;^ 
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No  \v,  rich  and  great,  no  more  a  ilave  to  floth, 

She  claims  importance  from  her  totvering  growth— 
High  in  renown,  her  ilreets  and  domes  arrang’d, 

A  groupe  of  cabbins  to  a  city  chang’d. 

Though  rich  at  home,  to  foreign  lands  they  ftray,. 
For  foreign  trappings  trade  their  wealth  away. 

Politeft  manners  through  their  towns  prevaife 
And  pleafure  revels,  though  her  funds  fhould  fail; 

In  each  gay  dome,  foft  mufic  charts  its  lord. 

Where  female  beauty  ftrikes  the  trembling  chord  ; 

On  the  fine  air  with  niceft  touches  dwells. 

While  from  the  tongue  the  according  ditty  fwdls: 
Proud  to  be  feen,  ’tis  their’s  to  place  delight 
In  dances  meafur’d  by  the  winter’s  night. 

The  evening  feall,  that  wine  and  mirth  prolong. 

The  lamp  of  fplendor,  and  the  midnight  fong. 
Religion  here  no  gloomy  garb  alTumes, 

Exchang’d  her  tears  for  patches  and  for  plumes : 

The  blooming  belle  (untaught  heaven’s  beaus  to  win) 
Talks  not  of  feraphs,  but  the  world  fhe’s  in; 

Attach’d  to  earth,  here  born,  and  to  decay. 

She  leaves  to  better  worlds  all  finer  clay. 

In  thofe,  whom  choice  or  different  fortunes  place 
On  rural  fccnes,  a  different  mind  we  trace; 

There  folitude,  that  flill  to  dullnefs  tends  , 

To  rullic  forms  no  fprightly  action  lends ; 

Heeds  not  the  garb,  mopes  o’er  the  evening  fire  ; 

And  bids  the  maiden  from  the  nian  retire. 

On  winding  Hoods  the  lofty  manfion  Hands,. 

That  caHs  a  mournful  view  o’er  neighbouring  lands ; 
There  the  fad  maHer  Itrays  amidH  his  grounds, 

Direds  his  negroes,  or  reviews  his  hounds ; 

Thert  home  returning,  plies  his  paHe'board  play. 

Or  dreams  o’er  wine,  that  hardly  makes  him  gay  ; 

If  fonie  chance  gueft  arrive  in  weary  plight. 

He  more  than  bids  him  welcome  for  the  night ; 

Kind  to  profufion,  fpares  no  pains  to  pleafe. 

Gives  him  the  product  of  his  fields  and  trees ; 

On  his  rich  board  Hiines  plenty  from  her  fource. 

The  meaneH  difli  of  all — his  own  difeourfe. 
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THE 

HAPPY  PROSPECT. 

A  hough  clad  in  winter’s  gloomy  drefs  all  Nature’s  works 
_^et  other  profpeas  rife  to  blefs  the  new  returnuig  year : 
e  adive  fail  again  is  feen  to  greet  our  wefiern  fhore, 
plenty  fmiles  with  brow  ferene,  and  wars  diftra(?l;  no  more. 

No  more  the  vales,  no  more  the  plains  an  Iron  harveft  yield  * 
Peace  guards  our  doors,  impells  our  fwains  to  till  the  grateful  held: 
Fronv  diflant  climes,  no  longer  foes  (their  vears  of  mifery  pall) 
Nations  arrive,  to  hnd  repofe  in  thefe  domains  at  Jafl.  ^  ^  ^ 

And,  if  a  more  delightful  fcene  attradls  the  mortal  eye. 

Where  clouds  nor  darknefs  intervene,  behold,  afpiring^high 
On  Free  dom’s  foil  thofe  fabrics  plann’d,  on  virtue's  bahs  laid 
Inat  make  fccure  our  native  land,  and  prove  our  toils  repaid. 

Ambitious  aims  and  pride  fevere,  would  you  at  diftance  keep 
What  wanderer  would  not  tarry  here,  here  charm  his  cares  to  flcep » 
O,  Ihil  may  health  her  balmy  wings  o’er  thefe  fair  fields  expand 
Wl^ile  commerce  from  all  climates  brings  the  produfts  of  each  land! 

Through  toiling  care  andlengthen’dviews,thatlliarealikeourfpan 

Gay,  fmiling  hope  her  heaven  purfues,  the  eternal  friend  of  man? 
The  darknefs  of  the  days  to  come  fhe  brightens  with  her  rav 
And  fmiles  o’er  Nature’s  gaping  tomb,  when  fickening  to  decay  ! 


the 


OR  I  GIN  of  WARS. 


_N  early  time,  when  man  was  bleit 
With  conftant  fpring  and  fummer  join’d. 

Nature  kis  fimple  banquet  drefs’d  ; 

Long  life  was  his,  and  health,  combin’d'/ 

In  innocence  (their  foie  defence) 

pey  fpent  their  days,  and  pafs’d  their  nio-hts : 
in  rural  haunts  they  pitch’d  their  tents— 

None  Hole  their  fweets,  or  feiz’d  their  rights. 

From  fuch  a  fcene,  no  care,  no  pain. 

O’er  lands,  o’er  feas,  through  woods  they  fpread' 
No  place  was  found  on  earth’s  vaft  round  ^ 
Where  men  were  not,  by  millions,  bred. 
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Jove  faw  the  vaft  abounding  race/ 

And  fear’d  a  change  in  Nature’s  plan,  .  ,  '  . 

That  the  wide  world  would  find  a  place,  ^ 

Jn  one  age  more,  for  nought  but  man. 

Then  thus  of  gods  and  men  the  lire 
In  Vulcan’s  ear  his  mind  exprefs’d— 

Wars  muji  he  fetch  that  fire 

Which  kindles  rancoiir  in  the  hreafi  : 

This  once  infused,  the  feeds  offpite, 
find  ragey  and  hate  to  firength  Jhall  grow, 

Man  jhatt  no  mare  with  man  unite  / 

But  each  Jhall  be  to  each  a  foe. 

Ton*  oaksy  which  now  their  boughs  difplc^. 

To  jhield  his  race  from  winds  and  rainy 
When  touched,  Jhall  Jhrink — make  hajle  away, 
find  waft  his  thunders  6*er  the  main. 

Thofe  fiores  of  death,  which  now,  at  rejl. 

In  calves  profound  unnoticed  lie, 

Explored,  Jloall  burft,  create  a  hlafiy 
And  bid  contending  nations  die  I*' 

The  god  fupreme  then  feiz’d  the  flame 
That  Vulcan  brought,  at  his  command; 

Deep  in  the  breaft 
This  curfe  imprefs’d, 

And  numbering  man  through  all  his  frame 
Firft  felt  the  fatal,  feverifh  brand! 


St.  C  A  T  H  A  R  I  N  E’s.* 

H  E  that  would  wifh  to  rove  a  while 
In  forefts  green  and  gay. 

From  Charleflon  bar  to  Catharine’s  ifle 
Might  figh  to  find  the  way ! 

Wtiat  fcenes  on  every  fide  appear. 

What  pleafure  flrikes  the  mind. 

From  FoU.v’s  tniin>  thus  wandering;  far. 

To  leave  the  world  behind. 

The  mufic  of  thefe  favage  groves 
In  fimple  accents  fwells. 

And  freely,  here,  their  fylvan  loves 
The  feather’d  nation  tells ; 


An  ifland  on  the  fea-coaR  of  Georgia., 
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The  panting  deer  through  mingled  lllad^^s 

Of  oaks  forever  green 

The  vegetable  world  invades, 

That  fkirts  the  watery  fcene. 

Thou  failor,  now  exploring  far 
The  broad  Atlantic  wave. 

Crowd  all  your  canvas,  gallant  tar. 

Since  Neptune  never  gave 
On  barren  Teas  fo  fine  a  view 
As  here  allures  the  eye. 

Gay,  verdant  feenes  that  Nature  drew 
In  colours  from  the  fky. 

Ye  wellern  winds!  awhile  delay 
To  fwell  the  expelling  fail — 

Who  would  not  here,  a  hermit,  flay 
In  yonder  fragrant  vale. 

Could  he  engage  what  few  can  find. 

That  coy,  unwilling  gueft 

(AH  avarice  banifhM  from  the  mind) 

Contentment,  in  the  breaft  1 


MARCELLA  in  a  CONSUMPTION. 


by  the  glance  of  thy  bright  eyes 
V  hen  I,  Marcella,  fondly  gaze. 

Strange  feelings  in  my  bofom  rife 
And  paflion  all  my  reafon  fways : 

Worlds  I  would  banifh  from  my  view 
And  quit  the  gods — to  talk  with  you. 

H  he  fmile  that  decks  your  fading  cheek 
To  me  a  heavy  heart  declares ; 

When  you  are  filent  I  would  fpeak. 

But  cowardice  alarms  my  fears: 

AH  muft  be  fenfe,  that  you  do  prize, 

AH  that  I  fay,  be  grave  and  wife. 

When  wandering  in  the  evening  fhade 
I  fliar^d  her  pain  and  foothM  her  grief, 

A  thoufand  tender  things  I  faid. 

But  all  1  faid  gave  no  relief; 

When  from  her  hair  I  bruili’d  the  dew 
She  ligh’d — and  faid,  Pm  not  for  you  f 

When  drooping,  dull,  and  almoft  dead 
With  fevers  brought  from  fultry  climes,. 
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She  would  nnt  hold  my  fainting  head^ 
But  recommended,  me  feme  rhymes 
On  patience  and  on  fortitude. 

And  ether  things,  lefs  underliood. 

When  aiming  to  engage  her  heart 
With  verfes  from  the  mufes*  flock. 

She  fate,  regardlefs  of  my  art. 

And  counted  feconds  by  the  clock  : 

And  thus  (fhe  cry’d)  fhall  verfe  decay. 
And  thus  the  world  fhall  pafs  away. 

When  langulfhing  upon  her  bed, 

(No  longer  pleas’d  with  India  gowns) 
Ixame — and  while  Constantia  read 
Of  chryftal  fkies  and  coral  crowns. 

She  bade  me  at  a  diflance  /land. 

And  lean’d  her  head  upon  her  hand. 

So  drooping  hangs  the  fading  rofe 
When  fummer  fends  the  driving  diovvcr^ 
So  to  the  grave  Marcella  goes 
Her  whole  duration  but  an  hour  : 

Who  fhall  GOHtiQul  the.  fad  decree. 

Or  what,  fair  maid,  recover  ^Eee  f 


What  virtue  in  that  fpirit  dwells,— 

What  fortitude  amid  fuch  pain — 

And  now  with  pride  my  bofoin  fwcils 
To  think  I  have  not  liv’d  in  vain  ; 

Since,  flighting  all  the  fages  kneWji 
1  learn  philofophy  from  you. 

LINES 


V/rlltcn  in  a  fevere  February  on  a  Shad,  Scz.  caught  in  a  January^^y 

HERE  now  are  all  our  January  fhjid. 

And  falmon  fat,  that  came  before  ih^ir  time  ?— 

Alas !  they’re  fled  to  fome  lefs  rigorous  clime 
Where  funs,  that  never  fquint,  fliall  ma^e  them  glad. 

Ladies,  no  more  for  famion  fet  your  caps ; 

Some  weeks,  the  fifli-girls  lay,  mufl  now  elapfe 
^iil  flud  once  more  Thai]  be  fo  void  of  brains 
As  to  be  captur’d  in  our  fains : 

Then,  pray  don’t  fob  and  pout ; 

If  abfent  from  our  llream 
There’s  only  one  to  blame. 

Winter,  that  crabbed  knave  ’tis — keeps  them  out. 
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T9  A 

deceased 


DOG. 


_F  all  the  world  mourns  for  the  jofs  of  a  friend. 

And  even  in  ftanza  their  virtues  commpnd, 

Why,  Sancho,  ihouldll  thou  by  the  oreen  turf  be  orcfl 
And  not  have  a  ftanza  along  with  the  reft  f  ’ 

The  mifer,  that  ne*er  gave  a  farthing  away, 

Xantippe,  that  fcolded  throughout  the  lon<r  day, 

-1  he  drunken  young  Quixote,  that  died  in“his  prime, 
in  their  grjyes  peyer  Ail  tQ  be  flatter’d  with  rhyme. 

1  here  is  an  old  adage  our  poets  have  read, 

X  ftat  “  notiing  but  good  jhould  bs  /poke  of  the  dead-." 

Hence,  the  prieft  and  the  fexton  alike'  we  defy. 

When  we  write  of  the  dead— they  allow  us  tb  lie. 

will  a  poem  compofe 

That  lhall  break  half  the  hearts  of  the  belles  and  the  beaus: 
lo  the  view  of  each  reader  your  virtue}  Hull  fltiue 
In  veifes,  that  Hannah  will  fancy  divine. 

The  Stoics,  of  old,  were  forbid  to  complain 
At  lodes  and  erodes,  vexation  and  pain  ; 

hen  the  day  I  recall,  that  depriv’d  me  of  yop, 

1  find,  my  dear  Saucho,  I’m  not  of  tfleir  creiy. 

How  oft  in  the  year  lhall  I  vifit  your  grave 
Amid  the  long  foreft,  that  darkens  the  wave ' 

How  often  lament,  when  the  day’s  at  the  clofe, 

X  hat  a  mile  from  the  church  is  your  place  of  repofe  ! 

Ah  here  (I  will  lay)  is  the  path  where  he  run  • 

And  there  ftands  the  tree  where  a  fquirrel  he  won  : 

And  here  m  this  fpot  where  the  willow  trees  grow 
He  dragg  d  out  a  rabbit  that  lurk’d  in  tji?  fnow.  ' 

fwhile,  on  the  ocean  I  drav’d. 

X  ittll  had  in  view  to  revifit  this  Ihade— 

But  alas !  you  confider’d  the  profpeft  as  vain. 

Or  how  could  you  die,  ’till  I  faw  you  again  I 

A  country  there  is— ’tis  in  vain  to  deny— 

Where  monkies  and  puppies  are  fent  when  they  die, 

®  Minos  lhall  grant  you  i  nifs 
M.I1  .i,h  the  Jog.  or.h=®so.rtl“;  oE 

Tho  bo„„„  „r  81,11 ,  p,(r,g,  p 
And  the  Dog,  at  the  po.-t*!,  lhall  welcome 
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With  the  cynics  of  hell  you  ihall  wa^lk  a  grave  pace. 
Where  Dodlors  with  dogs”  is  no  more  a  diigrace. 

On  the  bark  of  this  beech-tree,  that  fhadows  your  bones. 
With  tears,  I  infcribe  thefe  poetical  groans : 

If  a  tombfione  of  ^ood  ferves  a  foldier,  ’th  clear 
This  tree  .may  preferve  all  your  fame — for  a  year. 

For  the  fquirrel  you  tree’d,  and  the  duck  from  the  lake, 
Thefe  llanzas  are  all  the  return  I  can  make: 

But  thefe,  unaffet^ed,  my  friendfliip  will  Ihew, 

And  the  world  will  allow — that  1  give  you  your  due. 


EPITAPH 


On  Frederick  the  fecond,  late  king  of  Prujfta. 

[From  the  French] 

TJ 

X  X ERE  reds  a  King- — his  mortal  journey  done — , 

Through  life  a  tyrant  to  his  fellow  man: 

Who  bloody  wrea:hes  in  bloody  ba-ttles  W-on, 

Nature’s  worft  favage  fmee  the  world  began. 

Millions  were  doom’d  beneath  his  fword  to  die; 

No  art,  no  care  his  blafting  breath  could  fhun — 

Did  he  ONE  MAN,  for  all  this  wafte,  fupply  ? — 

No! — tell  the  world,  henevergaveitone!* 

*  Alluding  to  his  having  never  rharried  ;  and  beine;  not  even  the  reputed 
father  of  a  child. 
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SHAD 


BET 


RACK 
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W  H  I  F  F  L  E. 


OHADRACH  ! — (faid  Whiffle,  eager  to  reproach) 
Why  ride  you  in  that  ancient  crazy  coach? 

Flark,  how  it  cracks ! — freighted  with  you  and  madam-— 
Many  fiippofe  it  once  belong’d  to  Adam — 

So  loofe,  lb  weak,  your  Dri^oer  makes  Report^ 

You  rifdue,  each  hour,  a  tumble  in  the  dirt.”  .  • 
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^  WHIFFLE  (faid  Shadrach)  though  it  be  a  wreck. 

And  threatens  oft'  the  fradure  of  my  neck ; 

Yet,  to  the  la^i,  this  coach  I  vow  I’U  ride  in 


Which  twenty  years  my  grandfire  did  confide  in : 
’Twill  alfo  prove — pray,  take  it  in  good  part-~ 

I  had  this  coac^  when  you  had  fcarce  a  cart.'* 


T  O  T  H  E 


MEMORY  of  a  LADY. 

O  the  dark  grave,  where  filence  reigns. 

And  death  his  ihadowy  hoft  detains. 

Of  life  bereft,  and  quench’d  its  fires, 

Marcella  in  her  bloom  retires. 

Inclos’d  in  that  obfcure  abode. 

The  bofom  cold,  with  life  that  glow’d. 

No  more  we  trace  its  wonted  charms. 

No  more  the  gentle  fpirit  warms. 

Bleft  form !  tho’  mouldering  into  duft. 

This  is  not  all  thy  doom,  we  truft; 

To  other  worlds  the  a6live  mind 
Some  new  perfedion  goes  to  find : 

From  height  to  height  advancing  fiill. 

To  HIM  that  doth  creation  fill, 

The  power  that  meafured  out  our  fpan. 

And  planted  reafon,  firft  in  man. 

Compil’d  of  Nature’s  fined  clay. 

To  Nature  Ihc  her  debt  did  pay, 

JVhg  fympathizing,  mingles  hero. 

The  rifing  figh,  the  melting  tear. 

In  her,  whofe  memory  ne’er  fhall  fade* 

Each  milder  virtue  was  difplay’d. 

The  bread  of  fentiment  refin’d. 

And  beauties,  native  to  the  mind* 

To  make  her  image  all  complete. 

How  many  of  her  fex  mud  meet ! 

Virtues  in  them  but  thinly  fown. 

In  her  conjoin’d,  were  all  her  owni 

She  (doom’d  to  Ihine  in  honour’s  page, 

A  model  to  the  ccrming  age) 
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Was  gracM  with  all  that  could  impart 
AfFedlion  to  the  coldeft  heart. 

'Remov’d  from  hence  fo  far  away. 
What  (hall  your  penfive  poet  fay  ? 

By  friendfhip  led,  and  grief  fmcere. 
He  drops  his  pen — and  (beds  a  tear  ! 


T  O  A 


D  O  G: 


Occctjlcned  hy  putting  him  cn  Jhore  at  the  ijland  of  Savona,  for 

Since  Nature  taught  you,  Tray,  to  be  a  thief. 

What  blame  have  you,  for  working  at  your  trade  ? 

What  if  you  dole  a  handfome  round  of  beef; 

Theft,  in  your  code  of  laws,  no  crime  was  made. 

The  ten  commandments  you  had  never  read. 

Nor  did  it  ever  enter  in  your  head  : 

But  art  and  Nature,  careful  to  conceal, 

Difclos’d  nii^  even  the  eighth — Then  fijalt  not  feat. 

Then  to  the  green  wood,  caitiff,  hade  away : 

There  take  your  chance  to  live — for  Truth  mud  fay, 

We  have  no  right,  for  theft,  to  hang  up  Tray. 


ra  uiumm 

r-*— - 
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T  0 


CLARISSA; 

A  He-NDsoMB  Shop-Keeper.. 


CuRS’D  as  a  beggar’s  brat  is  he, 

The  unlucky  man,  that  deals  with  thee. 
Who  dill  behind  the  counter  fit 
To  catch  our  cadi,  and  fhew  your  wit. 

Whate’er  you  prais’d — with  fly  defign — 
What  e’er  you  touch’d — I  wldVd  it  mine ; 
And  homefpun  traOi  from  Nabbyhs  paws. 
In  your  fair  hands,  was  Englidi  gauze. 

’Twas  this  that  ran  Rinalln  mad  ^ 

At  times,  and  made  him  look  fo  dui ; 
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For,  ere  he  well  could  count  the  coft. 

His  caih  w'as  gone,  his  credit  loft. 

His  girls  grew  vain — their  drefs  and  fhow 
Alas  !  foon  brought  his  pockets  low : 

With  India  filks  their  flioes  were  bound. 
The  news  went  all  the  country  round : 

With  conftan,t  duns  his  doors  were  vex^ 
His  houfe  with  ftieriiFs  was  perplext : 

His  barber’s  bill  he  could  not  pay. 

He  blunder’d, — broke,  and  ran  away. 


T  O 


c 


N  t  H  I  A. 


' HE  hermit’s  wi(h — a  cell  be  mine. 

In  iylvan  ihadcs  to  find  repofe ; 

To  pleafe  the  eye — that  taik  be  thine  ; 

And  hourly  kill  a  thouflind  beaus, 

Whofe  eafy  charms,  lb  like  your  own. 

With  jealouly  you  gaze  upon. 

You  afk’d  me,  Cvnthia,  how  I  came 
1o  Ihun  the  wild  tempeftuous  deep. 

And  difappointing  Neptune’s  aim 
On  his  cold  boibm  Ihun  long  fleep  ?-»- 
Twas  chance,  ’twas  luck — I  Icarce  can  tell 
What  genius  play’d  my  cards  fo  well. 

Yes!  Neptune  fi'ownM — fo  heaven  decreed— 
Yet  life  might  be  preferv’d  at  leaft. 

Since  cruermuft  he  be,  indeed. 

Who  robs  a  church,  and  kills  the  prieft: 
Then,  Cynthia,  now  iome  pity  Ihew, 

Nor  be  the  feas  more,  kind  than  you. 


>  nnHKSSSS  TBKtiSam 


TO  A  VERV 


N. 


j.  r  T  T  L  E  M  A 

'  of  nj:alking  wth  a  *very  Img  Cani. 


r  07U 


N, 


.  AT  ORE,  iu  ail  her  works,  obferves 

A  fit  proportion,  juPc  and  true: 

Man  only,^  from  her  great  example  fwerves, 
In  this  wc  mftance  you. 
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Who  bade  you  bear  this  huge  Cyclopean  beam, 

Yourfelf  an  infeft  at  its  foot, 

IVhichy  if  it  fell,  would  end  your  mortal  dream. 

And  put  your  day-light  out  I 

Rival  to  oaks,  no  hedgeway  fhrub  we  fee  ; 

No  dwarf-iike  buih  with  pines  is  clafs’d ; 

No  branch  grows  greater  than  the  mother  tree. 

No  lhallop  wants  an  admiral’s  mail. 

Goliah’s  felf.  that  huge  unwieldy  beaft. 

With  fuch  a  ftafF  had  fliunn’d  his  fate ; 

This  CANE  might  be  your  Liberty-polej  at  leafi. 

And  flreamers  wear  on  days  of  Hate. 

Thus,  at  Honduras,  frequent,  have  I  feen 
Monkies,  attach’d  to  cedars  tall : 

There  chac’d,  they  climb  to  ftiun  the  hoftile  train— 

What  ufe  to  you,  who  ne’er  could  climb  at  all! 

A  ftafF,  like  this,  from  hickory  forefts  come, 

'Mongft  cudgelling  lads  might  rule  the  roaft ! 

Might  fwing  the  main  gate  of  the  Federal  Dome, 
Potowmack’s  future — royal — bo  aft! 

Ah  1  take  advice — this  lofty  ftick  forego — 

With  cooper’s  hoop-pole  rather  choofe  to  range  5 
Or,  if  your  pride  ftiould  deem  fuch  canes  too  low. 

Advance ! — and  take  my  pipe-ftem  in  exchange. 

THE 

RURAL  BACHELOR. 


V^UITTING  the  town,  and  gay  abodes  of  men 
Cj^nce  led  my  footfteps  to  a  lonely  den 
Around  whofe  walls  no  lively  flowerets  grew. 

Dull  was  its  afped,  and  its  doors  were  few : 

The  crowing  cock  was  all  its  morning  bell 
Mix’d  with  no  pleafant  voice  of  Nan  or  Nell ; 

No  blooming  trees,  no  flowering  fhrubs  were  nigh. 
Nothing  to  cheer  the  heart  or  pleafe  the  eye : 

One  weepiffgf-willow  rais’d  its  baleful  head. 

Ivy  and  mint  were  through  his  garden  fpread 
Difgufted  with  the  fcenc,  when  drawn  more  near 
I  fmote  my  breaft,  and  afk’d— “  What  beaft  lives  here  ? 

N»  milk-maid  here  the  felfifh  wight  allows. 

But  forth  he  walks  hiiiifelf  io  milk  his  cows ; 
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(In  hand  a  ftaiF,  on  either  arm  a  pail. 

Pity  he  had  no  dilh-clout  at  his  tail) 

Cows,  that  have  given  him  many  a  hearty  kick 
And  only  fear  him  for  his  walnut  ftick  : 

Humbled  they  Hand,  a  penlive,  pining  crew, 
Aad  fee  their  calves  defrauded  of  their  due. 

None  but  himfelf  the  juicy  curd  may  fqueeze 
None  like  himfelf  can  change  the  milk  to  cheefe 
Cheefe  that  appears  at  every  (lender  treat. 

And  fate  foredoom’d  that  he  alone  mull  eat; 

The  refufe  of  his  (lore,  the  very  cheefe 
That,  it  to  market  fent,  the  clerk  would  feize. 

Tir’d  as  I  am  with  travelling  this  long  road. 
Much  as  I  want,  this  night,  fome  fnug  abode. 
Something  whereon  to  reft  my  aching  head. 
Something,  at  leaft  that  bears  the  name  of  bed  ; 
Tho’  many  a  mile,  perhaps,  may  intervene 
Ere  yet  again  the  haunt  of  man  is  feen. 

Onward  I  jOg — ftll  Sol  the  light  reftores. 

Rather  than  lodge  with  him — lodge  out  of  dbors. 


BALLOONS. 

Perdomlta  tellus,  tuynida  cejj'erunt  freta^ 

Inferna  nodr  os  regna  fenfcre  impetus: 

Immune  caelum  eft^  dignits  Jlcid^e  labor ^ 

In  alt  a  ynundi  fpatia  fuhlimis  ferar . 

Senec.  Here,  fureas. 


A; 


^SSIST  ye  Miifes,  (whofe  Iiarps  are  in  tune) 
To  tell  of  tlie  fagrit  of  the  gallant.  Balloon  ! 

As  high  as  my  fuhjedl  permit  rne  to  foar 
I'o  heights  unuttempted,  unthought  of  before. 


Ye  grave  learned  Dodors,  whole  tr.ade  is  to  figh. 
Who  labour  to  chalk  out  a  road  to  the  fky. 

Improve  on  your  plans — or  I’ll  venture  to  fay, 

A  genius  of  Paris  will  fhew  us  the  w'ay. 

The  earth,  on  its  furface,  has  all  been  furvey’d. 

The  fea  has  been  travel! ’d—and  deep  in  the  fhade 
The  kingdom  of  Pluto  has  heard  us  at  work, 

V/hen  we  dig  for  his  metais,  wherever  they  lurk  : 

But  who  would  have  thought  that  invention  could  rife 
To  contrive  a  machir^  that  would  foar  to  the  ikies. 
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And  pierce  the  bright  rcgidns,  which  ages  affign’d 
To  fpirits  unbodied,  and  flights  of  the  mind. 

Let  the  gods  of  Olympus  their  revels  prepare— i 
By  the  aid  of  fome  pounds  of  inflammable  air 
We*ll  vifit  them  foon— -and  forfake  this  dull  ball 
With  a  ftreamer  difplay’d,  and  no  fear  of  a  fall. 

tdow  France  is  diflinguifh’d  in  Liberty’s  reign! 

What  cannot  her  genius  and  courage  attain  ? 

Throughout  the  wide  world  have  her  arms  found  the  way. 
And  art  to  the  liars  is  extending  her  fway. 

At  Tea  let  the  Britifli  their  neighbours  defy— 

The  French  fhall  have  frigates  to  traverfe  the  fky. 

In  this  navigation  more  fortunate  prove. 

And  cudgel  your  Fredericks  and  BnwJhjuicks  above. 

If  the  Englifli  fhould  venture  to  fea  with  their  fleet, 

A  holl  of  Balloons  in  a  trice  they  lhall  meet. 

The  French  from  the  zenith  their  wings  will  difplay. 

And  foufe  on  thefe  fea-dogs,  and  bear  them  away ! 

Ye  fages,  who  travel  on  mighty  deflgns. 

To  meafure  equators  and  longitude  lines— 

Inflead  of  a  veflel,  to  traverfe  the  Teas, 

Conflrudl  a  Balloon — and  you’ll  do  it  with  cafe*: 

And  yc,  who  the  heaV^en’s  broad  concave  furvey, 

^nd,  aided  by  glalTes,  its  fecrets  betray. 

Who  gaze,  the  night  through,  at  the  wonderful  feene. 

Yet  Hill  are  complaining  of  vapours  between. 

Ah,  feize  the  conveyance,  and  fearleflly  rife 
To  peep  at  the  lanthcrns  that  light  up  the  Ikiesi 
And  floating  above,  on  our  ocean  of  air. 

Inform  us,  by  letter,  what  people  are  there* 

In  Saturn,  advife  us  if  fnow  ever  melts. 

And  what  are  the  ufes  of  Jupiter’s  belts  ; 

And  (Mars  being  willing)  pray  fend  us  word,  greeting; 

If  his  people  are  fonder  of  kghting  than  eating. 

That  Venus  has  horns  we’ve  no  reafon  to  doubt, 

(I  forget  what  they  call  him  who  lirft  found  it  oat) 

And  you’ll  find.  I’m  afraid,  if  you  venture  too  near. 

That  the  fpirits  of  cuckolds  inhabit  her  fph^re. 

Gur  folks  of  good  morals  it  woefully  grieves, 

That  Meixury’s  people  are  villains  and  thieves  : 

You’ll  fee  how  it  is — but  I’ll  venture  to  fhew 
For  a  dozen'among  them,  twelve  dozens  below. 
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From  long  obfervation  one  proof  may  be  had 
men  in  the  moon  are  incurably  mad : 
However,  compare  us,  and  if  they  exceed 
They  mull  be  furprizingly  crazy  indeed. 

But  now,  to  have  done  with  our  planets  and  moons- 
Come,  grant  me  a  patent  for  making  balloons _ 

^T?L  ^  t'ime  is  approaching — the  day 

hen  horfes  fhall  fail,  and  the  horfemen  decay. 

prefent  (calPd  Centaurs  of  old) 

Who  brave  all  the  feafons,  hot  weather  and  cold, 

Jn  future,  lhall  leave  their  dull  behind. 

And  travel,  like  gholls,  on  the  wings  of  the  wind. 

The  Hagemen,  whofe  gallopers  fcarce  have  the  power 
iirough  the  dirt  to  convey  you  ten  miles  in  an  hour, 

V  m  balloons,  lhall  fo  furioufly  drive 

ou  11  hardly  know  whether  you’re  dead  or  alive. 

The  man  who  at  fets  out  with  the  fun, 

Jf  the  wind  Ihould  be  fair,  may  be  with  us  at 
At  Gu///ozt.W^r  Ferry  drink  whifkey  at  three, 
nd  by  fix  be  at  ^denttrwn,  ready  for  tea. 

The  machine  fhall  be  order’d,  (we  hardly  need  fay,) 

i  o  travel  in  darknefs  as  well  as  by  day- _ 

MCharleJtoH  by  ten  he  for  fleep  fhall  prepare, 

And  by  twelve  the  next  day  be-the  devil  knows  where, 

When  the  ladiw  grow  flck  of  the  city  in  June, 

What  a  jaunt  they  (hall  have  in  the  flying  balloon  ! 
Whole  mornings  will  fee  them  at  toilets  preparine, 

^nd  forty  miles  high  be  their  afternoon’s  airing. 

Fet  more  with  its  iitnefs  for  commerce  I’m  ftruck  * 
What  loads  of  tobacco  lhall  fly  from  Kentucke, 

What  packs  of  bell  beaver — bar-iron  and  pig. 

What  budgets  of  huck-Jkin  from  Conococheaguc  ! 

If  Britain  fhould  ever  difturb  us  again, 

(As  they  threaten  to  do  in  the  next  George’s  reign) 

No  doubt  they  will  pl'av  us  a  fet  of  new  tunes. 

And  give  us  a  blall  from  their  fighting  balloons. 

To  market  the  farmers  iliali  fhortly  repair 

^.ith  their  hogs  and  potatoes,  wholefale,  thro’  the  air, 

^Kim  over  the  water  as  ligfit  as  a  feather, 

Themfelves  aad  their  poultry  converiing  together* 
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Such  wonders  as  thefe  from  Balloons  ftiall  arife — 
And  the  giants  of  old,  that  alfaulted  the  Ikies 
With  their  Ofla  on  Pelion,  fiiall  freely  confefs 
That  all  they  attempted  \vas  nothing  to  this. 


PESTILENCE. 


H. 


_ OT,  dry  winds  forever  blowing. 

Dead  men  to  the  grave-yards  going  j 
Conftant  herfes. 

Funeral  verfes ; 

Oh  1  what  plagues— there  is  no  knowingl 

Frieds  retreating  from  their  pulpits’— 

Some  in  caves,  and  fome  in  coal-pits 
Snugly  hiding. 

There  abiding 

’Till  the  town  is  rid  of  culprits. 

Dodors  raving  and  difputlng. 

Death’s  pale  army  Hill  recruiting— 

What  a  pother 
One  with  t’other! 

Some  a-writing,  fome  a-lhooting. 

Nature^s  poifo-ns  here  colle^ed. 

Water,  earth,  and  air  iufefted— 

O,  w'hat  pity 
Such  a  city 

Was  in  fach  a  place  erected  I 


1  E 


E  R  y. 


OR,  THE 


S  O  L  D  I  E  R’s  PROGRESS 

X^UR’D  bv  fome  Captain’s  fmooth  acl(lrefs> 

His  fcariet  coat  and  roguiili  face. 

One  HALF-A-jor  on  clium-head  iaid, 

A  tavern-treat— and  reckoning  paid  ; 

See  yonder  finiple  lad  confign’d 

To  flavcry  of  the  baled  kind.  . 

With  ordy  (kill  to  drive  a  plough 
^  Hiufquet  he  mud  handle  now  •; 
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Mull  twirl  it  here  and  twirl  it  there. 
Now  on  the  ground,  now  in  the  air: 

Its  evefy  motion  by  Tome  rule 
Of  pradice,  taught  in  Frederick's  fchoOl,^ 
Mull  bp  direifle^  — nicely  true— 

Or  he  be  beaten  black— and  blue. 

A  fergeant,  rais’d  from  cleaning  Ihoes, 
May  now  this  country  lad  abufe ; — 

On  meagre  fare  grown  poor  and  lean. 

He  treats  him  like  a  mere  machint, 
Pireds  his  look,  diredls  his  Hep, 

And  flogs  him  into  decent  lhape. 

From  aukward  habit  frees  the  clown, 
Freds  his  head — or  knocks  him  down. 

Lall  Friday  week  to  Battcry^Green 
The  fergeant  came  with  this  machine— 
One  motion  of  the  firelock  mifs’d — 

The  TUTOR  thump’d  him  with  his  All; 

I  faw  him  lift  his  hickory  cane, 

I  heard  poor  Jeffery^ s  head  complain?*- - 

Vet  this — and  more — he’s  forc’d  to  bear; 
And  thus  goes  on  from  year  to  year, 

’Till  delperate  grown,  at  fuch  a  lot. 

He  drinks — defercs — and  fo  is  Ihot! 


*  The  Pruihan  manual  exercife. 


T  O  A 


WRITER  of  PANEGYRIC 

(Occafioned  by  certain  fulfome  congratulatory  verfes 
on  the  fledion  of  a  Hich  Constable.—) 

advis  d  by  a  friend,  who  adviles  but  rarely, 

Be  cautious  pf  praifin j  ’till  praife  is  earn’d  fairly : 

1  here  was  a  fage  Ancient  this  truth  did  bec^ueath, 

That  merit  is  only  determikd  by  deathd^ 

Panegyric  I’m  forry  to  fee  you  eneare  in— 

Old  Nero  at  hr  11,  'was  a  tIus.  orWajZ : 
i  he  Indians  of  Siam  bow  down  to  a  log. 

And  Egypt  is  faid  to  have  worlhip’d  a  Dog  A 

will  be  throwing  your  jewels  to  fwine, 
wonder  they  rend  yQu-^^.-iuhenezrr  they  dine^ 

ddties  of  ajicieut  Egypt, 


•  • 


V 
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Pray,  leave  it  to  puppies  to  cry  up  their  worth. 

And  to  dunces,  to  honour  the  day  of  their  birth. 

Whoever  the  road  to  perferment  would  find. 

With  the  eyes  of  a  Dutchman  mull  look  at  mankind ; 
From  the  bafeft  of  motives,  cry,  cowards  are  brave. 

And  laugh  in  his  lleeve — when  he  flatters  a  knave. 

F  A  N  C  Y’s  RAMBLE. 

(jay  power,  that  over  fleep'prefides. 

And  Reafon’s  wakeful  reign  divides ; 

Fancy,  thou,  the  Mufes’  queen, 

Miftrefs  of  the  poets*  vein. 

How  many  charming  fcenes  you  paint, 

I'raverfe  the  globe,  without  conftraint, 

.ind  vifions  to  the  foul  difclole 
To  entertain  her  night’s  repofe. 

She  on  her  golden  pinions  brings 
The  images  of  abfent  things  ; 

Through  the  labyrinth  of  the  brain. 

Night  after  night,  Ihe  walks  unfeen. 

Noble  fabrics  doth  flie  raife 
In  the  woods,  or  on  the  feas. 

On  fome  high,  ileep,  pointed  rock 
Trembling  to  the  ocean’s  fhock. 

Where  the  dreary  tempefts  fweep 
Clouds  along  the  uncivil  deep. 

Now  fhe  views  Arcadian  groves 
Where  the  harmlefs  fliepherd  roves. 

And  while  yet  her  wings  Ihe  fpreads. 

Sees  chryftal  ftreams  and  flowery  meads ; 

By  the  full-moon  light  doth  Ihew 
Forefts  of  a  dufky  hue. 

Where,  upon  fome  mofly  bed. 

Innocence  reclines  her  head. 

Swift,  fhe  ftretches  o’er  the  deep 
To  Hecla*s  high  and  fmoky  deep : 

Canvas  on  the  towering  malt 
Could  not  travel  half  fo  fail — 

Swifter  than  the  eagle’s  flight, 

Or  inftantaneous  rays  of  light— 

Lo  !  contemplative  flie  Hands 
On  Norwgia's  frozen  lands  ; 
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Lofty  mountains,  bare  and  brown, 
Where  the  rugged  winters  frown. 

Or  impell  the  ocean  furgc 
To  Caledonians  gloomy  verge. 

Where  the  winds  tumultuous  roar, 
Vext,  that  Oj]ian  hugs  no  more. 

Then,  flie  roves  to  fouthern  ifles 
Where  the  foften.M  winter  fmiles  ; 

To  Grenada's  orange  ftiades 
Or  Amazonia's  fertile  glades — 

To  the  didant  dreary  Capet* 

Fatal  to  many  a  gallant  Ihip — 

The  cape,  where  mountain  billows  roll 
Dalhing  from  the  fouthern  pole. 
Loaded  with  eternal  fnows ; 

"^here  no  pleafant  harved  grows. 

But  icy  cliffs  forev^er  rife 
Shrouding  their  fummits  in  the  fK.ies. 

Lo !  die  leads  me  wide  and  far 
O’er  the  earth  and  through  the  air. 
Over  rock  and  over  reef 
To  the  proud  Canarian  cliff, -f 
Where  the  fun-beam  loves  to  abide 
When  fet  to  half  the  world  befide. — 

Thence  die  takes  her  roving  aim. 
And  Britain  feeks,  of  ancient  fame. 
Stretching  far  her  proud  command — 
Shackled  by  fome  tyrant  band  : 

Since  to  Ccefar  firft  fhe  bow’d 
Of  fetters,  vain— -of  flavery,  prowd  ! 

Now,  fhe  wanders  fax  away 
In  the  eali  to  meet  the  day : 

Travels  over  Ganges'  dreams, 

Vifits  Chinay  in  her  dreams. 

O’er  the  vad  Pacific  drays. 

And  a  thoufand  ides  furveys 
Where  the  happy  Indian  dwells. 
Stranger,  yet,  to  Europe's  fails — 

Now,  though  late,  returning  home 
Lead  me  to  Ivlarcella' s  tomb. 

To  behold  a  moment  there 

All  that  once  was  good  and  fair _ 

Who  doth  here  fo  foundly  deep — 

Shall  we  break  this  prifon  deep  ? _ 

Fancy  can  but  pierce  the  diade. 

Flaunt  the  tomb,  where  thou  art  laid  -  ■ 

♦  Cape  Horn.  Tcnmffc. 
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Gather  flowers  of  pallid  hue. 

And  quit  the  world,  to  dwell  with  yoiji  t— 

Bat  mull  thofe  eyes  in  darknefs  ftay 
That  once  were  rivals  to  the  day 
Like  heaven’s  bright  lamp,  benealh  the  main 
They  are  but  fet,  to  rife  again. 

ON  THE 

DEMOLITION  of  a  LOG-COLLEGE. 

On  Ne..V.„..  eve,  w.. 

All  clad  in  ilack,  a  back-woods’  college  crew 
With  crow-bar.  fledge,  and  broad  axe  did  combine 
To  level  with  the  dull  their  antique  hall. 

In  hopes  the  Prefident  would  build  a  new: 

Yes.  yes,  (faid  they,)  this  ancient  pile  fliall  fall 
And  laugh  no  longer  at  yon’  cobler’s  flail. 

The  clock  ftruck  fevcn— in  focial  compa£l  join’d. 

They  pledg’d  their  facred  honors  to  proceed: 

The  number  fcventy-five  this  feat  dengn’d  : 

And  firfl  fome  oaths  they  fwore  by  candle  light 
On  Euclid’s  Elements — no  bible  did  they  need  r 
One  muft  be  true,  they  faid,  the  other  might — 

Beiidcs,  no  bible  could  be  found  that  night. 

Now  darknefs  o’er  the  plain  her  pinions  fpread. 

Then  rung  the  bell  an  unaccuftom’d  peal ; 

Out  rufli’d  the  brave,  the  cowards  went  to  bed 
And  left  the  attempt  to  thofe  that  felt  full  bold 
To  pull  down  halls,  where  years  had  fecn  them  knccL 
Where  Whe^lock  oft  at  rakes  was  wont  to  fcold. 

Or  fung  them  many  a  pfalm,  in  days  of  old. 

Advancing  then  towards  the  tottering  hall 
(That  now  at  lead  one  hundred  years  had  flood) 

They  gave  due  notice  that  it  foont  fhould  fall— • 

Left  there  fome  godly  wight  might  gaping  fland ; 

(For  well  they  knew  the  world  wants  all  its  good 
To  fright  the  flurdy  finriers  of  the  land. 

And  lhame  old  batan,  with  his  footy  band.) 

The  reverend  man  that  college  gentry  awes 
Hearing  the  bell  at  this  unufual  hour, 

Vext  at  the  infringement  of  the  college  laws. 

With  Indian  flride  out-filly’d  from  his  den. 

And  made  a  fpeech  (as  being  a  man  in  power)— 
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Alas  1  it  was  not  heard  by  one  in  ten — 

No  time  to  heed  his  fpeeches,  or  his  pen. 

Ah,  rogues,  faid  he,  ah  whither  do  ye  run. 

Bent  on  the  ruin  of  that  antique  pile — 

**  That,  all  the  war,  has  brav’d  both  fword  and  gun  ? 

*•  Reded,  dear  boys,  fome  reverend  rats  are  there 
That  now  will  have  to  fcamper  many  a  mile. 

For  whom  paft  time  old  latin  books  did  fpare. 

And  attic  greek,  and  manufcripts  moil  rare. 

Relent,  relent  I  to  accomplilh  fiich  defigns 
**  Folks  bred  on  college  fare  arc  much  too  weak; 

For  fuch  attempts  men  drink  yeur  high-proof  wines. 
Not  fpiridefs  fwitche-1*  and  vile  hogo  drams. 

Scarcely  fufficient  to  diged  your  Greek’^ 

Come,  let  the  college  ftand,  my  dear  black  lambs— 
Befides— I  fee  you  have  no  battering-rams.” 

Thus  he — but  lighs,  and  tears,  and  prayers  were  loft — 
So,  to  it  they  went  with  broad-axe,  fpade,  and  hammer — 
One  fmote  a  wall,  and  one  diflodg’d  a  pod, 

Tugg’d  at  a  beam,  or  pull’d  down  pigeon-holes 
Where  Indian  lads  were  wont  to  dudy  grammar — - 
Indeed,  they  took  vad  pains  and  dug  like  moles> 

And  work’d  as  if  they  work’d  to  fave  their  fouls. . 

Now  to  its  deep  foundation  diook  the  dome : 

Farewell  to  all  its  learning,  fame,  and  honor !; 

So  fell  the  capitoI  of  heathen  Rome 
By  Goths  and  Vandals  level’d  with  the  dud — 

^  And  fo  diall  die  the  works  of  Neal  O^Connor, 

(Which  he  himfelf  wiU  even  outlive,  we  trud:) 
put  now  our  dory’s  coming  to  the  word — 

Down  fell  the  Pile  !— aghad  thefe  rebels  dood 
And  wonder’d  at  the  mifchiefs  they  had  done 
To  fuch  a  pile,  compos’d  of  red-oak  wood;. 

To  fuch  a  pile,  fo  antique  and  renown’d. 

Which  many  a  prayer  had  heard  and  many  a  pun — 

So,  three  huzzas  they  gave,  and  fir’d  a  round, 

Then  homeward  trudg’d — half  drunk— but  fafs  and  founds 

*  A  mixture  of  molafTcs,  and  water^ 

V 
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PENNSYLVANIA. 

[A  Fragment] 

^^PREAD  with  ftupendous  hills,  far  from  the  main 
Fair  Pennfylvania  holds  her  golden  reign. 

In  fertile  fields  her  wheaten  harveft  grows, 

Charg  d  with  its  freights  her  favorite  Delaware  flows  ; 
From  Erie’s  Lake  her  foil  with  plenty  teems 
To  where  the  SchuylkiU  rolls  his  limpid  flreams— 

Sweet  ftream !  what  pencil  can  thy  beauties  tell — 
Where,  wandering  downward  through  the  woody  vale. 
Thy  varying  fcenes  to  rural  blifs  invite. 

To  health  and  pleafure  add  a  new  delight: 

Heie  Juniata,  too,  allures  the  fwain. 

And  gay  Cadorus  roves  along  the  plain  ; 

S-weetara,  tumbling  from  the  diftant  hill. 

Steals  through  the  wafle,  to  turn  the  induflrious  mill— ^ 
Where’er  thofe  floods  through  groves,  or  mountains  ftray 
That  God  of  Nature  ftill  direcls  the  way. 

With  fondeft  care  has  trac’d  each  river’s  bed 
And  mighty  dreams  thro’  mighty  forefls  led. 

Bade  agriculture  that  export  her  freight. 

The  ftrength  and  glory  of  this  favour’d  State. 

She,  fam’d  for  fcience,  arts,  and  polifli'd  men. 
Admires  her  Franklin,  but  adores  her  Finn, 

Who,  wandering  here,  made  barren  forefls  bloom 
And  the  new  foil  a  happier  robe  afliime  : 

He  plann’d  no  fchemes  that  virtue  difapp'roves^ 

He  robb’d  no  Indian  of  his  native  groves. 

But,  jufl  to  all,  beheld  his  tribes  incrcafe. 

Did  what  he  could  to  bind  the  world  in  peace. 

And,  far  retreating  from  a  felfifh  bhhd, 

Bade  Freedom  flourilli  in  this  foreign  land. 

Gay  towns  unnumber’d  fhine  through  all  her  plains^ 
Here  every  art  its  happiefl  height  attains ; 

The  graceful  fhip,  on  nice  proportions  plann’d. 

Here  finds  perfection  from  the  builder’s  hand, 

I'o  distant  worlds  commercial  vifits  pays 
Or  war’s  bold  thunder  o’er  the  deep  conveys. 


*###### 


POEMS  ON  SEVERAL  OCCASIONS. 


377 


Occasioned  by  thr 

RILL 

Propofing  a  taxation  upon  News-Papers. 

'HP 

X  IS  time  to  tax  the  Neujs,  (Sangrado  cries) 
SubjeSis  ^were  neuer  good  that  nvere  too  ’VJiJe  t 
In  C'very  hamlet ^  e-uery  trifling  ton.>jnt 
**  Some  fly  9  deftgning  felloi.v  Jits  him  donxjn. 

On  fpacious  folio  prints  his  weekly  mefs. 

And  fpreads  around  the  poifon  of  his  Prefs, 

Hence,  to  the  world  the ftreams  offcandal fle^p^ 

**  Difcloflng  fecretSy  that  it  jh'uld  not  knonu. 

Hence  courtiers  flrut  <voith  libels  on  their  hacks  i 
And  Jhall  not  nenxs  he  humbled  by  a  tax  P* 

Once  (’tls  mofl  true)  fuch  papers  did fome  good. 

When  Eritijh  chiefs  arrived  in  angry  mood : 
them  enkindled y  e<very  heart  grew  warm, 

^  By  them  excited ,  all  were  taught  to  arm, 

IVhen  ly  retiring  to  Britannia' s  clime. 

Sat  brooding  o'er  the  njafl  events  of  time  : 

*  ^  Doubtful  which  fide  to  take,  or  what  to  fay, 

•*  Or  wjho  would  win,  or  who  would  lofe  the  day* 

**  ^hoj'e  times  afe  pafl  ;  ( and  pafl  experience  Jbedijs,) 
^he  well-born  fort  alone,  Jhould  read  the  newsp 
No  common  herds  fhould  get  behind  the  fcene 
To  view  the  movements  of  the  ft  ate  machine  : 

One  paper  only,  fill'd  with  courtly  fluff". 

One  paper,  for  one  country  is  enough. 

Where  incenfe  offer'd  at  Pompofo's  Jhrine 
**  Shall  prove  his  houf e-dog  and  himfelf  divined* 


JACK  STRAW: 

«  R>  T  H  B 

F  O  R'E  ST  BEAU. 

HEN  firll  to  feel  Love’s  fire  Jack  Straw  be^-ins 
He  combs  his  hair,  and  cocks  his  hat  with  pins,  "" 
Views  in  fome  ftream,  his  face,  with  fond  reo^ard. 

Plucks  from  his  upper  lip  the  brilViy  beard,  ^ 

V^ith  r6ap  and  land  his  homely  vifage  fcowcrs 
(Rough  from  the  joint  attacks  of  fun  and  fiiowcrs) 

i-' 


\ 
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The  flieepikin  breeches  ftretch’d  upon  his  thighs, — 
Next  on  his  back  the  homefpun  coa  t  he  tries  ; 

Round  his  broad  breaft  he  wraps  the  jerkin  blue* 

And  fews  a  fpacious  foal  on  either  rhoe. 

Thus,  all  prepar’d,  the  fond  adoring  Twain 
Cuts  from  his  groves  of  pine  a  ponderous  cane ; 

In  thought  a  beau,  a  favage  to  the  eye. 

Forth,  from  his  mighty  bofom,  heaves  the  figh ; 

Tobacco  is  the  prefent  for  his  fair. 

This  he  admires,  and  this  bell  pleafes  her^ — 

'I’he  bargain  hruck — few  cares  his  bofom  move 
How  to  maintain,  or  how  to  lodge  his  love  ; 

Clofe  at  his  hand  the  piny  forell  grows. 

Thence  for  his  hut  a  (lender  frame  he  hews. 

With  art,  (not  copied  from  Palladio* s  rules,) 

A  hammer  and  an  axe,  his  only  tools. 

By  Nature  taught,  a  hady  hut  he  forms; 

Safe  in  the  woods,  to  llielter  from  the  dorms;— 

There  fees  the  fummer  pafs  and  winter  come* 

Nor  envies  Britain’s  king  his  loftier  home. 

It— — — - 1 - -  - - - - - — — 

T  Q 

C  Y  N  T  H  I  A. 


T. 


HROUGH  Jerfey  groves*  a  wandering  dream 
That  dill  its  wonted  mufic  keeps, 

Infpires  no  more  my  evering  dream. 

Where  Cynthia,  in  retirement,  deeps. 


Sweet  murmuring  dream  1  how  bled  art  thou; 
To  kifs  the  bank  where  die  refides,  ) 

Where  Nature  decks  the  beechen  bough. 
That  trembles  o’er  your  (hallow  tides. 


The  cyprefs-tree  on  HenniPs  height, 
Where  love  his  foft  addreffes  paid 
By  Luna’s  pale  reflecled  light — 

No  longer  charms  me  to  its  (hade ! 


To  me,  alas !  fo  far  remov’d. 

What  raptures,  once,  that  feenery  gave> 
Ere  wandering  yet  from  all  I  lov’d 
I  fought  a  deeper,  drearier  wave. 


Your  abfent  charms  my  thoughts  employ. 
I  figh  to  think  how  fwcet  you  fung. 

And  half  adore  the  painted  toy 
That  near  my  carelefs  heart  you  hung. 
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Now,  fetter’d  faft  in  icy  fields. 

In  vain  I  loofc  the  fleeping  fail; 

The  frozen  wave  no  longer  yields. 

And  ufeiefs  blows  the  favouring  gale, 

Yet,  ftill  in  hopes,  of  vernal  Ihowers, 
And  breezes,  moift  with  morning  dew, 
I  pafs  the  lingering,  lazy  hours, 
Refledling  on  the  /pring— and  you. 


THE 


AMERICAN  SOLDIER. 

fiBurt  from  the  Life,^ 

X)eEP  in  a  vale,  a  Granger  now  to  arms. 

Too  poor  to  Ihine  in  courts,  too  proud  to  beg. 

He,  who  once  warr’d  on  Saratoga's  plains. 

Sits  muling  o’er  his  fears,  and  wooden  leg. 

Remembering  flill  the  toil  of  former  days, 

.  To  other  hands  he  fees  his  earnings  paid 
They  Ihare  the  due  reward — he  feeds  on  praife. 

Loft  in  the  abyfs  of  want,  misfortune’s  fhadc. 

Far,  far  from  domes  where  fplendid  tapers  glar^ 

’Tis  his  from  dear  bought  peace  no  wealth  to  win. 

Remov’d  alike  from  courtly  cringing  ’fquires. 

The  great-man’s  Levees  and  the  proud  man’s  grin. 

Sold  are  thofe  arms  which  once  on  Britons  blaz’d. 

When,  fiufh’d  with  conqueft,  to  the  charge  they  came  ; 

That  power  repell’d,  and  Freedom^ s  fabrick  rais’d. 

She  leaves  hpr  foldier^/hw«<f  ^  / 

[179®*] 
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To  THE  KEEPER  OF  THE 

KING’S  WATER-WORKS, 

Near  Rock-Fort,  in  the  illand  of  Jam  aica  ;  on  being 
refufed  a  puncheon  of  water. — 


c 


_  (AN  HE,  that  o’er  two  Indies  holds  the  fway^ 
Where’er  the  ocean  flows,  whole  fleets  patrol. 

Who  bids  Hibernia’s  rugged  fons  obey. 

And  at  whofe  nod  (you  fay)  fliakes  either  pole — 

Can  he,  whofe  crown  a  thoufand  jewels  grace 
Of  worthy, untold — can  he,  fo  rich,  deny 
One  wretched  punc’neon  from  thi#  ample  vafe, 

^^ondam  fubjecl — water-dry  f 

Vail  are  the  fprings  in  yont*:r  cloud-capt  hill : 

Why  then  confine  the  free-born  fl<>wing^vave  ; 

Where  hogs,  and  dogs,  and  keepers  drink  their  fill. 

May  1  not  fomewhat  from  fuch  bounty  crave  ? 

Keeper!  mufl  I  with  empty  cafk  return: 
lull  fee  the  limpid  flream,  that  runs  to  waftc — 

I)enied  the  wave,  that  flows  from  Nature’s  urn. 

By  locks  and  bolts  fecur’d  from  vulgar  tafte  ? 

Well !  if  I  mufl,  inform  the  royal  ear. 

Poor  are  fome  kings  that  flill  in  Britain  live; 

Tell  him,  that  Nature  is  no  niggai^d  here. 

Tell  him,  that  he  with-holds  what  beggars  give. 


fr 


VIRGINIA. 


[A  Fragment.] 


V  AST  in  extent,  Virginia  meets  my  view. 

With  Itreams  immenfe,  dark  groves,  and  mountains  blue  ; 
Firfl  in  provincial  rank  fhe  long  was  feen. 

Built  the  firfl  town,  and  firfl  fubdued  the  plain: 

Tins  was  her  praife — but  what  can  years  avail 
When  times  fucceetling  fee  her  efforts  fail  ! 

On  northern  fields  niore  vigorous  arts  difplay. 

Where  pleafare  holds  no  univerfal  fway ; 

No  herds  of  flaves  par.ule  their  footy  band 
From  the  rough  plough  to  fave  the  fopling’s  hand. 
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Wkere  urgent  wants  the  daily  pittance  aiJc> 

Compell  to  labour,  and  complete  the  tafk. 

A  race  of  ilaves,  throughout  their  country  fpread. 
From  different  foils  extort  the  owner^s  bread; 

Averfe  to  toil,  the  natives  flill  rely 
On  the  fad  negro  for  the  year’s  fupply  ; 

He,  patient,  early  quits  his  poor  abode. 

Toils  at  the  hoe,  or  totes  forae  ponderous  load. 
Sweats  at  the  axe,  or,  penfive  and  forlorn. 

Sighs  for  the  eve,  to  parch  Iris' Hinted  corn! 

With  watchful  eye  maintains  his  much-lov’d  hre# 

Nor  even  in  fummer  lets  its  fpark  expire-— 

At  night  returns,  his  evening  toils  to  fhare. 

Lament  his  rags,  or  deep  away  his  care. 

Bind  up  the  recent  wound,  with  many  a  groan ; 

Or  thank  his  gods  that  Sunday  is  his  own. 

To  thefe  far  climes  the  fcheming  Scotchman  Hies, 
Quits  his  bleak  hills  to  court  Firgtnian  fkies  ; 

Remov’d  from  oat-meal,  four-crout,  debts,  and  duns. 
Prudent,  he  halfcs  to  balk  in  kinder  funs ; 

Marks  well  the  native — views  his  weaker  fide. 

And  heaps  up  wealth  from  luxury  and  pride. 

Exports  the  produce  of  a  thoufand  plains. 

Nor  fears  a  rival,  to  divide  his  gains. 

Deep  in  their  beds,  as  dihant  to  their  fource 
Here  many  a  river  winds  its  wandering  courfc  : 

Proud  of  her  bulky  freight,  through  plains  and  woods" 
Moves  the  tall  fhip,  majedic,  o’er  the  floodsr" 

Where  Jaines^s  Hrength  the  ocean  brine  repels. 

Or,  like  a  fea,  the  deep  Pctozvmack  fwells : 

Yet  here  the  failor  views  with  wondering  eve 
Impoverilh’d  fields  that  near  thedr  margins  lie. 
Mercantile  towns,  where  languor  holds  her  reign. 

And  boors  inaftive,  on  the  exhauHed  plain. 


CONSTANTIA. 


Sick  o/  the  world,  in  prime  of  days- 
Conftantia  took  a  ferious  lit— 

Refoiv’d  to  fhun  all  balls  and  plays 
^  y  read  ^vhat  faints  had  writ— 

To  Convent  Hall  Ihe  would  repair 
And  be  a  penfive  fiiler  there. 

A  failor,  loitering  from  his  crew. 

As  chance  would  hare  it,  pafs’d  4,o«g~ 
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5hc  told  Kim  what  Ihe  had  in  view. 

And  he  reply’d — Fair  maid,  you’re  wrong. 
Let  faded  nymphs  to  cloifters  go. 

Where  kiflVs  freeze  and  love  is  fnow> 

The  Druids*  oak  and  hermits’  pihe 
Afford  a  gloomy,  fad  delight; 

But  why  that  blufh  of  health  rcfign. 

The  mingled  tint  of  red  and  whue  ? 

In  cloifter’d  cells  the  flowers  expire 
“  That,  on  the  plain,  all  eyes  admire. 

**  With  fuch  a  penfive,  pious  train 
**  Who,  but  a  hermit,  could  agree — 

**  Ah,  rather  flay  to  grace  the  plain. 

Or  wander  on  the  wave  with  me : 

For  you  the  painted  barque  fhall  wait 
**  And  I  would  die  for  fuch  a  freight.’* 

No  Wandering  feaman  ((he  replied) 

Can  tempt  me  to  forego  my  plan ; 

No  barque  that  wafts  him  o’er  the  tide. 

Nor  many  a  better  looking  man  : 

Go,  wanderer,  plough  your  gloomy  fea, 
Conftantia  muft  a  lifter  be. 

**  To  gain  fo  fair  a  flower  as  you, 

(The  Tar  return’d)  who  would  not  plead  ?— - 
Nor  ftiall  you.  Nymph,  to  convents  go 
While  love  can  write  what  you  muft  read  : 
Come,  to  yon*  meadow  let  us  ftray, 

I  have  fome  handfome  things  to  fay”—- 

Love  has  his  wilh  when  reafon  fails— 

In  vain  he  figh’d,  in  vain  he  ftrove : 

**  Forfake  (faid  ftie)  thofe  fwelling  fails 
If  you  would  have  me — think  of  love: 

Great  merit  has  your  failing  art, 

But  abfence  would  diftra6l  my  heart,’* 

What  elfe  was  faid,  w»  fecret  keep 
The  Tar,  grown  fonder  of  the  fhore,. 
Ncglefts  his  profpe^ls  on  the  deep, 

And  fhe  of  convents  talks  no  more  » 

He  llyly  quits  the  coafting  trade; 

She  pities  her — that  dies  a  maid ! 
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MASSACHUSETTS 

J^ERE,  in  vaft  flocks,  the  fleecy  nation  ftrays. 

Here,  endlefs  herds  the  upland  meadow  graze. 

Here,  fmiling  plenty  crowns  the  labourer’s  pain 
And  blooming  beauty  weds  the  induftrious  twain  : 

Were  this  thy  all,  what  happier  ftatc  could  be  I — 

Blit  Avarice  drives  the  native  to  the  fea, 

Fiditious  wants  all  thoughts  of  eafe  controul. 

Proud  independence  fvvays  the  afpiring  foul, 

^Midft  foreign  waves,  a  llranger  to  repofe. 

Thro’  the  moift  world  tjie  keen  adventurer  goes ; 

Not  India’s  feas  rellrain  his  daring  fail. 

Far  to  the  fouth  he  feeks  the  polar  whale: 

From  thofe  vaft  hanks  where  frequent  tempefts  rave. 

And  fogs  etetnal  brood  upon  the  wave. 

There  (furl’d  his  fail)  his  daring  hold  he  keeps. 

Drags  from  their  depths  the  natives  of  thofe  deeps ; 
Then  to  fome  diftant  clime  explores  his  way. 

Bold  Avarice  fpurs  him  on — he  muft  obey. 

Yet,  from  fuch  aims  one  great  efFed  we  trace 
That  holds  in  happier  bonds  this  reftlefs  race  ; 

Like  fome  deep  lake,  by  circling  fhores  comprefs’d, 
Man’s  nature  tends  to  univerfal  reft  : 

Unfed  by  fprings,  that  find  fome  fecret  pafs 
To  mix  their  current  with  the  mightier  mafs, 

Unmov’d  by  moons,  that  fome  ftrange  inipulfe  guides 
To  lift  its  waters,  and  propel  its  tides, 

Unvext  by  winds,  that  fcowl  acrofs  its  waftc. 

Tear  up  the  wave,  and  difcompofe  its  breaft. 

Soon  would  that  lake  (a  putrid  nuifance  growii,) 

Lofe  all  its  virtue,  prais’d  or  priz’d  by  none : 

Thus,  avarice  lends  new  vigour  to  imnkind. 

Not  vainly  planted  in  the  intemperate  mind  ; - - 

With  her,  ambition  link’d,  they  proudly  drive. 

Rule  all  our  race,  and  keep  the  world  alive. 

Here  firft,  to  quench  her  once  lov’d  Freedom’s  flame. 
With  their  proud  fleets,  Britannia’^  warriors  came ; 
Here,  fure  to  conquer,  ftie  began  her  fires. 

Here,  fent  her  lords,  her  admirals,  and  her  fquirei 
All,  all  too  weak  to  eifed  the  vaft  defign 
For  which  we  faw  half  Europe’s  arms  combine. 
Uncounted  navies  rove  from  main  to  main. 

Threats,  bribery,  treachery — try’d  and  try’d  again ; 
Mandate  on  mandate,  edidl,  and  decree, 

To  rivet  fetters,  and  cnilave  the  free  1 
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Long,  long  from  Boston’s  hills  fhall  ftrangers  gaac 
On  thofe  valt  mounds  that  magic  feem’d  to  raife  > 
Stupendous  piles  that  hallen’d  Britain’s  flight. 
Extended  hills,  the  offspring  of  a  night  !— 

In  that  devoted  town  they  hop’d  to  liay 
And,  fed  by  rapine,  fleep  foft  years  away : 

Vain  hopes,  vain  fchemes — the  unconquer’d  fpirit  rofe 
That  dill  furviv’d  thro’  all  fucceeding  woes ; 
Imprifon’d  crowds,  in  cruel  durance  held, 

Difarm’d,  rellrain’d  from  honor’s  earliefl  field; 
Iraprifon’d  thoufands,  worn  with  poignant  grief. 

Now,  half  adoring,  met  their  guardian  chief, 

Whofc  conquering  ftandard  bade  the  foe  retreata 
Difgrace  their  portion,  and  their  rout  complete  I 

FEDERAL  HALL. 

ITH  eager  ftep  and  wrinkled  brow. 

The  bufy  fons  of  care 
(Difgufted  with  lefs  fplcndid  fcenes) 

To  Federal  Hall  repair. 

In  order  plac’d,  they  pafient  wait 
To  feize  e.  ch  w  >rd  that  flies. 

From  what  they  hear,  they  figh  or  fmile. 

Look  cheerful,  grave,  or  wife. 

Within  thefe  w^lls  the  doflrines  taught 
Are  of  fuch  vaft  concern. 

That  all  the  world,  with  one  confent. 

Here  drives  to  live — and  learn. 

The  timorous  heart,  that  cautious  fhuns 
All  churches,  but  its  own,  ‘ 

No  more  obferves  its  w'onted  rules ; 

But  ventures  here,  alone. 

Four  hours  a  day  each  rank  alike, 

(They  that  can  walk  or  crawl) 

Leave  children,  bufmefs,  fliop,  and  wife. 

And  deer  for  Federal  Hail. 

From  morning  tafKS  of  mending  foals 
The  cobler  hades  away  ; 

At  three  returns,  and  tells  to  Kate 
The  bufmefs  of  the  d^y. 

The  debtor,  vext  with  early  duns,^ 

Avoids  his  hated  home ; 
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A  Kid  here  and  there  deje^led  roves 
‘Till  hours  of  Congress  come. 

The  barber,  at  the  well-known  time 
Forfikes  his  bearded  man. 

And  leaves  him  with  his  lather'd  jaws, 

Tq  trim  them  — as  he  can. 

The  taylor,  plagu’d  with  fuits  on  fuits, 

Negleas  Sir  Fopling’s  call. 

Throws  by  his  goofe — flips  from  his  board. 

And  trots  to  Federal  Hall. 


TO  MEMMIUS. 


Wi 


•  nOE’ER  at  CooRf  would  hope  to  cut  a  da(h 
Ha  mud  go  loaded  with  fome  useful  tralh  * 

r^T  to  prolong /our  reignj 

All  fancy— ftuft— all  ornament  is  rain!  * 

liappy  the  man  who  plans,  by  force  of  fleam 

s/ll  u  againft  the  flream; 

Mill  happier  he,  who,  born  to  build  a  bridee 

hchemes  mighty  matters  on  fome  river’s  edee-  — 

Such  to  the  world  the  nobiefl  light  impart, 

i-he/irji  in  geimis,  and  the  fr/in  art  I 

Hence,  then,  ye  bards,  froai  our  wife  court  refrain; 
U  ileacres  have  foreftall’d  the  prefect  reign: 

-  No  fcribblings  we  endure  at  court” 

^  C-ries  Publius,  poring  o’er  a  dull  Report;  ) 

•  Nothing  but  u/eful  projefts  WE  require, 

(C^les  a  new-fangled,  felf-important  ‘fquire) 

WhA  with  his  chart,  will  juft  but  dp. 

Who  to  the  pole  will  now  all  art  purfue:  ^ 

h or  foreign  courts  have  fail’d  our  men  of  fong. 

And  trull  me,  bards,  the  Mufes  went  along;  ^ 

”  N^Mw/^  ^  brie, 

Mufes  are  with  pig;  ■ 

.r.  s/ p  'bcir  forque  lhall  heave  in  fight,  once  more. 

Now  ‘hlV“!  grow  pregnant  on  this  (hore  !  ’* 
Pir^ T’  ^  '^''‘y'^ard  Fortune  fix’d  me  M, 

I’lrm  to  a  point,  that  never  fhall  be  pafTd* 

Did  I  the  follies  of  Fortune  ftill  purfue,  ’ 

'‘ke  you, 

Anri  h^n'*  fcheine,  I’d  quit  at  once  the  fail, 

Ouk  ^fl  tV°  a“’"“  r“’-  and  fcale, 

^uit  all  the  the  finer  arts  bellow, 

I  .e  of  ianev,  a>id— no  •‘rhw*  * 

,  ?  no  FRUITS  that  grow^ 

A  3 
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Indulge  that  powerful  fomething  in  the  fcull 
That  makes  us  wealthy  while  it  keeps  us  dull. 

To  the  bed  place  enfures  a  certain  claim. 

The  road  to  fortune,  and  the  road  to  fame. 


NEVERSINK. 


HESE  Hills,  the  pride  of  all  the  coaft. 
To  mighty  diftance  feen. 

With  afped  bold  and  rugged  brow. 

That  (hade  the  neighbouring  main: 

Thefe  heights,  for  folitude  defign’d. 

This  rude,  refounding  (hore  — 

Thefe  vales  impervious  to  the  wind. 

Tall  oaks,  that  to  the  temped  bend. 

Half  Druid,  1  adore. 

From  didant  lands,  a  thoufand  fails 
Your  hazy  fummits  greet  — 

You  faw  the  ^ngry  Briton  come. 

You  faw  him,  lad,  retreat  1 

With  towering  cred,  you  drd  appear 

The  news  of  land  to  tell; 

To  him  that  comes,  frelh  joys  impart. 
To  him  that  goes,  a  heavy  heart, 

I  The  lover's  long  farewell. 

*Tis  your’s  to  fee  the  failor  bold. 

Of  perfcvering  mind. 

To  fee  him  rove  in  fearch  of  care. 

And  leave  true  blifs  behind; 

I'o  fee  him  fpread  his  flow'ifeg  fails 
To  trace  a  tirefome  road. 

By  wintry  feas  and  tenipeds  chaC’d 
To  fee  him  o’er  the  ocean  hade, 

A  comfortlefs  abode  1 

Your  thoufand  fprings  of  waters  blue 
What  luxury  to  fip,  ^ 

As  from  the  mountain’s  brCi^d  they  flow 

To  moiden  Flora’s  lip  I 

In  vad  retirements  herd  the  deer. 

Where  foreds  round  them  rife, 

Dark  groves,  their  tops  in  sether  lod. 
That,  haunted  dill  by  Huddy’s  ghod^ 
The  trembling  rndic  dies. 
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Proud  heights !  with  pain  fo  often  feen, 

(  With  joy  beheld  once  more  ) 

On  your  firm  bafe  I  take  my  ftand. 
Tenacious  of  the  Ihore  : — 

Let  tliofe  who  pant  for  wealth  or  fame 
Purfue  the  watery  road ;  — 

Soft  ilecp  and  eafe,  bled  days  and  nights. 
And  health,  Attend  thefe  favourite  heights. 
Retirement's  bled  abode ! 


T  O 


Z  O  I  L  U  S, 

[A  SEVERE  Critic.] 

1 

iSiX  fheets  compos’d,  druck  off,  and  dry. 

The  work  may  pleafe  the  world  (thought  1) 

If  fome  impell’d  by  fpleen  or  fpitc, 

Refufe  to  read,  then  let  them  write  ; 

I  too,  with  them,  fhall  have  my  turn. 

And  give  advice — to  tear  or  burn. 

Now  from  the  binder’s,  hurried  home. 

In  neat  array  my  leaves  are  come : 

Alas,  alas !  is  this  my  ail  ? 

The  volume  is  fo  light  and  fmall. 

That,  aim  to  fave  it  as  I  can, 

’Twill  dy  before  Myrtilla’s  fan. 

Why  did  I  no  precautions  ufe  ? 

To  curb  thefe  frolics  of  the  Mufe  ? 

Ah  !  why  did  I  invoke  the  nine 
To  aid  thefe  humble  toils  of  mine — 

That  now  forebode  through  every  page 
The  witling’s  fneer,  the  critic’s  rage. 

Did  I,  for  this,  fo  often  rife 
Before  the  fun  illum’d  the  Ikies, 

And  near  my  Hudfon’s  mountaia  itre;^ 
invoke  the  Mufes’  morning  dream. 

And  fcorn  the  winds  that  blew  fo  cool ! 

I  did — and  I  was  more  the  fool. 

Yet  {lender  tho’  the  book,  and  fmall. 

And  harmlefs,  take  it  ail  in  all, 

I  fee  a  monllrous  wic^ht  appear, 

A  quiil  rufper.ded  from  his  ear  5 
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Its  fate  depends  on  his  decree. 

And  what  he  fays,  mud  facred  be ! 

A  brute  of  fuch  terrific  mien 
At  wild  Sandujli  iie^er  was  feen. 

And  in  the  dark  Kentuckey  groves 
No  bead,  like  this,  for  plunder  roves. 

Nor  dwells  in  Britain’s  lowering  clime 
A  reptile,  fo  feverc  on  rhyme. 

The  monder  comes,  fevcre  and  flow. 

His  eyes  with  arrowy,  lightnings  glow. 

Takes  up  the  book,  furveys  it  o’er. 

Exclaims,  “  damn’d  — but  fays  no  mOte: 

The  book  is  damned  by  his  decree. 

And  what  he  fays  muit  gofpel  be  I 

But  was  there  nothing  to  his  tade  \ — 
v^as  2il  my  work  a  barren  wafte— - 
Was  not  one  bright  idea  fown. 

And  not  one  image  of  my  own  ? — 

Its  doom  was  juft,  if  this  be  true: 

But  ZoiLus  fhall  be  fweated  too. 


Give  me  a  cane  of  mighty  length, 

A  ftaff  proportion’d  to  my  ftrengtk. 
Like  that,  by  whofe  deftrudlive  aid 
d'he  man  of  Gath  his  conquefts  made  ; 
Like  that,  which  once  on  Etneds  fliore 
The  thepherd  of  the  mountain  bore  : 

Ear  wit  traduc’d  at  fuch  a  rate 
To  other  worlds  I’ll  fend  him,  ftraight. 
Where  ail  the  paft  fhali  nothing  feem. 
Or  jult  be  imagM,  like  a  dream ; 

Where  new  vexations  are  dclign’d. 

No  dull  quietus  for  the  mind ! 


Arm’d  with  a  ftafr  of  fuch  a  fize 
Who  would  notVmite  this  man  of  lies 
Here,  fcribbler,  help  me  1  feize  that  pea 
M^ilh  which  he  blaih  all  rhyming  men; 
Kis  goofe-qaiii  nuiil  not  with  him  go 
o  perlecute  tlie  b.ims  Irjtdowo — 


rp 


How  vaft  a  change  an  hour  may  bring! 
How  abiedl  iie^  Unw  fnaning  tnirg  I 
No  longer  wli  to  him  iiiH'  bow, 

To  hi.m  the  won  cl  n.  viol  Inn  g  now 
And  all  ho  vViit,  and  all  he  nad 
is,  with  himicif,  m  i'l.-ncc  Laid  I 
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Dead  tho*  he  be— (not  fent  to  reft) 

No  keen  remorfe  torments  my  bread: 
Yet,  fomething  in  me  feems  to  tell 
I  might  have  let  him  live,  as  well;  ^ 
’Twas  his  to  fnarl,  and  growl,  and  grin. 
And  life  had,  elfck  a  burthen  been. 


T  O 


SHYLOCK  AP-SHENKIN 

lA  a  abusive  Court-Writer.] 

W hen  round  the  barque  the  howling  tempea  raves 
Tofs’d  in  the  coniiid  of  a  thoufand  waves. 

The  lubber  landfmen  weep,  complain,  and  figh. 

And  cn  the  pilot’s  Ikill,  or  heaven,  rely  ; 

Lurk  in  their  holes,  aftonilh’d  and  aghaft. 

Dreading  the  moment,  that  mift  be  their  laft: 

The  tempeft  donet — their  terror  alio  ceafes. 

And  up  they  iyome,  and  Ihew  their  ftiamelefs  faces. 

At  once  /eel  bold,  and  tell  the  pilot,  too, 

He  did  no  mote  than  they  phttnf elves  couid  dp, 

A  Foe  to  Tyrants  !  cne  your  heart  reftores. 

There  is  2^  tyrant  that  your  foul  adores,. 

And  every  frothy  line  too  plainly  Ihews  * 

Year  heart  is  hoftile  to  that  tyrant’s  foes. 

What  potent  madnefs  urg’d  your  brain,  fo  dull. 

With  foreign  wreathes  to  fhade  a  barren  fcull  ? 

So  utter  darknefs  union  claims  with  light. 

So  oil  and  water  in  one  mafs  unite : 

No  more  your  rage  in  pilfer’d  llanzas  vent. 

Sneak  into  profe  ;  there  be  your  vengeance  fpent. 

A  patriot’s  fame  to  diftant  years  ftiall  laft 
When  Skylock’s  poems  to  the  ground  are  call, 

Wheie  cold  oblivion  fpreads  her  fable  wings. 

Loft  in  the  Inmbi^  of  forgotten  things ; 

And  none  fhall  aflc,  nor  wilh  to  know,  nor  enre 
Who  writ  fuch  traOi,  cr  whe»'  he  liv’d,  ur  \s  here-. 
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T  O  A  N 

ANGRY  ZEALOT: 

[In  answer  to  sundry  yirulent  charges.] 

Xf  of  Religion  I  have  made  a  fport^ 

Then  why  not  cite  me  to  the  Bishop's  Court  ? 

Fair  to  the  world  let  every  page  be  fet, 

And  prove  your  charge  from  all  I've  faid  and  writ:— 
What  if  this  heart  no  narrow  notions  bind. 

Its  pure  good-will  extends  to  all  mankind  : 

Suppofe  I  a/k  no  portion  from  your  feaft. 

Nor  heaven-ward  ride  behind  your  parilh  prieU, 

Becaufc  I  wear  not  Shylock's  Sunday  face 
Muft  I,  for  that,  be  loaded  with  difgrace? 

The  time  has  been^ — the  time,  I  fear,  is  now^ 

When  holy  phrenzy  would  eredl  her  brow. 

Round  fome  poor  wight  with  painted  devils  meet, 

Andr  worfe  than  Smithjield  blaze  through  every  Hreet ; 

But  wholefome  laws  prevent  fuch  horrid  fcenes. 

No  more  afraid  of  deacons  and  of  deans. 

In  this  new  world  our  joyful  psalm  we  fing 
That  even  a  Bishop  is  a  harmless  thing! 


XiJ^NHAPPY  Volume  ! — doom’d  by  fate 
To  meet  with  unrelenting  hate 
From  thofe  who  can  their  venom  fpit> 

Yet  condefcend  to  Heal  your  wit  ; 

While  Shylock,  with  malicious  fpirit. 
Allows  you  not  a  grain  of  merit. 

While  he  an  idle  pomp  affumes. 

Let  him  return  his  borrowed  plumes. 

And  you  will  find  the  infed  creeping. 

With  not  a  feather  worth  the  keeping. 
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T  O 

Sir  T  O  B  y, 

A  Sugar-Planter  in  the  interior  parts  of  Jamaica. 

Xf  there  cxifts  a  Hell— the  cafe  is  clear — 

Sir  Toby’s  flaves  enjny  that  portion  heret 
Kere  are  no  blazing  biiniilone  lakes-—  tis  tiiie> 

But  kindled  rum  full  often  burns  as  blue,* 

In  which  fome  fiend  (whom  Nature  mull  deteft) 

Steeps  Toby^s  name,  and  brands  poor  Cudjof/s  bieaft^ 

Mere,  whips  on  whips  excite  a  thoufand.  fears> 

And  mingled  howlings  vibrate  on  my  ears : 

Here  Nature^s  plagues  abound,  of  ail  degrees. 

Snakes,  fcorpions,  defpots,  lizards,  centipees— 

No  art,  no  care  efcapes  the  bufy  lalh,^ 

All  have  their  dues,  and  all  are  paid  in  cafh:.  ^ 

The  lengthy  cart-whip  guards  this  tyrant’s  reign. 

And  cracks  like  piftols  from  the  fields  of  cane. 

Ye  POWERS  that  form’d  thefe  wretched  tribes,  relate> 

"  What  had  they  done,  to  merit  fuch  a  fate  ^ 

Why  were  they  brought  from  Eboe’s  fultry  wafie 
To  fee  the  plenty  which  they  mull  not  tafte — 

Food,  which  they  cannot  buy,  and  dare  not  fleal. 

Yams  and  potatoes  • — many  a  fcant)^  meall 
One,  with  a  jibbet  wakes  his  negro’s  fears. 

One,  to  the  wind-mill  nails  him  by  the  ears ; 

One  keeps  his  Have  in  dlfmal  dens,  unfed. 

One  puts  the  wretch  in  pickle,  ere  he’s  dead; 

This,  from  a  tree  fufpends  him  by  the  thumbs. 

That,  from  his  table  grudges  even  the  crumbs  1 
O’er  yon’  r^ttgh  hills  a  tribe  of  females  go. 

Each  with  her  gourd,  her  infant,  and  her  hoe. 

Scorch’d  by  a  fun,  that  has  no  mercy  here. 

Driven  by  a  devil,  that  men  call  Overfeer: 

Ih  chains  twelve  wretches  to  their  labour  hallc. 

Twice  twelve  I  fee  with  iron  collars  grac’d: — 

Are  thefe  the  joys  that  flow  from  vafl:  domains  I 
Is  wealth  thus  got.  Sir  Toby,  worth  your  pains —  • 

Who  wo  lid  that  wealth,  on  terms  like  thefe,  pofiefs,  , 

Where  all  we  fee  is  pregnant  witii  diflrels; 

Angola’s  natives  fcourg’d  by  hireling  hands, 

And  toil’s  hard  earnings  flipp’d  to  foreign  landsf 
Talk  not  ofblofroms  and  your  endlefs  fpring  — 

No  joys,  fto  fmiles,  fuch  feene^  of  mifery  bring  1 

*  This  paTige  has  a  reference  ta  the  cudom  of  branding  the  fiavcs  in  the 
'{lands,  as  a  mark  of  property,— 
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Poor 

Hpfr.  cl  /‘ioourer and  how  meanly  fed  » 

r  1  Virgil’s  pencil  drew 

And^foS^  CJiarons  make  their  annual  trip  ' 

And  fouls  arrive  m  every  Guinea  (hip 

s ‘cl:  fi‘s d  t”'.'"  ““■‘f  f »<•>. 

"iS  pine,  tT., 

Muft  chmb  the  tail  cliffs  of  the  L 

f^'king  hafte  reoai?' 

And  nardly  fafe.  frpn,  brother^  butchers' there !  • 

.He, 


^pr  X 


L< 


To  SHYLOCK  AP^SHENKIN, 


bafe 


Po«s  may'  LuX!’  o^-perhLT'' 

But  r  h ,, 

Anpf  SWli  t  patrons,  roam, 

Should  sf  ""If  home? 

nould  Shylock  s  poems  Hvle  you  all  that’? 

Abufe  your  ftature,  and  malipn  vour  face 

With  JoTo‘‘’%'''°f  your  kik 

Wh  oot  one  fpark  of  virtue  in  your  mind- 
Would  yon  to  Shylock’s  rancoroL  pa^e  reply 
So  fam’d  for  fcandal,  and  fo  prone ^1^7^ 

f  For  f  bag-pipes  of  fedition  play- 

Stil/  ^  '•Mte,  and  kna-.-es  ranft  have  their  day  ) 
Ind  mad'  P'^se  let  Clamorous  bards  defame,  ^ 
m/  “y  and  maliqe  take  her  aim: 

And  '''  combine, 

J  on  ^  ~  roar  throngh  every  line; 

^ong  may  they  write,  miqiiefiianM  and  unhurt, 
nd  aj  their  rage  difchargc,  and  all  their- dirt, 

And^^'T  ^  i'creech,  by  heaven’s  fupreme  dcGree, 
wo.ves  mud  howl,  or  wolves  they  would  not  ht. 

thefe  feribbiing  infeas  rofe--- 
nai  honed  man  but  counts  them  &r  his  foes  : 

xvt  ^^^>menre  f-om  the  tortured  foul;  ' 

/  p  ‘"’•re  derd,  and  in  fomc  dungeon  crammhi 

{  or  die  tiiey  will,  and  all  their  works"  be  damn’d  ]  ‘ 
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When  they  have  belcliM  their  lafl  departing  groans^, 
May  dogs  and  dodtars  barbecue  their  bones. 

And,  the  laft  horrors  of  their  fouls  to  calm, 

Shyiock,  their  bird,  confole  them  with  —  a  pfalm  f 
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To  a  PERSECUTED  PHILOSOPHER. 

Aristiptos  once,  with  weary  feet, 

Purfued  his  way  through  polifli’d  Athens*  (Ireet,. 

Minding  no  bufinefs  but  his  own  ; 

Out  rufhM  a  fet  of  whelps 
With  fun-burnt  fcalps, 

(  Black,  red,  and  brown,) 

phat  nipt  his  heels,  and  nibbled  at  his  gowni 

While,  With  his  ftaiF,  he  kept  theen  all  at  bay 
Some  yelpM  aloud,  fome  howEd  in  difmal  ftrain, 

Som^  wifh’d  the  fige  to  bark  again:-^ 

Even  little  Shylock  feem’d  to  Uy, 

Anfwer  us,  fir,  in  your  bed  way: — 

We  are,  'tis  true,  a  lharling  crew, 

**  But  with  our  jaws  have  gain’d  applaufc. 

And— fir — can  worry  fuch  as  you.*’ 

The  fage  beheld  their  fpite  with  ileady  eye. 

And  only  Hopp’d  to  make  this  Ihort  reply; 

Hark  ye,  my  dogs,  I  have  not  learn’d  to  yelp. 

Nor  wafte  my  breath  on  every  loufy  whelp; 

Much  lefs,  to  write,  or  iiiin.  my  wholefome  page 
^  anfwering  puppies —  burding  with  their  rage: 

Hence  to  your  draw  !—  fuch  conteft  I  difdaint 
Learn  this,  (’  tis  not  amifs  ) 

For  Men  I  keep  a  pen. 

For  dogs,  a  cane  ! 


T  O 


SHYLOCK  A  P-S  H  E  N  K  I  N. 


as  they  are,  this  title-huntin?'  crew 
oeem  viler  dili,  \yhen  they  are  prais’d'^hy  you: 

Ev  yoii  adorn’d,  in  yellow  robes  they  Urine, 

Sweat  through  your  verfe,  and  iHnk'in  everv  line, 
^irae  caild  of  diillnefs  !  eldeit  of  her  tribe,  ' 


Wuciice  came  the  dream,  that  yo 


n  Wiis  worta  a  f/vre 
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Ill-fated  fcribbkr,  with  a  clilmfy  quill, 

Retraft  the  threat  you  dare  not  to  fulfil. 

And  round  your  neck  the  **  hangman* s  necklace^'  twtne. 
The  juft  reward  of  thefts  fo  bafe  as  thine : 

Have  I  from  you  purloin'd  one  flired  of  wit. 

Or  did  I  imitate  one  line  you  writ  ? 

Peace  to  your  works !  ’twere  mean  to  wrong  the  dead^ 
The  clay-cold  offspring  of  a  lhallow  head. 

Shylock,  retire  I  what  madnefs  would  it  bfe 
To  point  a  cannon  at  a  mite  like  thee : 

Such  noxious  vermin,  creeping  from  the  fliell. 

By  fquibs  and  crackers  might  be  kill’d  as  well. 

But,  if  you  muft  torment  the  world  with  rhymes, 
(Since  thou  wert  fent  to  fcourge  us  for  our  crimes) 

In  lleepy  odes  indulge  your  fmoaky  wit 
(Dull  lyrics  would  your  happy  genius  fit) 

With  your  coarfe  white-walh  daub  iome  godlin£ s  face, 
Infefts  in  power,  as  infolent  as  bafe; 

To  gain  immortal  praife  I  leave  you  free. 

Go — fcratch  and  fcribble,  uncontroul’d  by  me : 

Hafte  to  the  realms  of  nonfenfe  and  defpair — 

The  ghofts  of  murdered  rhymes  ffall  meet  you  there. 
Like  rattling  chains  provoke  inceffant  fears. 

And  with  eternal  jinglings  ilun  your  ears. 


T  O 


Seven  years  are  now  elaps’d,  dear  rambling  volume. 
Since,  tO  all  knavifti  wights  a  foe, 

I  fent  you  torth  to  vex  and  gall  ’em. 

Or  drive  them  to  the  fliades  below: 

W'ith  fpirit,  fill,  of  democratic  proof,  ^ 

And'ftill  defpifing  Shylock’s  canker’d  hoot: 

What  doom  the  fates  intend,  is  hard  to  fay. 

Whether  to  live  to  fome  fir-diftani  aay. 

Or  fickening  in  your  prime. 

In  this  bard-baiting  clime. 

Take  pet,  make  wings,  fay  prayers,  and  flit  away. 


Virtue,  order,  and  religion, 

**  Hafte,  and  feck  fome  other  region  ; 
Your  plan  is  laid,  to  hunt  them  down, 
Deftroy  the  mitre,  rend  the  gown, 

''  And  that  vile  hag,  Phfuafophy,  reflore 
Did  evij^r  volurne  plan  ft'  uiucli  be  lore  ^ 
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For  feven  years  pail,  a  holl  of  bnfy  foes 
Have  buzz’d  about  your  nofe. 

White,  black,  and  grey,  by  night  and  day  ; 

Garbling,  lying,  finging,  fighing : 

Thcfe  eaftern  gales  a  cloud  of  infers  bring 
That^fluttering,  fnivelling,  whimpering — on  the  wing-— 

And,  wafted  ftill  as  difcord’s  demon  guides. 

Flock  round  the  flame,  that  yet  fhall  finge  their  hides, 

Well ! — let  the  fates  decree  whatever  they  pleafe  : 

Whether  you’re  doom’d  to  drink  oblivion’s  cup. 

Or  Praife-God  Barebones  eats  you  up. 

This  I  can  fay,  you’ve  fpread  your  wings  afar, 

Hoftile  to  garter,  ribbon,  crown,  and  ftar ; 

Still  on  the  people’s,  flill  on  Freedom’s  fide. 

With  full  determin’d  aim,  to  baffle  every  claim 
Of  ^jjsll-born  wights,  that  aim  to  mount  and  ride. 

„ - ^  .  '  f 7,^!=!!= 

TO  THE 

P  U  B  L  I  C. 

^  jL  ^ HIS  age  is  fo  fertile  of  mighty  events. 

That  people  complain,  with  fome  reafon,  no  doubt, 

Befides  the  time  loll,  and  befides  the  expence. 

With  reading  the  papers  they’re  fairly  worn  out : 

The  part  is  no  longer  an  objeft  of  care. 

The  prefent  confumes  all  the  time  they  can  fpare. 

Thus  grumbles  the  reader,  but  flill  he  reads  on 
With  his  pence  and  his  paper  unwilling  to  part : 

He  fees  the  world  palflng,  men  going  and  gone, 

Smne  riding  in  coaches,  and  fome  in  a  cart: 

For  a  peep  at  the  farce  a  fubfcription  he’ll  give,— 

Revolutions  mull  happen,  and  printers  mufl^ive  : 

For  a  (hare  of  your  favour  we  aim  with  the  refl  : 

To  enliven  the  fcene  we’ll  exert  all  our  (kill. 

What  we  have  to  impart  fliall  be  fome  of  the  bell. 

And  MutTUM  IN  Parvo  our  text,  if  you  will; 

Since  we  never  admitted  a  claufe  in  our  creed. 

That  the  greatefl:  employment  of  life  is — to  read. 

The  king  ©f  the  French  and  the  queen  of  the  North 
At  the  head  of  the  play,  for  the  feafon,  we  And  : 

From  the  fpark  that  we  kindled,  a  flame  has  gone  forth 
TTo  aflonifli  the  world  and  enlighten  mankind  : 

With  a  code  of  new  dodlrines  the  univerfe  rings. 

And  Paine  is  addrefling  llrange  fermons  to  kings. 
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Thas  launck’d,  as  we  are,  on  tlie  ocean  of  news. 

In  hopes  that  your  plcafiire  our  pains  will  repay. 

All  honeft  endeavours  the  autlior  will  ufe 
To  furnifh  a  feaft  for  the  grave  and  the  gay  :• 

At  leaft  he’ll  elTay  fuch  a  track  t^  purfue^ 

That  the  world  fhall  approve-^and  his  new's  fliall  be  trua* 


T  O  A 


REPUBLICAN, 

With  Mr.  Paine’s  RIGHTS  of  MAN. 


T 


HUS  briefly  {Le  (s.  cred  Rights  o/'MaK; 

How  incoufil^'ent  witll  ihe  rOyal  plan  I 
W  hich  for  itfelf  excluiive  honour  craves^ 

Where  fome  are  maflers  born,  and  millions  llaves. 

With  w’hat  coniempt  mtid  every  eye  look  down 
On  that.bafe,  childiOi  ba'aijie  call’d  a  crovj/t. 

The  gilded  bait,  that  lures  the  crowd,  to  come. 

Bow  dow'id  their  necks,  and  meet  a  flavidi  doom  j 
The  fource  of  half  the  mifeiies  rrten  endure, 

The  quack  that  kills  them,  while  it  feeras  to  cure^ 

Rous’d  by  the  Reason  of  his  manly  page, 

Once  more  fhall  Paine  a  lifleTiing  world  engage;. 

From  Reafon’s,  fource,  a  bold  reform  he  brings,, 

In  railing  up  manliindy  he  pulls  down  kings,. 
tVho,  fource  of  difeord,  patrons  of  all  w  rong,. 

On  blood  and  murder  have  been  fed  too  long  : 

Hid  from  the  world,  and  tutor’d  to  be  bafe. 

The  carfe,  the  fcourge,  the  ruin  of  our  race, 

Their’s  v/as  the  t!afk,  a  dull  dehgning  few. 

To  fhackle  beings  that  they  fcarcely  knew. 

Who  made  this  globe  the  refidenee  of  fla-ves. 

And  built  their  thrones  on  fykema  form’d  oy  Knaves — - 
Advance,  bright  years,  to  work  their  final  fill. 

And  hake  the  period  that  lhall  crufh  them  alj. 

Who,  that  has  read  and  fcann’d  the  hifioriC  page 
But  glows,  at  every  line,  wdth  kindling  r^ige. 

To  fee  by  them  the  rights  of  men  afpers’d. 

Freedom  rekrainhi,  and  Nature’s  law  revers’d. 

Men,  rank’d  with  beaks,  by  monarch’s  n.vilk’d  an  ay? 
And  kound  young  fools,  or  madmen  to  obey 
Now  driven  to  wars,  and  now  opprefs’d  at  ho-me, 

Co ;nn el rd  in  crowds  o’er  dl-iani  leas  to  roim, 

I'Vom  India’s  elbncs  tli  ■  nlun'icred  prize  to 


'I'o  '«*iad  the  or  to  i 


o  il 


,  ♦  ?■ 
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Columbia,  hail !  ijaimortal  be  thy  reiga: 

Without  a  king,  we  till  the  fmiling  plain  ; 

Without  a  king,  we  trace  the  unbounciitd  Tea, 

And  trafhc  round  the  globe,  through  each  degree; 

Each  foreign  clime  our  honour’d  flag  reveres. 

Which  aiics  no  monarch,  to  fupport  the  stars: 

Without  a  king,  the  Laws  maintain  their  fway. 

While  honour  bids  each  generous  heart  obey. 

Be  our’s  the  talk  the  ambitious  to  reftrain. 

And  this  great  lefTon  teach  — that  kings  are  vain; 

That  warring  realms  to  certain  ruin  liaRe, 

That  kings  fubfiii  by  war,  and  wars  are  w'ade: 

So  lhall  our  natign,  form’d  on  Virtue’s  plan^, 

Remain  the  guard  km  of  the  Plights  of  Man, 

A  vail  Republic,  fam’d  through  every  clime, 

^yithout  a  king,  to  fee  the  end  of  time. 


To  SHYLUCK  AP-SHENKIN. 


S^NCE  the  day  I  attempted  to  print  a  gazette. 

This  Shylock-Ap  Shenkin  does  nothing  but  fVet: 

Now  preaching  and  fcreeching,  then  nibbling  and^cribblingt^ 
Remarking  and  barking,  and  whining  and  pining. 

And  ftill  in  a  pet. 

From  morning  ’till  night,  with  ray  humble  gazette. 

Inflead  of  whole  columns  our  page  to  abufe. 

Your  readers  would  rather  be  treated  with  News: 

While  wars  are  a-brewing,  and  kingdoms  undoing# 

While  monarchs  are  failing,  and  princeffes  fqualling# 

While  France  is  reforming,  and  IriBimen  florming 
In  a  glare  of  fueh  fplendour,  what  folly  to  fret 
At  fo  humble  a  thing  as  a  poet’s  Gazette  1 

No  favours  I  afk’d  from  your  friends  in  the  east: 

On  your  wretched  foup-meagre  I  left  them  to  feaft; 

So  many  bafe  lies  you  have  fent  them  in  print. 

That  fcarcoiy  a  man  at  our  paper  will  fquint:— 

And  now  you  begin  (with  a  grunt  and  a  grin. 

With  the  bray  oi  an  afs,  and  a  vifage  of  brais. 

With  a  quUl  in  your  hand  and  a  lie  in  your  mouth) 

To  play  the  fame  trick  on  the  men  of  the  south  ! 

One  Pr  Inter  for  Congress  (fojne  think)  is  enough, 

7'o  flfitter,  and  lie,  tp  palaver,  a^d  puff. 

To  priach  up  in  f.i\four  of  monarchs  and  titles, 

AiW  garters,  and  iTbbauds,.  to  prey  on  vitah: 
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Who  knows  but  Pompofo  will  give  it  in  fee. 

Or  make  miller  Shenkin  the  Grand  Patentee  !  !  ! 

Then  take  to  your  fcrapers,  ye  Republican  Papers, 

No  rogue  lhall  go  fnacks  —  and  the  News-Paper  Tax 
Shall  be  pufPd  to  the  Ikies,  as  a  meafure  mod  wife-— 
So,  a  fpaniel,  when  mailer  is  angry,  and  kicks  it. 
Sneaks  up  to  his  dioe,  and  fubmilTively  licks  it. 


To  CRACOVIUS  PUTRIDUS* 

^  JIl  ^ he  Sailor,  tofs’d  on  dormy  feas. 

Implores  his  patron-god  for  eafe 
When  Luna  hides  her  paler  blaze. 

And  liars,  obfcurely,  dart  their  rays: 

For  eafe  the  Yankee,  fierce  in  war. 

His  (lores  of  vengeance  points  afar: 

For  eafe,  the  toiling  Dutchman  fighs. 

Which  gold,  nor  gems,  nor  purple  buys ! 

No  treafur’d  hoards,  from  India  trade. 

No  doctor’s,  or  the  lawyer’s  aid 
Can  cafe  the  tumults  of  the  mind. 

Or  cares  to  gilded  roofs  alTign’d. 

The  end  of  life  he,  bed,  completes 
Whofe  board  is  fpread  with  frugal  treats, 

Whofe  lleep  no  fears,  no  third  of  gain. 

Beneath  his  homely  died,  redrain. 

Why,  then,  with  wading  cares  engage. 

Weak  reptiles  of  fo  frail  an  age  — 

Why,  thus,  to  far-o(F  climates  run. 

And  lands  beneath  another  fun  ? 

For,  though  to  China’s  coads  we  roam, 

Ourfelves  we  ne’er  can  leave  at  home: 

Care,  fwift  as  deer  —  as  tempeds  drong, 

Afeends  the  prow,  and  fails  along. 

The  mind  that  keeps  an  even  date. 

And  all  the  future  leaves  to  fate. 

In  every  ill  Ihail  pleafure  fhare, 

As  every  pleafure  has  it’s  care. 

Fate  early  feal’d  Montgomery’s  doom. 

In  youth  brave  Laurens  found  a  tetnb;' 

*  Innica.'ed  Horace. 
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While  Arnold  fpends  in  peace  and  pride 
The  years,  that  heaven  to  them  denied. 

A  hoil  of  VOTES  are  at  your  call ; 

A  feat,  perhaps,  in  Congress-Hall  ; 
And  veilments,  foak’d  in  Stygian  dye. 
Where’er  you  go,  alarm  the  eye  : 

On  me,  a  poor  and  fmall  domain^ 

With  fomething  of  a  poet’s  vein 
The  mufe  bellow’d — and  fhare  of  pride 
To  fpurn  a  fcoundrel  from  my  fide. 


To  Messieurs 


FUNGUS,  FROTH,  and  C°. 

ye,  that  joy  in  Shylock’s  rhymes. 

Come,  now,  and  take  your  fill: 

The  mufes,  in  thefe  favour’d  dimes. 

Join  ftreams,  to  turn  his  mill. 

Moll  learnedly  he  did  defcant 
In  verfe  as  well  as  profe ; 

And  words,  that  for  his  mouth  were  ijieant, 

Came  thundering  through  his  nofe. 

In  epic  ftraic,  he  Pullman’s  deeds 
Moll  movingly  can  tell: 

The  mufes*  train,  ’tis  faid  he  leads 
By  found  of  pumpkin  Ihell. 

All  ye  that  joy  in  Shylock’s  verfe. 

Advance,  and  take  your  fill : 

Poems  are  now  no  longer  fearce— 

‘  He  grinds  them  in  bis  mill* 


400 


POEMS  ON  SEVERAL  OCCASIONS; 


T  o  M  y 


LORD  SNA  KE, 


(A  T  I  T  L  E  -  H  U  N  T  B  R.) 


IS  nonfenfe  (faid  I)  to  be  wafting^  my  time, 
Whea  Shylock,  as  well,  may  amufe  them  with  rhym^, 
Spedlators,  new  poems,  and  elTays  iublime ; 

His  jibes  and  his  jeers,  his  fa  tires  and  fneers. 

His  tricks,  and  his  fancies  are  fo  very  fine. 

By  the  Jhoul  oijhaint  Patrick,  I  wifh  they  wer6  mine  \ 

Now,  mend  me  a  pen,  and  Pll  fliew  you  fome  fun ; 
’Tis  a  folly  to  dance  when  the  mufic  is  done  ; 

Where  nothing  is  ventur’d  no  laurels  are  won  ; 

Tho’  Shylock  was  dead,  as  the  ncwfpapcr  faid. 

It  was  folly  to  pay  for  his  funeral  bell. 

For  here  he  returns,  to  infult  us,  from  hell. 

SpeSfator  he  gave  us,  by  way  of  new  lefture. 

But  it  vanifli’d  fo  quick,  we  are  apt  to  conjedlurc 
Infiead  of  SpeSlator  it  ftiould  have  been  fpeBre, 

Its  life  was  a  day,  and  it  vanifh’d  away 

To  thofe  horrid  retreats  that  difhonour  the  ground. 

Where  and  Tibbald,  and  Blackmore  are  found. 

What  a  fplutter  he  makes  with  a  dalh  of  his  quill ! 
What  a  grinding  he  keeps  on  his  poetry-mill! 

From  morning  to  midnight  it  never  hands  ilill: 

Lord  blefs  us — faid  I  (with  a  fob  and  a  figh) 

This  poet  of  poets,  imported  fo  late. 

Will  kill  his  dear  felf  for  the  good  of  our  hate  ! 

Ye  men  of  alTembly,  his  LeBures  attend. 

Your  wifeft  proceedings  he  knows  how  to  mend. 

He’ll  give  his  advice,  like  a  true-hearted  friend  ; 

Toung  ^idouos  he’ll  kill,  with  a  ftrokc  of  your  bill  f 
For  the  fake  of  yourfelves,  let  it  never  be  faid 
You  flighted  his  counfels  for  three-pence  a  head. 

Now  a  war  with  the  Spaniards  he  threatens*— O  yes ! 
Here  1  beat  up  to  arms  and  relieve  his  diftrefs, 

Jn  a  month  we  fliall  end  it,  and  ^jho  kno^s  but  lefs  ? 

By  the  aid  of  his  fong  we’ll  mufler  fo  ftrong 
I'hat  Congrefs  fliall  own  their  Remsnjlrance  is  vain. 

And  make  him  their  captain  to  conquer  New-Spain. 

never  would  charge  my  artillery  high 
When  there’s  nothing;  to  vex  but  the  buzz  of  a  fiv, 

O  4 


POEMS  ON  SEVERAL  OCCASIONS.  401 

flis  head  and  His  hand  are  both  at  a  fland 
What  trafh  to  invent  that  may  drive  me  away. 

What  fatire  to  write,  or  what  engine  to  play. 

So  often  attackM,  lhall  I  never  reply  ? 

Mull  Shylock  forever  all  fatire  defy  ? 

Away  with  your  comfort,  and  leave  me  to  £gh ! 

The  fun's  in  the  weft,  and  I  am  opprefs'd 
With  a  creature  attenipting  to  blacken  my  mufe 
Who  hardly  has  genius  to  blacken  my  Ihoes. 

But  when  I  reflect  that  I  have  for  a  foe,  z 

A  ftiadow  departed  full  twelve  days  ago. 

With  a  letter  of  licence  return’d  from  below  : 

To  his  fcreeches  and  bawling,  and  fuch  eatterwauling 
Alas !  it  were  madnefs  in  me  to  reply  ; 

And  fo,  mifter  Shylock,  I  bid  you — good  b’ye. 

A 

MATRIMONIAL  DIALOGUE: 

HUMBLY  Inscribed  to  my 
LO  RD  SNAKE. 

OnS  Sabbath-day  morning  faid  Shylock  to  Sue 
I  have  thought  and  have  thought  that  a  title  will  doj 
Believe  me,  my  dear,  it  is  Tweeter  than  fyrup 
To  tafte  of  a  titUy  as  cook’d  up  in  Europe ; 

Your  ladylhip”  here  and  “  your  ladyihip”  there. 

Sir  knight,”  and  “your  grace,”  and  “his  worftiip  the  mayorl^ 
But  wc  arc  nothing  but  vulgar  all  over. 

And  the  wife  of  a  cobUr  fcarce  thinks  you  above  her: 

What  a  country  is  this,  where  madam  and  mifs 
Is  the  higheft  addrefs  from  each  vUlgar-born  cur, 

And  I:— ^even  I— am  but  mister  and  sir  I 

Your  EquAL-RiGHT  gentry  I  ne’er  could  abide 
^hat  all  are  born  equal,  by  ME  is  denied ; 

And  Barlovj  and  Paine  lhall  preach  it  in  vain, 

Loo-k  even  at  brutes,  and  you’ll  fee  it  confeft 
That  fome  arc  intended  to  manage  the  reft ; 

Yon’  dog  of  the  manger,  how  ♦':ately  he  ftruts  ! 

You  may  iwear  him  •zvtll-born,  from  the  fize  of  hi^  guts  $ 

Not  a  better-born  whelp  ever  fnapp’d  at  his  foes. 

All  he  wants,  is  a  class  to  be  stuck  on  his  nose  I 
And  then,  my  dear  Sue,  between  mt  and '  •’ 
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He  would  look  like  the  gemman  whofe  name  I  forget, ' 
Who  lives  in  a  callle  ana  never  pays  debc.’^-— 

‘‘  My  dear  (anfwer'd  Sufan)  ’tis  faid,  in  reproach, 

Tiiat  you  climb  like  a  bear  when  you  get  in  a  coach : 

Now,  your  nobles  that  fpring  from  the  nobles  of  old. 

Your  earls,  and  your  knights,  and  your  barons,  fo  bold. 

From  Nature  inherit  fo  handfome  an  air 

They  are  noblemen  born,  at  firll  glance  we  may  fwear : 

But  you,  that  have  cobbled,  and  I,  that  have  fpup, 

’Fis  wrong  for  our  noddles  on  titles  to  run; 

Moreover,  you  know,  that  to  make  a  fine  fhow. 

Your  people  of  note,  of  arms  get  a  coat; 

A  hoot  or  a  Jhoe  would  but  fneakingly  do. 

And  would  certainly  prove  our  nobility  new.’* 

No  matter  (faid  Shylock)  a  coach  (hall  be  bought! 
Though  the  low-born  may  chatter,  I  care  not  a  groat; 
Around  it  a  group  of  devices  fhall  fhine. 

And  mottoes,  and  emblems — to  prove  it  is  mine ; 

Fair  Liberty’s  cap,  and  a  star,  and  a  strap; 

A  DAGGER,  that  fomewhat  refembles  an  awl, 

A  pumpkiri-fkc’d  goddess  fupporting  a  stall: 

Ail  thefe  fhiil  be  there— how  people  will  flare  ! 

And  ENVY  herfelf,  that  our  Title  would  biaft 

Shall  fiTiile  at  the  motto— the  first  shall  be  LAST.”* 


^Qul  primus  fuit,  nunc  ultimus.— Motto  on  a  certain  coach. 


T  O  A 


NOISY  POLITICIAN. 

§iNCE  ShylocPs  Book  has  walk’d  the  circles  heret 
What  numerous  bieffings  to  our  country  flow  I 
Whales  on  our  fhores  have  run  aground. 

Sturgeons  are  In  our  rivers  found; 

Nay,  fnips  have  on  the  Deiavvare  fail’d, 

A  light  moil  new  I 

Wheat  has  been  Town,  harVeils  have  grown. 

And  Shylock  held  llrange  dialogues  with  Sue. 

On  coaches,  now,  gay  coats  of  arms  are  wore 
By  fome,  who  hardly  had  a  coat  before: 

Silk  eov  ns  initead  of  homefpun,  now,  are  feen, 

And,^  fir,  ’tis  true  (’twixt  me  and’ you) 

Thas  fome  have  grown  prodigious  fat. 

That  were  proviigious  lean  ! 
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T  O 

SHYLOCK  AP-SHENKIN, 

[in  reply  to  big  looks  and  menaces.] 

,^^5eCAUSE  fome  pumpkin-fhells  and  lobfter  claws. 
Thrown  o’er  his  garden  walls  by  Crab-tree’s  duke. 

Have  chanc’d  t#  light  within  your  meagre  jaws, 

(A  dole,  at  which  all  honeft  men  would'puke:) 

Becaule  fome  treafury-luncheons  you  have  gnaw’d. 

Like  rats,  that  prey  upon  the  public  flore  ; 

Mull  you,  for  that,  your  crude. iiujfF  belch  abroad. 

And  vomit  lies  on  all  that  pafs  your  door  1 

To  knavery’s  tribe  my  verfe  {till  fatal  found. 

Alike  to  kings  and  coblers  gives  their  due  : 

Spruce  tho’  you  be,  your  heels  may  drum  the  ground. 

And  make  rare  pafs-time  for  the  fportive  crew. 

Why  all  thefe  hints  of  menace,  dark  and  fad. 

What  is  my  crime,  that  thus  Ap-Shenkin  raves  ? 

No  fecret-fervice-money  have  I  had 

For  waging  two  years^  war  with  fools  and  knaves. 

Abus’d  at  court,  unwelcome  to  the  great _ 

This  page  of  mine  no  well-born  afped  wears : 

On  honeft  yeomen  I  repofe  its  fate. 

Clodhopper's  dollar  is  as  good  as  theirs. 

Why  wouldE  thou  then  with  ruffian  hand  deftroy 
A  wight,  that  waftes  his  ink  in  Freedom’s  caufe ; 

Who,  to  the  lad,  his  arrows  will  employ 
To  publiffi  Freedom’s  rights,  and  guard  her  laws  I 

O  thou  !  that  haft  a  heart  fo  flinty  hard 
Thus  oft,  too  oft,  a  poet  to  rebuke, 

From  thofe  that  rhyme  you  ne’er  fhall  meet  regard; 

Of  Crab-tree’s  dutchy — you  (hall  be  no  duke. 


TO  THE 


GRAND  MUFTI. 

HEN  Shylock’s  dull  deluded  mufe 
In  doleful  ftrain  her  note  began. 

The  fhepherds  boded  difmai  news. 

And  o’er  the  plains,  affrighted,  ran : 


ifP4  POEMS  ON  SEVERAL  OCCASIONS- 

Florinda  would  not  venture  near, 

The  mufic  did  fo  pain  her  car. 

He  told  the  nymphs,  in  heavy  rhyme, 

“  That  they  muft  Ihortly  quit  the  plain. 

Seek  fwcet- hearts  in  the  heavenly  clime,  ’ 

Where  habes  of  grace  are  born  again*’ — • 

The  nymphs  replied,  Dear  fir,  voe  long 
For  fomething  more  than  GabrieVs  fong. 

Like  him  that  fleeps  in  yonder  tomb,  -..  »;  • 

(Whofe  bones  will  never  make  a  ftir) 

He  labours  in  eternal  gloom. 

And  is  a  Jiy  philofopher. 

Who  gave  the  bed  advice  he  had 
To  mend  the  world— or  make  it  mad. 

To  him  creation  was  a  fliade: 

So  much  his  head  on  tombflones  ran^ 

That  Rofalindi,  fmiling,  fajd 
He  is  the  fexton’s  journeyman:— 

Then  let  him  ligh,  and  fob,  and  fing. 

His  autumn  lhall  not  have  a  fpring. 

Though  every  thing  look’d  blithe  and  gay. 

And  Nature  tun’d  a  cheerful  fong. 

You  would  haVc  thought  (to  hear  him  play) 

That  all  the  world  was  going  wrong:  — 

Thus  birds  of  night  bode  weather  foul. 

Thus  nightly  fings  the  blinking  owl. 

!■  ■  . u, 

TO 

SHYLOCK  AP-SHENKIN. 

Jn  lhallow  caves,  with  fhrill  voic’d  conchs  hung  roun#. 

And  pumpkin-ihells,  refponding  all  they  hear, 

A  bard,  call’d  Shylock,  catches  every  found. 

Governs  their  tone,  pricks  up  his  lengthy  car: 

In  putrid  ink  then  dips  his  pen  of  lead 

And  fcribbles  down  what  learn’ d  Porapofo  faid. 

Bard  of  the  lengthy  ode  !  wliofe  knaviih  paw 
Ne’er  touch’d  the  helm,  befprent  with  odious  pitch  I 
’Twas  better  far.  you  knew,  to  pra6lice  law. 

Whine  at  the  church,  or  in  the  court-houfe  fcreech : 

No  foul  had  you  to  face  the  wintry  blaft. 

Combat  the  dorm,  or  climb  the  touering  maiL 
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Then  why  fo  wroth,  thou  bard  of  narrow  foul. 
If  wavering  Fortune  bade  me  feek  the  brine: 

I  drank  no  ncftar  from  your  leaden  bowl. 

Nor  from  your  poems  filch’d  a  finglc  line ; 
When  I  do  that— then  publifli  from  your  caves^ 
robs  a  bi^gar-^^is  the  ivorjf  kn<wes  ! 


T  O 


SHYLOCK  AP-SHENKIN 

np 

A  he  (age  that  took  the  wrong  by  the  ears. 

And  independence  claim’d  for  Vermonteers, 

Wao  from  twelve  numbers  down  to  eight  decreas’d. 

Is  now  your  fcribbler,  and  may  ferve  for  pricfl ; 

To  him  apply,  dear  Shylock,  in  diftrefs. 

From  him  a(k  favours,  and  to  him  confefs ; 

HeMl  pardon  all  your  fins — aye,  more  than  once. 

And  will  forgive  you— even  for  being  a  dunce. 

When  firfl  that  flave  of  flaves  began  to  write. 

Truth  curs’d  his  pen  and  reafon  took  her  flight, 

Dullnefs  on  him  her  choiceft  opiates  fhed. 

Dooming  whate'er  he  writ  fliould  ne’er  be  read  : 

Him  on  her  foil  Hibernia  could  not  bear. 

The  viper  ficken’d  in  that  purer  air, 

'I'hen  rufh’d  abroad,  a  jefuit  in  difguife. 

Borne  on  the  wings  of  malice,  rage,  and  lies ; 

To  this  new  world  a  nuifance  and  a  peft, 

To  curfe  his  betters,  and  abufe  the  bed. 

Thou  motly  raafs  of  infolence  and  dirt. 

With  all  the  will,  but  not  the  power  to  hurt, 

Whofe  barren  foul  each  grovelling  line  reveals 
(Lines  only  decent  where  he  clips  and  fleais) 

What  charm,  what  magic  can  your  fall  prolone. 

Or  fave  this  viedim  to  the  power  of  song! 

Bear  me,  ye  winds,  to  fome  fequefler’d  place. 

Far  from  the  malice  of  this  rhyming  race  : 

Remove  me  far  from  all  the  fnarlinp  kind, 

(Dullnefs  v/ith  infolence  forever  join’d) 

To  fome  retreat  of  folitude  and  red _ 

Nor  fliall  another  pang  diirurb  my  bread, 

from  this  page,  I  give  the  world  to  know 
1  had  to  combat  with  fo  bafe  a  foe. 


I 

4c6  poems  on  several  OCCASIONS. 

T  O 

S  II  Y  L  O  C  K  A  P-S  H  E  N  K  I  N. 

[on  his  Farewell.] 

i5iNCE  Ink,  thank  heaven !  Is  all  the  blood  you  (pill, 
Idealtli  to  the  driver  of  tho  grey-goofe  quill : 

Such  war  lhall  leave  no  widow  in  defpair. 

Nor  curfe  one  orphan  with  the  public  care ! 

’Tis  the  word  wound  the  heart  of  man  can  feel 
Thus  to  be  wounded  by  an  afs’s  heel : 

With  generous  fatire  give  me  all  my  due. 

Nay  give  me  more — and  call  me  feoundrel  too — 

Make  me  as  black  as  night’s  remoteft  gloom. 

But  dill  to  genius  let  me  owe  my  doom ; 

By  Jove’s  red  li^htenings  ’tis  no  lhame  to  bleed. 

But  by  a  grovelling  fwine — is  death  indeed  I 
Now,  by  the  laurels  of  your  loiify  crew, 

I  felt  no  fname  ’till  I  engag’d  with  you  : 

But  fuch  an  odour  fcented  from  your  fong 
I  fropt  my  nofe,  and  quickly  pafs’d  along, 

Biulh’d  for  the  wretch  that  could  fuch  fdth  difplay. 

His  maw  difgorging  in  the  public  way. 

Arm’d  as  J  dand,  unufual  tumults  rife, 

A'^.d  ail  my  foul  comes  fwelling  through  my  eyes, 

I’o  think,  that  in  the  fkirmifli  of  a  day 
Tills  bard  mud  periih  and  his  fame  decay  : 

So  quick  retire  to  black  ob'ivion’s  clime. 

Turn  d,  chac’d,  and  routed  by  the  power  of  rhyme  1 
1  Wifh’d  hirr  dill  unhandled  and  unhurt, 

I  wifli’d  no  evils  tO:  this  man  of  dirt ; 

I  thoue'tt  to  leave  him.  fwehering  in  bis  den, 

N  ot  wi  ii  fuch  rotten  trafh  to  dain  my  pen  : 

B  t  Ills  b.ife  labours  wrought  his  utter  woe. 

And  his  own  eiforts,  now,  fliall  lay  him  low  : 

Bclore  his  eyes  the  fexton’s  fpade  appears. 

And  bells  unceahnc{  iino-le  in  his  ears; 

Already  is  his  ipan  of  being  iied, 

Senfe,  wit,  and  rcaf  n,  ail,  proclaim  him  DEAD  ; 

In  nis  own  lines  he  toll’d  his  funeral  knell, 

A.ad  w’her  he  could  not  fiiig— he  dunk  FAREWELL ! 
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407 

T  o 

MI  SFORTUNE. 


J)lRE  Goddefs  of  the  haggard  brow. 

Misfortune  !  at  that  fhrine  1  bow 
Where  forms  uncouth  pourtray  thee  llill, 

A  leaky  fhip,  a  dodor’s  bill  : 

A  poem  damnM,  a  beggar’s  prayer, 

The  critic’s  growl,  the  pedant’s  fneer. 

The  urgent  dun,  the  law  fevere,  ' 

A  fmoky  houfe,  rejeded  love. 

And  friends  that  all  but  friendly  prove. 

Foe  to  the  pride  of  fcheming  man 
Whofe  frown  controuls  the  wiftft  plan. 

To  your  decree  we  ftill  fubmit 
Our  views  of  gain,  our  works  of  wit. 

Untaught  by  you  the  feeble  mind 
A  dull  repofe,  indeed,  might  find  : 

But  life,  unvext  by  fach  controul. 

Can  breed  no  vigour  in  the  foul. 

The  calm  that  fmooths  the  fummer  Teas 
May  fuit  the  man  of  doth  and  eafe : 

But  Ikies  that  fret  and  dorms  that  rave 
Are  the  bed  fchools  to  make  us  brave. 

On  Heckla's  heights  who  hopes  to  fee 
The  blooming  grove,  the  orange  tree 
Awhile  on  hope  may  fondly  lean 
’Till  fad  experience  blots  thfe  fcene. 

If  Nature  ads  on  Reafon’s  plan. 

And  Reafon  be  the  guide  of  man ; 

Why  fliould  he  paint  line  profpeds  there. 

Then  figh,  to  find  them  difappear  ? 

For  ruin’d  dates  or  trade  perplext 
’Tis  almod  folly  to  be  vext: 

The  world  at  lad  will  have  its  way  * 

And  we  its  torrent  mud  obey. 

On  other  diores  a  happier  gued 

The  mind  mud  fix  her  heaven  of  red,  - 

Where  better  men  and  better  climes 
Shall  foothe  the  cares  of  future  times.. 
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SHADRACH  aild  POMPOSO: 

A  TALE., 

country  houfe  Pompofo  fat. 

Volumes  on  volumes  round  him  piPd^ 

Stephen  Bo-etius,  and  the  lord  knows  what, 
(Enough  to  make  a  man  look  wild) 

A  wight  approach’d  his  door  with  ink  and  pen^ 

One  of  your  fly  dcligning  men 

Titles,  to  whom,  and  wealth  are  every  thing, 

Subjed  of  all  their  dreams,  of  every  deed  the  (prilig. 

Pompofo  look’d,  with  infolent  difdain. 

With  puff’d-up  face  and  tranfatlantic  grin. 

And  wondered  what  the  ftranger-man  could  mean. 
Whether  he  thought  fome  tnventy -pence  to  win. 

Or,  like  fame  fool,  he  only  tame  to  flare ; 

(For  well  he  knew  that  none  but  fools  cartle  thtre. 

That  fondly  hop’d  by  fneaking  arts  to  rife, 

Punces  of  every  rank,  puppies  of  every  flze.) 

What  want  you,  friend?  (Pompofo  loudly  cry’d) 
What  is  your  errand?  tell  me  whence  you  fprung”-^ 
Are  you  well-born  ?~-— if  fo  come  to  my  fide. 

If  not — keep  off,  thou  Ample  man  of  dung  1 
No  'vulgar  creatures  (hall  my  door  difgrace,  ^ 

I’ll  have  you  know  I  am  ofSaENKiN’s  race! 

The  man,  rebufT d,  flept  back  a  yard,  or  fo. 

And  gave  the  porter  fomeihiiig  neatly  penn’d  , 

Then,  foftly,  bade  him  to  Pompofo  go, 

Prefent  the  book,  and  fay,  he  <was  his  fr  end, 
ji  man  tK>at  niuch  had  'writ,  e^nd  ?nuchj^ad  readf 
And  had  fame  noble  notions  in  his  head. 

Now,  reader,  not  to  keep  you  in  the  dark, 

Th  is  book  was  written  in  PompcjVs  praife 
Lauding  him  high  beyond  the  common  mark, 

By  fir  the  greateft  man”  of  modern  days; 

One  who  had  penn’d  a  hundred  books 
[Sold  long  ago  to  paftry-cooks ;] 

Had  writven,  too,  a  Defence, 

Contriv’d  at  Mcckia'vel' s  cxpence. 

In  which,  fo  much  on  Balances  was  faid. 

That  Freedom’s  self,  we  thought,  was  to  be  weigh’d. 
And  fo  d — to  blefs  the  cqurtiSr’s  trade! — 

In  fliort,  the  flattery  was  laid  on  fo  thick 
It  would  h^ve  made  even  Indian  Il^rry  fick.r--  ' 
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Gillum! — (faid  he)  this  that  writes  |0  well! 

**  That  fo  fublimely  praifes  our  Defence  I  !  ! 

Some  lundfome  things  have  from  his  goofc-quill  fell* 

**  He  is,  no  doubt,  a  f  liow  of  good  fenfe; 

Reward,  from  us,  fuch  real  merits  claim— 

Go,  porter,  go,  and  quickly  bring  his  name ; 

We^il  give  him  fomething,  if  he’ll  venture  near; 

A  quarter  dollar-^ox  a  quart  of  hetr  !” 

Nay" — fays  the  wight— (approaching  with  a  fmile) 

Your  honour’s  Have  expeds  fome  better  booii ; 

Something  at  lealt  that  may  appear  in  Hylc, 

Something  to  put  my  fqueaking  pipes  in  tunc : 

Such  panegyric  claims  a  nobler  fate  ; 

Come,  let  me  wriggle  into  fomething  great.” — 

Have  you  a  Printing-prefs  ?” — (Pompofo  cry’^ 

/  hu've  not  no<iL' — the  gaping  wight  rcply’d— 
fiut  if  you*  ll  promife  ^'ork,  1  can  nijiih  eafe. 

Provide  a  prefs,  and  play  njubat  tune  you  phafe* 

Here  I  Gillum — take  this  key” — (Pompofo  faid— ) 

You’ll  find,  among  my  manuferipts  are  laid 
Ten  volumes  of  enchanting  ftulf. 

Comments  on  Davi — La  1  fure  that’s  enough  ! _ 

Take  thefe — and  when  you’ve  worried  through  the  ta/k. 

Ten  more  are  at  your  fervice — if  you  afk!” 


N  Z 

Occafioned  by  Lord  Bellamont’s,  Lady  Hay’s,  and  other 
Skeletons,  being  dug  up  in  Fort  George  (N.  Y.)  1790., 


T. 


_  O  fleep  in  peace  when  life  is  fled 
Where  lhall  our  mouldering  bones  be  laid- 
What  care  can  fliun— (I  afk  with  tears) 
The  Ihovels  of  fucceeding  years ! 

3oine  have  maintain’d,  when  life  is  gone 
This  frame  no  longer  is  our  own  i 
Hence  dodors  to  our  tombs  repair 
And  feiae  death’s  numbering  vidims  there^ 

Alas!  what  griefs  mufl  man  endure  ! 

Not  even  in  forts  he  reds  fecure 
T'imc  dims  the  fpiendours  of  a  crown, 

And  brings  tfie  lofticfl  rampart  down, 
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The'  breath,  once  gone,  no  art  recalls ! 

Away  we  hafte  to  vaulted  walls ; 

Some  future  whim  inverts  the  plain. 

And  liars  behold  our  bones  again. 

Thofe  teeth,  dear  girls— fo  much  your  care — 
(With  which  no  ivory  can  compare) 

Like  thefe  (that  once  were  lady  Hay^s) 

May  ferve  the  belles  of  future  days. 

Then  take  advice  from  yonder  fcull ; 

And,  when  the  flames  of  life  grow  dull. 

Leave  not  a  tooth  in  either  jaw. 

Since  dentifls  Heal — and  fear  no  law. 

He,  that  would  court  a  found  repofe. 

To  barren  hills  and  defer' s  eoes : 

Where  bufy  hands  admit  no  fun. 

Where  he  may  doze,  ^till  all  is  done. 

Yet  there,  even  there  tho’  flyly  laid, 

^Tis  folly  to  defy  the  fpade; 

Poflerity  invades  the  hill. 

And  plants  our  relics  where  fhe  will. 

Eut  01  forbear  the  rifing  figh ! 

All  care  is  paft  with  them  that  die  : 

Jove  gave,  when  they  to  fate  refign’d. 

An  opiate  of  the  ftrongeft  kind  : 

Death  is  a  fleep,  that  has  no  dreams : 

In  which  all  time  a  moment  feems — 

And  Ikeletons  perceive  no  pain 
’Till  Nature  bids  them  wake  aoain. 

O 


L  I  N  E  S 


Occafoned  by  a  Law  pafled  by  the  Corporation  of  New-York 
in  ]  790,  for  cutting  down  the  trees  in  the  flreets  of  that  city, 
previous  to  June  10,  1791. 

The  landlord’s  soliloqj.ty. 

A  MAN  that  own’d  fome  trees  in  town, 

(And  much  averfe  to  cut  them  down) 

Finding  the  Lanju  was  full  and  plain  , 

No  trees  fhould  in  the  flreets  remain. 

One  evening  feated  at  his  door. 

Thus  gravely  talk’d  the  matter  o’er: 


POEMS  ON  SEVER AI,  OCCASIONS- 


The  fatal  day,  dear  trees,  draws  nigh, 
When  you  muft,  like  your  betters,  die, 

Muft  diel — and  every  leaf  lhall  fade 
That  many  a  feafon  lent  its  fliade. 

To  drive  from  hence  the  fummer^s  heat. 

And  make  my  porch  a  favourite  feat. 

Thrice  happy  age,  when  all  was  new 
And  trees  untouch’d,  unenvied  grew. 

When  yet  regardiefs  of  the  axe. 

They  fear’d  no  law,  and  paid  no  tax! 

The  fhepherd  then  at  eafe  was  laid. 

Or  walk’d  beneath  their  cooling  lhade  ; 
From  flender  twigs  a  garland  wove. 

Or  trac’d  his  god  within  the  grove ; 

Alas !  thofe  times  are  now  foro-ot. 

An  iron  age  is  all  our  lot :  ^ 

Alen  are  not  now  what  once  they  were. 

To  hoard  up  gold  is  all  their  care  : 

The  bufy  tribe  old  Plutus  calls 
To  pebbled  ftreets  and  painted  walls; 

Trees  now  to  grow,  is  held  a  crime. 

And  THESE  mud  perifli  in  their  prime  ! 

The  trees  that  once  our  fathers  rear’d. 
And  pven  the  plundering  Briton  fpar’d. 
When  Ihivering  here  full  oft  he  flood. 

Or  kept  his  bed  for  want  of  wood — 

Thefe  trees,  whofe  gently  bending  bouo-hs 
Have  witnefs’d  many  a  lover’s  vows,  ^ 
When  half  afraid,  and  half  in  jed. 

With  Nature  bufy  in  his  bread. 

With  many  a  dgh,  bedow’d  in  vain. 

Beneath  thefe  boughs  he  told  his  pain. 

Or  coaxing  here  his  nymph  by  nio-ht 
Forfook  the  parlour  and  the  lighC 
In  talking  love,  his  greated  blifs 
To  fqueeze  her  hand  or  deal  a  kifs— 

Thefe  trees  tliat  thus  have  lent  their  diade 
^  happy  couple  made, 

Thefe  old  companions,  thus  endear’d, 
who  never  tattled  what  they  heard. 

Mud  thefe,  indeed,  be  kill’d  fo  foon— 

Be  murder’d  by  the  tenth  of  June  ! 

But  if  my  harmlefs  trees  mud  fall, 

A  fortune  that  awaits  us  all, 

(All,  all  mud  yield  to  Nature’s  drokc. 

And  now  a  man,  and  now  an  oak) 

Are  those  ,hat  round  the  churches  o-rov,- 
•In  this  decree  indpjded  too#  '  ' 
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Muft  thefe,  like  common  trees,  be  bled  I 
Is  it  a  crime  to  lhade  the  dead  f 
Review  ti.e  la^,  1  pray,  at  Icaft, 

And  have  fi^me  mercy  on  the  prieft 
Who  every  Sunday  fweats  in  black 
To  make  us  llecr  the  fkyward  track : 

The  church  hat  loft  enough,  God  knows. 

Plunder’d  alike  by  friends  and  foes — 

I  hate  fuch  mean  attempts  as  thefe— 

Come — let  the  parfon  keep  his  trees! 

Yet  things,  perhaps,  are  not  fo  bad— 

Perhaps,  a  re/pite  may  be  had  ; 

The  vileft  rogues  that  cut  our  throats. 

Or  knaves  that  counterfeit  our  notes. 

When,  by  the  judge  their  fcntcnce  pafs’d. 

The  gallows  proves  their  doom  at  laft. 

Villains  and  pefts  of  every  kind. 

For  weeks  and  months  a  re/pite  find 

And  ftiall  fuch  nuifances  as  they 

Who  make  all  honeft  men  their  prey— 

Shall  they  for  months  avoid  their  doom. 

And  you,  my  trees.  In  ail  your  bloom. 

Who  never  injur’d  fmall  or  great 
Be  murder’d  at  fo  ihort  a  date  1 

Ye  men  of  law,  the  occafion  feizc 
And  name  a  counfel  for  the  trees — 

Arreft  of  judgment,  firs,  I  pray; 

Excufe  them  till  fome  future  day: 

Thefe  trees  that  fuch  a  nuifance  arc 
Next  New-Year.  we  can  better  fparc. 

To  warm  our  fhins,  or  boil  the  pot — • 

The  LAW,  by  will  be  forgot.” 


ON  THE 


DEMOLITION  of  FORT  GEORGE, 

In  New-York — (1790-) 

giants  ©nee,  in  hopes  to  rife, 

Heap’d  up  their  mountains  to  the  Ikies ; 

With  Pelion  pil’d  on  QiTa,  ftrove 
To  reach  the  immortal  throne  of  Jove  ; 

So  here  the  hands  of  ancient  days 
Their  fortrefs  from  the  earth  did  raife^ 
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On  whofe  proud  heights,  proud  men  to  pleitfe, 

They  mounted  guns  and  planted  trees. 

Thofe  trees  to  lofty  feature  grown— 

All  is  not  right! — they  mull  come  do\vn. 

Nor  longer  waile  their  wonted  lhade 
Where  C  olden  llept,  or  Try  on  ilray’d. 

Let  him  be  flid  tha;^  plac’d  them  there,— 

We  fliall  a  youthful  race  prepare; 

Another  grove  Ijialj  bioom;  we  trull. 

When  this  lies  prollrate  the  dull. 

Where  Dutchmen  once,  in  ages  pall. 

Huge  walls  and  ramparts  round  them  call. 

New  fabrics  rais’d,  on  new  delign, 

G^yjlreets  and  palaces  Ihall  Ihine. 

foreign  kings  no  more  a  Have 
^ilgrace  to  Freedom’s  palTing  wave) 

No  hags  we  rear,  we  feign  no  mirth, 

Nor  prize  the  day  that  gave  them  birth. 

While  time  degrades  Palmyra  low, 

Augulla  lifts  her  lofty  brow—— 

While  Europe  fills  to  wars  a  prey. 

Her  monarchs  hertt  can  boah  no  fway 

Another  GEORGE  lhall  here  rehde, ! 

While  Hud/on's  bold,  unfetter’d  tide  - 
Well  pleas’d  to  fee  this  chief  fo  nigh, 
l^ith  livelier  alpeil  palies  by. 

Along  his  margin,  frcfti  and  clean. 

Ere  long  lhall  belles  and  beaus  be  feen 
Through  moon-light  fludos.  delighted,’  ftray 
To  view  the  lilands  and  the  bay.  ^ 

Of  evening  dews  no  more  afraid, 

Rechning  in  fome  fivorite  (hade, 

ohall  figh  to  quit  the  wellern  breeze. 

To  barren  hills  far  fouthward  Ihov’d, 

Thefe  noify  gun*  lhall  be  remov’d. 

No  longer  here  a  vain  expenfe. 

Where  time  has  prov’d  them  no  defence.— 

wlTf  '  to  crown 

With  fuch  fair  feenes  this  honor’d  town  ~ 

Freedom  lhall  find  her  charter  clear. 
her  fiat  <f  Cmmrc4  here. 
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N  A  N  N  Y, 

_  The  Phii,ad5LPHia  House-keeper,  to  NABBy,  ■ 

her  friend  in  New^York. 

Six  weeks  my  dear  midrefs  has  been  in  a  fret 
.And  nothing*  but  Congress  will  do  for  her  yet ; 

She  fays  they  mail  come,  or  her  fenfes  fhe’ll  lofe. 

From  morning  till  night  fhe  is  reading  the  news, 
loves  the  dear  fellows  that  vote  for  ouf  to^vjn 
(Since  no  one  can  relifh  New -York  but  a  clown. 

Where  your  beef  is  as  lean,  as  if  fatten’d  on  chaff. 

And  folks  are  too  haughty  to  worlhip— a  calf) 

She  tells  us  as  how  Ihe  has  read  in  her  books 
That  God  gives  them  meat,  but  the  devil  fends  cooks; 

And  Grumbleton  told  us  (who  often  Ihoots  flying*) 

That  fifli  you  have  plenty — but  fpoil  them  in  frying; 

That  your  ftreets  are  as  crooked,  as  crooked  can  be. 

Right  forward  three  perches  he  never  could  fee 
But  his  view  was  cut  fhort  with  a  houfe  or  a  fliop. 

That  flood  in  his  way — and  oblig’d  him  to  flop. 

Thofe  Speakers  that  wifh  for  New- York  to  decide,—— 

^Tis  a  pity  that  talents  are  fo  mifapplied ! 

My  miflrefs  declares  ihe  is  vext  to  the  heart 
That  genius  fhould  take  fuch  a  pitiful  part : 

For  the  quejflon,  indeed,  fhe  is  daily  diflreft. 

And  Gerry,  I  think,  fhe  will  ever  deleft,  < 

Who  did  all  he  could,  with  his  tongue  and  his  pen 
To  keep  the  dear  Congrefs  fhut  up  in  your  den. 

She  infifls,  the  expence  of  removing  is  fmall. 

And  that  t^o  or  three  thoufands  will  anfwer  it  ail. 

If  that  is  too  much,  and  we’re  fo  very  poor — 

The  pallage  by  water  is  cheaper,  be  fure; 

If  people  object  the  expence  of  a  team, 

Here’s  Fitch  with  his  wherry,  will  bring  them  hy  fie  am ; 

And,  Nabby  ! — if  once  he  fhould  take  them  on  board. 

The  HONOUR  will  be  a  fufllcient  reward. 

But,  as  to  myfelf,  I  vow  and  declare 
I  wifh  it  would  fuit  them  to  flay  where  they  are  ; 

I  plainly  forefee,  that  if  once  they  remove 
Throughout  the  long  day  we  fhall  drive,  and  be  drove. 

My  madam’s  red  rag  will  ring  like  a  bell. 

And  the  hall  and  the  parlour  wdll  never  look  well ; 

Such  feowering  will  be  as  has  never  been  feen. 

We  fhall  always  be  cleaning,  and  never  be  clean. 

And  threats  in  abundance  will  work  on  my  fears 
Of  blows  on  the  back  and  of  culFs  on  the  ears — 

*  Occafioned  by  the  intended  removal  of  the  Supreme  Legi.dature -of  the  United 
States  from  New-Yorh  to  PhiLidelphia-— a  meafure  much  agitated  at  the  tune 
the  above  wabwrhten—iy^o. 
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Two  tribes,  at  prefent,  dlfcourage  her  paw. 

The  fear  of  the  Lord,  and  the  fear  of  the  law — 
But  if  Congrefi^xtWQ,  fli.e  will  have  fiich  a  fway 

That  gofpel  and  law  will  be  both  done  away  ; _ 

For  the  fake  of  a  place  I  mull  bear  all  her  din. 
And  if  ever  fo  angry,  do  nothing  but  grin  ; 

So  CorjgreJsy  1  hope  in  your  to^'n,<ivill  remain 
Nanny  will  thank  them  agahi  and  again. 


N 


A  B 


B 


Y, 


The  New- York  Hoiife  Keeper,  to  NANNY, 
her  friend  in  Philadelphia. 

•  Nanny,  I  am  forry  to  find,  fince  you  writ  u 

1  he  Longrefs  at  lall  has  determin’d  to  quit  us  ; 

You  now  may  begin  with  your  bruHies  and  brooms 
Xo  be  .cowering  your  knockers  and  ferubbing  vour  roon 
As  for  us,  my  dear  Nanny,  we’re  much  in  a  pet. 

And  hundreds  of  houfes  will  be  to  be  let; 

Our  ftreets,  that  were  juft  in  a  way  to  look  clever. 

Will  now  be  negleded  and  nafty  as  ever  ; 

Again  we  muft  fret  at  the  Dutchify’d  gutters 
And  pebble-ftone  pavements,'  that  wear  out  our  trotters  - 
My  maker  looks  dull,  and  his  fplrits  are  iinkine 
From  morning  till  night  he  is  fmoking  and  thinkina. 
Laments  the  expence  of  deftroying  the  fort,  * 

And  fays,  your  great  people  are  all  of  a  fort _ _ 

He  hopes  and  he  prays  they  may  die  in  a  kali 

A  j  leave  us  in  debt— for  Federal  hall _ 

And  bTRAP  has  declar’d,  he  has  fuch  regards. 

beards. 

Mifs  Letty,  poor  lady,  is  fo  in  the  pouts, 
ohe  values  no  longer  our  dances  and  routes. 

And  fits  in  a  corner,  dejefted  and  pale 

As  dull  as  a  cat,  and  as  lean  as  a  rail ! _ _ 

Poor  thing,  I  am  certain  fte’s  in  a  decay. 

And  all— becaufe  Congrefs  Re/olvs—not  to  flay  !— 

Tins  Congre/s  unjettled  is,  fine,  a  fad  thing,  ^ 

Seven  years,  my  dear  Nanny,  they’ve  bein  on  tke  wing; 
y  mafter  would  rather  faw  timber,  or  dig, 

wf "  to  Conegocheague. 

__  ere  the  houles  and  kitchens  are  yet  to  be  fram’d 
The  trees  to  be  fell’d,  and  the  ftreeu  to  be  nam’d ; 

Imre  7  ^^ad  '■ather  your  town  faould  receive 
So  here,  my  dear  Narmt.  in  hafte  I  rnuft  leave  ’em. 

The  bf  f  as  Frn  a  finner. 

he  beefishalr  raw— and  {he  bdl  rings  for  dinner  ! 


e.i! 
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'  O  N  A 

L  E  G  I  S  L  A  T  I  V  E  A  C  T, 

Prohibiting  the  ufe  of  Spirituous  Liquors  to  PitisoKZM' 
in  certain  jails  of  the  United  States.—^ 

(xlVE  to  the  wretched,  drink  that^s  llronff, 

($aid  David's  Son)  but  we,  more  wife. 

With  Cytier,  from  tke  hogftiead,  rough, 

Molajfes-Beeft  and  fuch  dull  duff. 

The  mifcrics  of  the  imprifon’d  hoft  prolong. 

Shut  up  in  jail  from  day  to  day 
(Methinks  I  hear  a  Debtor  fay) 

Vidims  to  public  rage  and  private  fpite. 

All  that  we  had  to  keep  our  fpirits  up 

Was  glowing  wine  that  filPd  the  cheering  cup, 

*'  This  banilh'd  care,  and  check’d  the  rifing  figh 

Chac’d  grief  from  every  heart,  gave  joy  to  cve/y  eye. 

And  will  ye  not  this  only  comfort  leave. 

Ye  men  that  frame  the  public  laws  ?— 

Parted  from  children,  friends,  and  wives. 

How  heavily  the  moments  roll ; 

What  comfort  have  we  of  our  lives 
If  you  deny  this  cordial  of  the  foul  I 
'Tis  this  that  kills  the  tedious  hour. 

Puts  mifery  out  of  fortune’s  power, 

Tis  this  that  to  the  dial’s  hand  lends  wings^ 

Gives  to  the  beggar  all  the  pride  of  kingf , 

Sheds  joy  throughout  our  gloomy  cage 
And  bids  us  fcorn  the  little  tyrant’s  rage. 

They  that  are  unconfin'd  drink  what  they  will^ 

**  Who  gave  the  right  to  limit  men  in  jail  ? 

Bccaufe  misfortune  fent  us  here 
**  Muft  w^e  for  that  be  drench’d  with  tabic  beer,” 

**  Or,  in  its  ftead,  with  Adam’s  ale  — *• 

**  Relent— relent  !  contrive  fome  other  plan  ; 

Wine  is  the  deareft,  clioke  l:  friend  or 
They  that  are  vut  of  jail,  of  all  degreesf 
‘‘  Can  fpend  their  leifure  as  they  pleafe. 

We,  that  are  /k,  mufl:  pafs  it  as  wc  can.** 
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On  th£  death  of  Doctor 

BENJAMIN  franklin. 

^T'HUS,  feme  tall  tree  that  long  hath  flood 
The  glory  of  its  native  wood* 

By  florms  deflroy’d,  orjength  of  years, 

Demands  the  tribute  of  our  tears. 

The  pile,  that  took  long  time  to  raife, 

'I'o  dull  returns  by  flow  decays : 

But,  when  its  deflin’d  years  are  o’er. 

We  mull  regret  the  lofs  the  more. 

So  long  accullom’d  to  your  aid, 

'The  world  laments  your  exit  made; 

So  long  befriended  by  your  art, 

Pnilofopher,  ’tis  hard  to  part  1 — 

When  monarchs  tumble  to  the  ground 
SuccelTors  eafi  y  are  found  : 

But,  matchlefs  Franklin!  what  a  few 
Can  hooe  to  rival  fuch  as  you. 

Who  feiz’d  from  kings  their  feeptred  pride. 

And  turn’d  the  lightning’s  darts  afide!* 

*  EriPu'u  cceh  ful  nen^  regibus  fee^trum  ! 

^  -  -  T  L 

From  Dr.  Franklin  (deceafed)  to  his  poetical  Panegyrics. 

J)eAR  Poets,  why  fo  full  of  pain. 

Why  fo  much  grief  for  Dodlor  Ben  i 
Love  for  your  tribe  I  never  had. 

Nor  wrote  three  ftanzas,  good  or  bad. 

At  funerals,  fometimes,  grief  appears. 

Where  legacies  have  purchas’d  tears ; 

’Tis  nonfenfe  to  be  fajd  for  nought. 

From  me  you  never  gain’d  a  groat. 

To  better  trades  I  turn’d  m.y  yiews. 

And  never  meddled with  the  mufe; 

Great  things  I  did  for  riling  States, 

And  kept  the  lightning  from  fonie  pates; 

This  grand  difeovery,  you  adore  it. 

But  ne’er  will  be  the  better  for  it ; . 

C  c 
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You  flill  are  fubjedl  to  thofe  fires. 

For  poets’  houfes  have  no  fpires. 

Phiioiophers  are  fam’d  for  pride ; 

Bat.  pray,  be  moded — when  I  died 
No  nghs  aifturb’d  old  ocean’s  bed*' 

No  Nature  wept”  for  Franklin  deadt 

That  day,  on  which  I  left  the  coaft, 

A. beggar-man  was  alfo  loH; 

If  “  Nature  wept,”  you  mud  agree 
She  wept  for  him — as  well  as  me. 

There’s  reafon  even  in  telling  lies— 

In  fuch  profufio'i  of  her  ‘^fighs” 

She  was  too  fparing  of  a  tear— 

In  Carolina,  all  was  clear : 

And,  if  there  fell  fome  fnow  and  fleet,  ) 

Why  mud  it  be  my  winding  Iheet? 

Snows  long  have  cloath’d  the  wintry  plain. 

Have  melted,  and  will  melt  again. 

Poets,  I  pray  you,  go  to  fchool — 

Dame  Nature  is  not  quite  a  fool ; 

When  to  the  dud  great  men  fhe  brings. 

Make  her  do — some  uncommon  things.*' 

THE 

BERGEN  PLANTER 

A  TTACH’D  to  lands  that  ne’er  deceiv’d  his  hopes. 
This  rudic  fees  the  feafons  come  and  go. 

His  autumn’s  toils  return’d  in  fummer’s  crops. 

While  limpid  dreams,  to  cool  his  herbage,  flow; 

And,  if  fome  cares  intrude  upon  his  mind. 

They  are  fuch  cares  as  heaven  for  man  defign’d. 

He  to  no  pompous  dome  comes,  cap  in  hand. 

Where  new-made  ’fquires  adedl  the  courtly  fmile  : 

Nor  where  Poinpofo,  ’midd  his  foreign  band 
Extols  the  fway  of  kings,  in  fwelling  dyle. 

With  tongue  that  babbled  when  it  fhould  have  hufh’d, 

A  head  that  never  thought— a  face  that  never  blulh’d. 

He  on  no  party  hangs  his  hopes  or  fears. 

Nor  feeks  the  vote  that  bafenefs  mud  procure ; 

No  dall-fed  Mammon^  for  his  gold,  reveres. 

No  fplendid  offers  from  his  cheds  allure. 
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While  (howers  defcend,  and  funs  their  beams  difplay> 
The  fame,  to  him,  if  Congrefs  go  or  ftay. 

He  at  no  levees  watches  for  a  glance, 

(Slave  to  difgufting,  diftant  forms  and  modes) 

Heeds  not  the  herd  at  Bufo’s  midnight  dance, 
Dullman’s  mean  rhymes,  or  Shylock’s  birth-day  odes : 
Follies,  like  thefe,  he  deems  beneath  his  care. 

And  TITLES  leaves  for  fimpletons  to  wear. 

Where  wandering  brooks  from  mountain  fources  roll. 
He  feeks  at  noon  the  waters  of  the  lhade. 

Drinks  deep,  and  fears  no  poifon  in  the  bowl 
That  Nature  for  her  happieft  children  made : 

And  from  whofe  clear  and  gently-paffing  wave 
All  drink  alike — the  mailer  and  the  Have. 

The  fcheming  llatefman  Ihuns  his  homely  door. 

Who,  on  the  miferies  of  his  country  fed. 

Ne’er  glanc’d  his  eye  from  that  bafe  pilfer’d  ftore 
To  view  the  fword,  fufpended  by  a  thread — 

Nor  that  hand-writing,”  grav’d  upon  the  wall. 

That  tells  him — but  in  vain — the  fword  mull  fall.’^ 

He  ne’er  was  made  a  holiday  machine. 

Wheel’d  here  and  there  by  ’fquires  in  livery  clad. 

Nor  dreads  the  fons  of  legiflation  keen. 

Hard-hearted  laws,  and  penalties  moll  fad — 

In  humble  hope  his  little  fields  were  fown. 


A  trifle,  in  your  eye — but  all  his  own. 


ON  THE 


DEPARTU  RE 

OF  T  H  t 

GRAND  SANHEDRIM. 

From  Hudson’s  banks,  in  proud  array^ 

(Too  mean  to  claim  a  longer  flay  ) 

Their  new  ideas  to  improve. 

Behold  the  great  Sanhedrim  move!  ‘ 

Such  thanklefs  condu^l  much  we  feer’d 
When  Timon’s  coach  flood  ready  gecr’d^j 
And  He  —  the  foremofl  on  the  floor. 

Sat,  pointing  to  the  Delaware  fhorc. 
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So  long  confin’d  to  little  things. 

They  now  fhall  go  wh^e  Bavins  Tings,  • 

Where  bporus  builds  his  fplendid  pile. 

And  Bufo’s  tawdry  Seafons  fmilc. 

New  chaplains,  now,  lhall  ope  their  jaws. 

New  falaries  greafe  unworthy  paws : 

Sonc  reverend  man,  that  turtle  carves. 

Shall  fatten,  while  the  foldier  llarves. 

The  Yorker  afles—  but  afks  in  vain _ 

What  demon  bids  them  ’move  again  ? 

Whoever  ’moves  mull:  TufFer  lofs, 

^ "  And  rolling  Hones  colled  no  mofs. 

Have  we  not  paid  for  chaplains’  pray  era 
That  heaven  might  {mile  on  Hate-affairs  — 

Put  Tome  things  up,  pull’d  others  down. 

And  rais’d  onr  Hreets  through  half  the  town  ? 

Have  wc  not,  to  our  utmoH,  Hrove 
That  Congrefs  might  not  hence  remove  •— 

At  dull  debates  no  Hlcnce  broke. 

And  walk’d  on  tip-toe  while  they  Tpoke  ? 

Have  we  not  toil’d  through  cold  and  heat 
To  make  the  Federal  Pile  complete  — 

Thrown  down  our  Fort,  to  give  them  air. 

And  fent  our  guns,  the  lord  knows  where  ^ 

Times  change  !  but  Memory  Hill  recalls 
The  DAY,  when  ruffians  fcal’d  their  walls  — 
Sovereigns  befieg’d  by  fighting  men. 

Mere  prifoners  in  the  town  of  Penn  ? 

Can  they  forget  when,  half  afraid. 

The  timorous  Council  lent  no  aid; 

But  left  them  to  the  rogues  that  rob. 

The  tender  mercies  of  the  mob  »* 

Oh!  if  they  can,  their  lot  is  caH; 

**  One  hundred  miles  will  foon  be  pafs’d  — 

THIS  DAY  tliQ.FEDERAL  Dome  is  clear’d,. 

To  Paulus’-Hook  the  barge  is  Heer’d 
Where  Fimon’s  coach  Hands  ready  geer’d  I” 

[1790-] 
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T  H  E 

COUNT  R  Y  PRINTER. 

I. 

[Description  of  his  Village,] 

JBeSIDE  a  ftream,  that  never  yet  ran  dry. 

There  (lands  a  Town,  not  high  advanced  in  fame ^ 

Tho’  few  its  buildings  raised  to  pleafe  the  cyi. 

Still  this  proud  title  it  may  fairly  claim ; 

A  Tavern  (its  fird  requifite)  is  there, 

A  mil! y  a  hlack-Jhitb* s  Jhopy  a  place  of  prajcfo 

Nay,  more — a  little  market-houfe  is  feen 
And  iron  hooks,  where  beef  was  never  hung. 

Nor  pork,  nor  bacon,  poultry  fat  or  lean. 

Pig’s  head,  or  faufage  link,  or  bu  lock’s  tongue ; 

Look  when  you  will,  you  fee  the  vacant  bench 
No  butcher  feated  there,  no  country  wench. 

Great  aims  were  his,  who  fird  contriv’d  this  town ; 

A  market  he  would  have — but,  humbled  now. 

Sighing,  we  fee  its  fabric  mouldering  down. 

That  only  ferves,  at  night,  to  pen  the  cow: 

And  hence,  by  way  of  jed,  it  may  be  faid 
That  beef  is  there,  tho’  never  beef  that’s  dead, 

Abread  the  inn— a  tree  before  the  door, 

A  Printing-Office  liftjs  its  humble  head 
Where  bufy  Type  old  journals  doth  explore 
For  news  that  is  thro’  all  the  village  read ; 

V/ho,  year  from  year,  (fo  cruel  is  his  lot) 

Is  author,  preffman,  devil — and  what  not  f 

Fame  fays  he  is  an  odd  and  curious  wight. 

Fond  to  didra6lion  of  this  native  place  ; 

In  fenfe,  not  very  dull  nor  very  bright. 

Yet  (hews  feme  marks  of  humour  in  his  face. 

One  who  can  pen  an  anecdote,  complete. 

Or  plague  the  parfon  with  the  mackled  (hcet. 

Three  times  a  week,  by  nimble  geldings  drawn 
A  dage  ari-ives;  but  fcarcely  deigns  to  dop, 

Unlefs  the  driver,  far  in  liquor  gone. 

Has  made  fomc  bufinefs  for  the  biack-fmith-lhop  ; 

Then  comes  this  printer’s  harved-time  of  news. 

Welcome  alike  from  Chridians,  I’urks,  or  Jews* 
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Each  paflenger  he  eyes  with  curious  glance. 

And,  if  his  phiz  be  mark’d  of  courteous  kind, 

'To  converfation,  ftraigbt,  he  makes  advance. 
Hoping,  from  thence,  fome  paragraph  to  find. 

Some  odd  adventure,  fomething  new  and  rare* 

To  fet  the  town  a-gape,  and  make  it  flare. 

IL 

ALL  is  not  ^ruth  (’tis  faid)  that  travellers  tell— 
So  much  the  better  for  this  man  of  news 
For  hence  the  country  round,  that  know  him  well. 
Will,  if  he  prints  fome  lies,  his  lies  excufe. 
Earthquakes,  and  battles,  Ihipwrecks,  myriads  flain- 
If  falfe  or  true — alike  to  him  are  2:ain, 

But  if  this  motley  tribe  fay  nothing  new. 

Then  many  a  lazy,  longing  look  is  caft 
To  watch  the  weary  poil-boy  travelling  through. 
On  horfe’s  rump  his  budget  buckled  faS  ; 

With  letters,  fafe  in  leathern  prifon  pent. 

And,  wet  from  prefs*  full  many  a  packet  fent. 

Not  Argus  with  his  fifty  pair  of  eyei 
Look’d  (harper  for  his  prey  than  honef!  Type 
Explores  each  package,  of  alluring  fize. 

Prepar’d  to  feize  them  with  a  nimble  gripe. 

Did  not  the  poll-boy  watch  his  goods,  and  fvvear 
I'hat  village  Type  fhall  only  have  his  fhare. 

Afk  you  what  matter  fills  his  various  page  ? 

A  mere  farrago  ’tis,  of  mingled  things  ; 

Whate’er  is  done  on  madam  Terra’s  flage 
He  to  the  knowledge  of  his  townfmen  brings : 

One  while,  he  tells  of  monarchs  run  away; 

And  now,  of  witches  drown’d  in  Buzzard’s  bay. 

Some  miracles  he  makes,  and  fome  he  fleals ; 

Half  Nature’s  works  are  giants  in  his  eyes  : 

Much,  very  much,  in  wonderment  he  deals, — 
Ncw-Hampfhire  apples  grown  to  pumpkin  lize. 
Pumpkins  aimed  as  targe  as  country  inns. 

And  ladies  bearing,  each, — 'three  lovely  twins. 

He,  births  and  deaths  with  cold  indifference  views ; 
A  paragraph  from  him  is  all  they  claim  : 

And  here  the  rural  fquire,  amongfl  the  news 
Sees  the  fair  record  of  fome  lordling’s  fame  ; 

Ail  that  was  good,  minutely  brought  to  light. 

All  chat  was  ill,— conceal’d  from  vulgar  fight! 


POEMS  ON  SEVERAL  OCCASIONS. 


III. 

THE  OFFICE. 

SOURCE  of  the  mfdom  of  the  country  round  t 
Again  I  turn  to  that  poor  lonely  jhed 
Where  many  an  author  all  his  fame  has  found* 

And  wretched  proofs  by  candle-light  arc  read. 
Inverted  letters,  left  the  page  to  grace. 

Colons  derang’d,  and  commas  out  of  place. 

Beneath  this  roof  the  Mufes  chofe  their  home 
Sad  was  their  choice,  lefs  bookifh  ladies  fay. 

Since  from  the  ble/Ted  bour  they  deign’d  to  come 
One  lingle  cob-web  was  not  brufh’d  away  — 

Fate  early  had  pronounc’d  this  building’s  doom. 
Ne’er  to  be  vex’d  with  boonder,  brulh,  or  broom.  • 

Here,  full  in  view,  the  ink-befpangled  prefs 
Gives  to  the  world  its  children,  with  a  groan. 

Some  born  to  live  a  month — a  day — fome  lefs; 
Some,  why  they  live  at  all,  not  clearly  known, 

All  that  are  born  nmji  die — TYPE  well  knows  that— 
The  Almanack* s  his  longed-living  brat. 

Here  lie  the  types,  in  curious  order  rang’d 
Ready  alike  to  imprint  your  profe  or  verfe ; 

Ready  to  fpeak  [their  order  only  chang’d]’ 
Creek-Indian  lingo,  Dutch,  or  Highland  erfe ; 

Thefe  types  have  printed  Erlkihe’s  Gofpel  T reat, 
Tom  Durfey’s  fongs,  and  Bunyanfs  works,  complete* 

But  faded  are  their  charms — their  beauty  fled  ! 

No  more  their  work  your  nicer  eyes  admire; 

Hence,  from  this  prefs  no  courtly  fluff  is  read 
But  almanacks,  and  ballads  for  the  Squire, 

Dull  paragraphs,  in  homely  language  drefs’d^. 

The  pedlar’s  bill>  and  fermons.  by  requefl.„ 

Here,  dbomi’d  the*  fortune  of  the  prefs  to  try. 

From  year  to  year  poor  TYPE  his  trade  purfucs~. 
With  anxious  care  and  circumfpeftive  eye 
He  drefles  out  his  little  Hieet  of  news  ; 

Now  laiighin?  at  the  world,  now  looking  o-rave^. 

At  once  the  Mufe’s  midwife— and  her  flave. 

Ih  by-pafl  years,  perplext  with  vafl  defigns,. 

In  cities  fair  he  flrove  to  gain  a  feat  : 

But,  wandering  to  a  wood  of  many  pines. 

In  folitude  he  found  his  befl  retreat. 

When  flek  of  towns,  and  forrovv^ul  at  heart. 

He  to  thofe  deferts  brought  his  favorite  ait.. 
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IV. 

THOU,  who  art  plac’d  iii  foine  more  favour’d  fpot. 
Where  fpires  afcend,  and  fhi^  s  from  every  clime  ■ 
Uifeharge  their  freights— -defpife  not  thou  the  lot 
Of  humble  Pype,  who  here  has  pafs’d  his  primes 
At  cafs  and  prefs  has  labour’d  many  a  day. 

But  now,  in  years,  is  verging  to  decay 

He.  in  his  time,  the  patriot  of  his  town, 

With  prefs  and  pen  attack’d  the  royal  fide. 

Did  what  he  could  to  pull  their  Lion  down. 

Clipp’d  at  his  beard,  and  twitch’d  his hide, 
Mimick’d  his  roarings,  trod  upon  his  toes. 

Pelted  young  twhelpt,  and  tweak’d  the  old  one’s  nofe. 

Rous’d  by  his  page,  at  church  or  coiirt-houfe  read. 

From  depths  of  woods  the  willing  ruftics  ran. 

Now  by  a  prieft,  and  now  fome  deacon  led 
With  clubs  and  fpits  to  guard  the  rights  of  man ; 

Lads  from  the  fpade,  the  pick-ax,  or  the  plough 
Marching  afar,  to  fight  Burgoyne  or  Houue, 

Where  are  they  now?— the  Village  afks  with  grief. 
What  were  their  toils,  their  conquefts,  or  their  gains  ?— 
Perhaps,  they  near  fome  Statc-Houfc  beg  relief, 

/per haps,  they  deep  on  Saratoga’s  plains; 

Doom’d  not  to  live,  their  country  to  reproach 
For  feven-years’  pay  transferr’d  to  Mammon’s  coach. 

Ye  Guardians  of  your  country  and  her  laws  ! 

Since  to  the  pen  and  prefs  fo  much  we  owe 
Still  bid  them  favour  freedom’s  facied  caufe. 

From  this  pure  fource,  let  ftreams  unfullied  flow; 

Hence,  a  new  order  grows  on  reafon’s  plan. 

And  turns  the  fierce  barbarian  into — man. 

Child  of  the  earth,  of  rude  materials  fram’d, 

Man,  always  found  a  tyrant  or  a  Have, 

Fond  to  be  honour’d,  valued,  rich,  or  fam’d 
Roves  o’er  the  earth,  and  fubjugates  the  wave: 

Defpots  and  kings  this  refllefs  race  may  fhare, — 

But  knowledge  only  makes  them  worth  care  ! 
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SEVENTEEN  HUNDRED  NINETY  ONE. 

CjREAT  things  have  pafs’d  the  laft  revolving  year* 

France  on  a  curious  j  lunt  has  feen  her  king  go, — 

Hufti’d  are  the  growlings  of  the  Ruffian  bear. 

Rebellion  has  broke  ioofe  in  St.  Domingo- 
Sorry  we  are  that  Pompeys,  Caefars,  Catos 
Are  moftly  found  with  Negroes  and  Mulattoes, 

Difcord,  we  think,  muft  always  be  the  lot 
Of  this  poor  world— nor  is  that  difcord  vaitl. 

Since,  if  thefe  feuds  and  fifly-cufFs  were  not, 

Full  many  an  honeft  Type  would  (larve — that^s  plain  : 

Wa.rs  are  their  gain,  whatever  caufe  is  found—  . 

impires — or  Cats-lkins  brought  from  Nootka-found. 

The  Turks,  poor  fellows!  have  been  fadly  baiflcd— 

And  many  a  Chrifiian  defpot  {lands,  contriving 
Who  next  ftiall  bleed — what  country  next  be  wafted— 

This  is  the  trade  by  which  they  get  their  living  ; 

From  Pruftian  Frederick,  this  the  general  plan 
To  Emprels  Kate — that  burns  the  Rights  of  Man* 

The  Pope  (at  Rome)  is  ia  a  fweat,  they  tell  us ; 

Of  freedom's  pipe  he  cannot  bear  the  muftc. 

And  worft  of  all  when  Frenchmen  blow  the  bellows. 

Enough  almeft  (he  thinks)  to  make  a  Jew  lick  : 

His  Priefthood  too,  black,  yellow,  white,  and  grey. 

All  think  it  beft  to  keep— the  good  old  way. 

Britain,  (fame  whifpers)  has  unrigg’d  het  fleet" . . 

Now  tell  us  what  the  world  will  do  for  thunder  r— 

Battles,  fire,  murder,  maiming,  and  defeat 
Are  at  an  end  when  Englilhmen  knock  under  ; 

Sulphur  will  now  in  harmlefs  fquibs  be  fpent. 

Lightning  will  fall— full  twenty  five  per  cent.  , 


Addressed  to  a 


SI 


POLITICAL  SHRIMP. 


OR,  Fly  upon  the  wheel. 


1  HE  man  that  doth  an  Elephant  purfue 
Who/e  capture  gains  a  mighty  price, 

Amidft  the  chace>  heeds  not  the  harking  cre-w. 
Or  lefler  game  of  rats  and  mice. 
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On  ocean’s  wafte  who  chace  the  royal  flao- 
Stop  not  to  take  the  privateer ;  ^ 

Who  mean  to  feize  the  fteed,  negleft  the  nag  5 
No  fquirrel-hunter  kills  a  deer.  * 

Reptile  1  your  venom  ever  fpits  in  vain— 

To  honour’s  coat  no  drop  adheres  :■ _ 

To  court ! —return  to  Britain’s  tyrant  reign, 
.White-wafh  her  and  fcowr  her  />e^rs. 

Some  Tcheming  knaves^  that  (Irut  in  courtly  guire. 
May  vile  abufe,  thro^h  you,  impart— 

Rut  they  that  on  no  Treafury  lean,  defpife 
Your  venal  pen — your  canker’d  heart. 


epistle 


T  O 

SYLVIUS: 

(On  ths  folly  of  writikg  Poetry.) 

the  fools  that  haunt  our  coaft 
The  fcribbiing  tribe  1  pity  moft: 

Their’s  is  a  Handing  icene  of  woes. 

And  their’s  no  profped  of  repofe. 

Then,  Sylvius,  why  this  eager  claim 
To  light  your  torch  at  Clio’s  flame? 

To  few  Ihe  fliews  lincere  regard. 

And  none,  from  her,  Ihould  hope  reward. 

A  garret  high,  dark  difmal  room. 

Is  Hill  the  penfive  poet’s  doom  : 

Hopes  rais’d  to  heaven  muft  be  their  lot. 

Yet  bear  the  curfe,  to  be  forgot. 

Hourly  they  deal  with  Grecian  Jove,  “ 

And  draw  their  bills  on  banks  above  ; 

Yet  Hand  abafli’d,  with  all  their  Are, 

When  brought  to  face  fome  country  ’fquire. 

To  mend  the"' world,  is  flill  their  aim  : 

The  world,  alas  !  remains  the  fame. 

And  fo  muft  Hand  to  very  age. 

Proof  to  the  morals  of  the  page! 
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The  knave  that  keeps  a  tippling  inn. 

The  red-nosM  boy  that  deals  out  gin. 

If  aided  by  fome  paltry  Ikiil 

May  both  be  ftatefinen  when  they  will* 

The  man  that  mends  a  beggar’s  fhoes. 

The  quack  that  heals  your  negro’s  bruife. 

The  wretch  that  turns  a  cutler’s  ftone. 

Have  wages  they  can  call  their  own : 

The  head,  that  plods  in  trade’s  domains. 

Gets  fomething  to  reward  its  pains ; 

But  WIT — that  does  the  world  beguile. 

Takes  for  its  pay — an  empty  fmile  ! 

Yet  each  prefumes  his  works  fhall  rife. 

And  gain  a  name  tha>*never  dies  ; 

From  earth,  and  cold  oblivion  freed. 

Immortal,  in  the  poets*  creed  I 

Can  Reafon  in  that  bofom  reign 
Which  fondly  feeds  a  hope  fo  vain. 

When  every  age  that  palTes  by 
Beholds  a  crowd  of  poets  die  ! 

Poor  Sappho’s  fate  lhall  Milton  know-— 

His  fccncs  of  grief  and  tales  of  woe 
No  honours,  that  all  Europe  gave. 

No  merit — lhall  from  ruin  fave. 

To  all  that  write  and  all  that  read 
Fate  lhall,  with  hafty  Hep,  facceed  ! 

Even  Shakespeare’s  page,  his  mirth,  his  teari 
Shall  link  beneath  this  weight  of  years. 

**  ( 

Old  Spenser’s  doom  lhall,  Pope,  be  thine 
The  mullc  of  each  moving  line 
Shall  bribe  an  age  or  two  to  Hay, 

Admire  your  llrain — then  flit  away. 

The  people  of  old  Chaucer’s  times 
Were  once  in  raptures  with  his  rhymes; 

But  Time— —that  over  verfe  prevails. 

To  other  ears  tells  otner  tales. 

Why  then  fo  fad,  dear  rhyming  friends— 

One  common  fate  on  both  attends. 

The  bard,  that  fooths  great  Casfar’s  car. 

And  him — who  finds  no  audience  there. 

Mere  flrudures  form’d  of  common  earth. 

Not  they  from  heaven  derive  their  birth. 
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Or  why  through  life,  like  vagrants,  pafs 
To  mingle  with  the  mouldering  mafs 

Of  all  the  fouls,  from  Jove  that  came 
To  animate  this  mortal  frame. 

Of  all  the  myriads,  on  the  wing. 

How  few  can  taftc  the  Mufes’  ^ring ! 

Sej  anus,  of  mercantile  fkill. 

Without  <whofe  aid  the  ^wrld  ftands  fiilU 
And  by  whofe  wonder-working  play 
^  The  fun  goes  round^(his  flatterers  fay) 

Sejanus  has  in  houfc  declar’d 

Thefe  States,  as  yet,  can  boafl  no  bard. 
And  all  the  flng-fong  of  our  clime 
Is  merely  nonfenfe,  fring’d  with  rhyme.’* 

With  fuch/a  bold,  conceited  air 
When  HE  aflumes  the  critic’s  chair. 

Low  in  the  daft  is  genius  laid. 

The  mufes  with  the  man  in  trade. 

Then  Sylvius,  come — let  you  and  I 
On  ocean’s  aid,  once  more,  rely  ; 

Perhaps  the  mufe  may  ftili  impart 
Her  balm  to  eafe  the  aching  heart. 

Though  cold  might  chill  and  ftorms  difmay. 
Yet  Zoilus  will  be  far  away  : 

With  me,  at  leaft,  depart  and  lhare 
No  garret — but  refentment  there. 


Mr.  CHURCHMAN; 


On  the  rejection  oHiis  Petition  to  the  Congrefs  of  the  United 
States,  to  enable  him  to  make  a  voyage  to  Baffin’s  Bay, 
to  afeertain  the  truth  of  his  Variation  Chart. 

(Churchman  I  methinks.  your  fcheme  is  ratlicr  wild 
Of  travelling  to  the  pole 
Where  icy  billows  roll. 

And  pork  and  peafe  ‘  , 

Are  faid  to  freeze 

Even  at  the  inftant  they  ate  boil’d. 

Rejected,  now,  your  humble,  ardent  prayer 
For  CASH,  to  fpeed  your  way  «  . 

To  Bafhn’s  frozen  bav. 
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^Tis  your  own  fault  if  you  repine  ! 
y ou  Ihould  have  mention^  fome  rich  golden  mine^ 
Not  Variation  Charts,  that  claim  no  care. 

Avarice,  alone,  would  fooner  bid  you  go 
Than  all  the  inducements  Art  can  Ihew : 

The  MEN,  whom  you  petition  for  fome  dollars, 

Tho’  willing  to  be  thought  prodigious  fcholars. 

Vet  care  as  much  for  variation  charts 
As  KING  of fpades,  and  knave  of  hearts. 

Churchman  !  *tis  beft  to  quit  this  vain  purfuit; 
This  VARIATION  is  a  common  thing! 

Rather  attach  yourfelf  to  Caesar’s  wing— 

You’ll  find  it  better — better,  fir,  by  half. 

To  fboth  Pompofo’s  ear — or  make  him  laugh : 

So  fhall  you,  mounted  in  a  coach  and  fix. 

Ride  envoy  to  the  country  of  the  Creek s— 

So  lhall  you  vifit  Europe's  gaudy  courts. 

And  fee  the  polllh’d  world,  at  public  charge; 

Return — and  fpend  your  life  in  /ports. 

Be  air’d  in  coach,  and  fail’d  in  barge  : — 
furfue  this  track,  thou  man  of  curious  foul. 

Nor,  like  a  whale,  go  puffing  to  the  pole. 


O  N 


P  E  S  T-E  L  I-H  A  L  I, 

The  Tr*avelling  Speculator. 

- J  bad  forgot  the  foul  conf piracy 

Of  that  henji  Calibah"-'"' 

C3n  fcent  of  game,  from  town  to' town  he  flew. 
The  foldier’s  curfe  purfued  him  on  his  way; 

Care  in  his  eye,  and  anguilh  on  his  brow. 

He  feem  d  a  fea-hawk,  watching  for  his  prey. 

With  foothing  words  the  widow’s  mite  he  gain’d. 
With  piercing  glance  watch’d  mifery’s  dark  abode. 
Filch’d  paper  feraps  while  yet  a  ferap  remain’d. 
Bought  where  he  mull,  and*  cheated  where  he  cou’d. 

Vaft  loads  amafs’d  of  ferip,  and  God  knows  what, 
Potofi’s  wealth  feem’d  lodg’d  within  his  clutch— 

But  wealth  has  wings  (he  knew)  and  inftant  bought 
1  he  prancing  fleed;  harnefs,  and  gilt  coach. 


■  ■ 
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O-ne  Sunday  morn,  to  church  I  faw  him  ride 
In  glittering  ftate — alack !  and  who  but  he— 

The  following  week,  with  Madam  at  his  fide. 

To  routes  they  drove — and  drank  Imperial  tea. 

In  cards  and  fun  the  live-long  day  they  fpent. 

With  fongs  and  fmut  prolong’d  the  midnight  feall. 

If  plays  were  had,  to  plays  they  conftant  went 
Where  Madam’s  top-knot  rofe  a  foot  at  leall. 

Three  weeks,  and  more,  thus  pafs’d  in  airs  of  Hate^ 
The  fourth  beheld  the  mighty  bubble  fail— 

And  he,  who  countlefs  millions  ouon^d  fo  late 
Stopt  Ihort— and  clos’d  his  triumphs  in  a  Jail. 


Elegiac  LINES  on  a 


THEOLOGICAL  SCRIP-MONGER. 

Jn  Scrip*  (not  Scripture)  he  was  fond  to  plod, 

Scrip  was  his  prayer-book, his  word  of  God  : 

Scrip  was  his  joy,  and  ferip  his  dear  delight 
Studied  by  day,  and  this  he  read  by  night: 

When  dames  for  comfort  came,  with  hanging  lip. 

Them  he  confoVd,  and  took  his  text  ^xora  ferip  ; 

If  famine  rag’d,  and  deacons  catch’d  the  pip. 

He  flood  fecure,  and  put  his  truft  in  ferip, — 

If  he  to  heaven,  by  chance,  fhould  find  his  way. 

Thus  to  fome  fprite,  methinks,  I  hear  him  fay 
(In  hopes  his  ghoftfhip  might  be  led  to  dip) 

Come,  mifter  Gabriel,  will  you  buy  fome  ferip 
Now  gloomy  death  confines  him  to  the  dull, ; 

Life  he  refigns,  as  all  his  brethren  muft. 

And  priefis  fhall  fmg  (when  they  entomb  old  Grip) 

Striking  their  penfive  bofoms — Here  lie^  Scrip! 

*  Scrip  (or  feript)  a  kind  of  paper  fecurity  fo  called— an  objeft  ©f  great  /pe¬ 
culation  at  the  time  the  above  was  written.— 1790. 

It  '■  —  — ,1  ■  -I 

A 

WARNING  to  AMERICA. 

JR^EMOV’D  from  Europe’s  feuds,  a  hateful  feene 
(Thank  heaven,  fuch  wafies  of  ocean  roll  between) 

Where  tyrant  kings  in  bloody  fehemes  combine. 

And  each  forebodes  in  tears,  Man  is  no  longer  mine  ! 
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Glad  we  recall  the  day  that  bade  us  firft 
Spurn  at  their  power,  and  fhun  their  wars  accurR; 
Pitted  and  gaff'd  no  more  for  England’s  glory 
Nor  made  the  tag-rag-bobcaii  of  tneir  ftory. 

Something  ftill  wrong  in  every  fyflem  lurks. 

Somet  .ing  imperfed  haunts  all  human  works— 

Wars  mull  be  hatch’d,  unthinking  men  to  fleece. 

Or  we,  this  day^  had  been  in  perfeit  peace. 

With  double  bolts  our  Janus’  temple  fhut. 

Nor  terror  reign’d  through  each  back-woods-man's  hut> 
No  rattling  drums  affail’d  the  peafant’ s  ear 
Nor  Indian  yells  dillurb’d  our.  fad  frontier. 

Nor  gallant  chiefs,  ’gainft  Indian  hods  combin’d 
Scap’d  from  the  trap — to  Ua^c  their  tails  behind. 

Peace  to  all  feuds ! — and  come  the  happier  day 
When  Reafon’s  fun  fhall  light  us  on  our  way; 

When  erring  man  lhall  all  his  RIGHTS  retrieve. 

No  defpots  rule  him,  and  no  priefts  deceive, 
rill  then,  Columbia!— watch  each  flretch  of  power, 
Nor^  eep  too  foundly  at  the  midnight  hour. 

By  flattery  won,  and  lull’d  by  fooching  flrains, 

Silenus  took  his  nap — and  wak’d  in  chains — • 

In  a  foft  dream  of  fmooth  deluflon  led 
Unthinking  Gailia  bow’d  her  drooping  head 
To  tyrants  yokes— and  met  fuch  bruifes  there. 

As  now  mull:  take  three  ages  to  repair ; 

Then  keep  the  paths  of  dear-bought  freedom  clear,^ 

Nor  flavifli  fyllems  grant  admittance  here _ 


O  N  T  H  E 


fourteenth  of 


J  ^ 


B 


a  Day  ever  Memorable  to  Regenerated  Franc 

/ 


JRIGHT  r)Ay>  that  did  to  France  rellore 
What  priefts  and  kings  had  feiz’d  away. 

That  bade  her  generous  fons  difdain 
The  fetters  that  their  fathers  wore. 

The  titled  Have,  a  tyrant’s  fway. 

That  ne  er  fhall  curfe  her  foil  again ! 

Bright  day  !  a  partner  in  thy  joy, 

Columbia  hails  the  rifing  fun, 

Sxr!  Wood  repaid. 

When  fiercely  frantic  to  deftroy, 

of  laurels  he  had  won) 

A  he  Briton,  he?e,  imfheath’d  his  blade. 
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?y.  traitors  driven  to  ruin’s  brink 
Fair  Freedom  dreads  united  knaves. 

The  world  mull  fail  if  fhc  muft  bleed 
And  yet,  by  heaven  1  Pm  proud  to  think 
The  world  was  ne’er  fubdued  by  flaves— 
Nor  fhall  the  hireling  herd  fucceed. 

Boy  !  fill  the  generous  goblet  high  ; 
Succefs  to  f  ranee y  lhall  J>c  the  toaft  ; 

The  fall  of  kings  the  fates  foredoom. 
The  crown  decays,  its’  fplendours  die^; 
And  they,  wiio  were  a  nation’s  boaft. 
Sink,  and  expire  in  cndlefs  gloom. 

Thou,  ftranger,from  a  diftant  fliore,^ 
Where  fetter’d  men  their  rights  avow. 
Why  on  this  joyous  day  fo  fad  ? 

Louis  infults  with  chains  no  more,-7r. 
Then  why  thus  wear  a  clouded  browj  . 
When  every  manly  heart  is  glad  ? 

Some  pafiing  days  and  rolling  years 
May  fee  the  ^rath  of  kings  difplay’d. 
Their  wars  to  prop  the  tarnilh’d  crown  j 
But  orphans’  groans,  and  widows’  tears. 
And  jullice  lifts  her  fhining  blade 
To  bring  the  tottering  bauble  down, 
[1792.] 

*  Addrefled  to  th«  Ariftocrats  from  Hi/paniola. 


r 


ON  THE 


FRENCH  REPUBLICANS. 


T. 


HESE  gallant  men  that  fome  fo  much  defpife 
Did  not.  like  mufhrooms,  fpring  up  in  a  night: 

By  them  inftruded,  France  again  lhall  rife. 

And  every  Frenchman  learn  his  native  right, 
American!  when  in  your  country’s  cauTe 
You  march’d,  and  dar’d  the  Englilh  lion’s  jaws, 
Crulh’d  Helllan  Haves,  and  made  their  holls  retreat. 
Say,  were  you  not  Republican — complete  ^ 

Forever  banifh’d,  now,  be  prince  and  king. 

To  Nations  and  to  Laws  our  reverence  due ; 

And  let  not  language  to  my  memory  bring, 

A  word  that  might  recall  the  infernal  crew. 
Monarch  ! — henceforth  I  blot  it  from  my  page, 
Monarchs  and  Haves  too  long  difgrace  this  age  ;  ' 
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f  HoucH'tJ  on  the  EOro’peah  • 

> 

WAR  SYSTEMi 

BV  A  N£WS-PriNTBR, 

HE  People  in  are  much  to  be  prais’d 

That  in  fighting  they  choofe  to  be  palTing  their  days  : 

If  their  wars  were  abolifh’d,  there’s  room  to  fuppofe 
Our  Printers  would  growl,  for  the  want  of  new-news. 

May  our  tidings  of  njoArfare  be  ever  from  thence. 

Nor  that  page  be  fupplied  at  Columbia’s  expehc'e! 

No  kings  fliall  rife  here,  at  the  nod  of  a  court. 

Ambition,  or  Fride,  with  men’s  lives  for  to  fport. 

In  fuch  a  difplay  of  the  taf!e  of  the  iimes-^ 

The  murder  of  millions— their  quarrels  and  Crimes, 

A  horrible  Jyfiem  of  ruin  we  fcan,  . 

A  hiftory,  truly  dcfcriptive  of  man 

(  / 

A  Being,  that  Nature  delign’d  to  be  bled— 

With  abundance  around  him — yet  rarely  at  red — ' 

A  Being^  that  lives  but  a  moment  in  years  j,  ,  ^ 

Vet  wafting  his  life  in  contention  and  wars, 

A  Being,  fent  hither  all  good  to  beftow. 

Vet  filling  the  world  with  oppreflion  and  woe  I 

But  confider,  ye  fages  (and.pray  be  refign’d) 

What  ills  wbuld  attend  a  reform  of  mankind— 

W^ere  wars  at  an  end,  and  no  nation  made  thinner. 

My  neighbour^  the  gun-fmithy  would  go  without  dinner ; 

T\ie  Prinftrst  thcmfelves,  for  employment  would  fail. 

And  foldier; ,  by  thoufands,  be  ftarving  in  jail. 

i 

r 


elegy 

\  ‘ 

t 

On  the  Death  of  aBlacksmith. 

^^ITH  the  nerves  of  a  Sampfon  this  fon  of  tKe  fledge, 
oy  the  anvil  his  hvehhood  got ;  ® 

With  the  &ill  of  old  Vulcan  could  temper  an  edge; 

And  ftruck— while  his  iron  was  hot. 

forging  he  liv’d,  yet  never  was  tried, 

Or  condemn’d  by  the  laws  of  the  -land  • 

But  ihll  it  is  certain!  and  can’t  be  denik. 

He  ottea  was  burnt  in  the  hemd^  ' 

E  «  . 
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With  the  Tons  St.  Crifpin  no  kindred  he  claim’d. 

With  the  lafi  he;  had  nothing  to  do ; 

He  handled  no  awl,  and  yet  in  his  time  I  ^ 

Made  many  an  excelljentJ^oe.  ^ 

I 

He  blew  up  rjo  coals  of  fedition,  but  ftill 
Plis  bellows  was  always  in  blaft ; 

And  I  will  acknowledge  (deny  it  who  will)  ’ 

That  one  and  but  he  polTefs’d^ 

No  a6lor  was  he,  or  concern’d  with  the  ftage. 

No  audience,  to  awe  him,  appear’d; 

Yet  oft  in  his  Ihop  (like  a  crowd  in  a  rage) 

The  voice  of  a  hijjing  was  heard.  ' 

Tho’  jheUing  of  axes  was  part  of  his  cares. 

In  thieving  he  never  was  found  ;  ^  ” 

And,  tho’  he  was  conilantly  beating  ori  ban. 

No  velTel  he  e’er  ran  aground.  ' 

Alas  and  alack  !  and  w’hat  more  can  I  fay 

Of  Vulcan’s  unfortunate  fon  - 

The  prieft  and  the  fexton  have  bore  him  away. 

And  the  found  of  his  hammer  is  done : 


0  N  T  H  E 

MEMORABLE  N  AVAL 

ENGAG  E  MENT 

Between  the  French  Republican  Frigate  l^Amhufcade^,  Captain 
Bompard  ;  and  the  Britifh  Royal  Frigate  Bojion,  Captain 
Courtney  ;  off  the  coafl  of  New-Jersey. 

J^ESOLV’D  for  a  chace. 

All  Frenchmen  to  face 

Bold  Boston  from  Halifax  fail’d. 

With  a  full  flowing  fheet,  ^  ' 

The  pride  of  the  fleet, 

Not  a  vefTel  fhe  faw,  but  Ihe  hail’d; 

With  Courtney,  commander,  who  never  did  fear. 

Nor  return’d  from  a  fight  with  a  flea  in  his 

M  * 

As  they  fleer’d  for  the  Hook, 

Each  fwore  by  his  book 
“  No  prayers  fliould  their  vengeance  retard; 

They  hvould  plunder  and  burn. 
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They  would  never  return 
**  Unattended  by  Captain  Bompard  1 
No  Gaul  can  reftil  us,  when  once  we  aroufc 
f*  We'll  drown  the  monfieurs  in  the  wa(h  of  our  bows  1 

> 

A  fail  now  appear'd. 

When  tow'rd  her  they  ftecr’d, 

Each  crown'd  with  his  LiheVty-Cap  *  . 

Under  coloufs  of  France  did  they  boldly  advance. 

And  a  fmall  privateer  did  entrap—^  ^  ^ 

The  time  may  have  been  when  their  nation  was  brave. 

But  no-'Wf  their  beft  pl^y  is  cheat  and  deceive. 

Arriv’d  at  the  fpot 
Where  they  meant 'to  dlfputc. 

Thus  Courtney  fent  word,  in  a  heat. 

Since  fighting's  our  trade. 

Their  bold  Ambuscade 

Muft  be  funk  or  compell'd  to  retreat : 

Tell  captain  Bompard  if  his  ftomach's  for  war 
To  advance  from  his  port  and  engage  a  bold  tar  I" 

Brave  captain  Bompard 
When  this  challenge  he  heard. 

Though  his  fails  were  unbent  from  the  yards, 

•  His  topmalls  ftruck  down. 

And' his  men  half  in  town  ;  • 

Yet  fent  back  his  humble  regards — 

The  challenge  accepted ;  all  hands  warn'd  on  board 
Bent  their  fails,  fwore  revenge,  and  the  frigate  unmoor'd < 

i 

The  Bofion,  at  fea,‘ 

Being  under  their  lee 

For  windward  manoeuvred  in  vain  ; 

'Till  night  coming  on 
Both  lay  by  'till  dawn. 

Then  met  on^the  watery  plain. 

The  wind  at  north-eaft,  and  a  beautiful  day. 

And  the  hearts  of  the  Frenchmen  in  trim  for  the  fray* 

•a 

So,  to  it  they  went 
With  determin’d  intent  " 

The  fate  of  the  day  to  decide 
By  the  virtues  of  powder  ; 

,(No  argument  louder 
^  Was  e'er  to  a  fubjedl  apply ’d) 

A  Gaul  with  a  Briton  in  battle  contends. 

Let  them  ftand  to  their  guns,  and  we'll  fee  how  it 
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As  .the  Frenchman  fail’d  paft 
Boflon  gave  him  a  blall,  , 

Glafs  bottles,  cafe-kives,  and  old  nails, 

A  fcore  of  round  Ihot, 

And  the  devil  knows  what. 

To  cripple  his  mails  and  his  fails.  *  ^ 

The  Bollon  fupposM  it  the  belt  of  her  play 

To  prevent  him  from  chacing— if  Ihe  ran  away* 

The  Frenchman  mo/l  cool,  "  "  - 

(No  hot-headed  fopl,,) 

Return  d  the  broad-fide  in  a  trice  z 

hot  was  the  blafl  -  ‘  ■  -  \  •  '  t  v 

He  difabled  one  mad. 

And  gave  them  fome  rigging  to  fpHce,  ^  ' 

Some  holers  for  to  plug,  where  the,buliots*  had  gon^. 

Some  yards  to  replace,  and  ibme  head^  to  put  on.  - 

Three  glalTes,  and  more,  ,  ’ 

Their  cannons  did  roar. 

Shot  hying  in  horrible  fquads ;  -  - 

’Midll  torrents  of  fmoke  . 

Fhc  Republican  fpoke. 

And  frighten'd  the  Anglican  gods  ! 

Their  frigate  fo  maul'd,  they  no  longer  defend  her,  ^  ' 

And,  Courtney  Ihot  down — they  bawl’d  out  to  farrcftdcrl 

''  O  lal  what  a  blunder  ^  ^  ^ 

To  provoke  this  French  thunder! 

We  think  with  the  devil  he  deals— 

But  fince  we  dillike 

To  furrender  and  ftrike,  -  ' 

Let  us  try  the  fuccefs  of  our' heels: 

We  may  fave  the  king's  frigate  by  running  a  way. 

The  Frenchman  will  have  us--air  hands— if  we  fUyP’ 

^  "  i  i 

So,  fquaring  their  yards,  '  ^  ' 

On  all  captain  Bompards  ' 

A  volley  of  curfes  they  fhed — 

Having  got  their  discharge, 

T'hey  bore  away  large, 

While  the  Frenchman  purfued,  as  they  fled. 

But  vain  was  his  halle— while  his  fails  he  repair’d. 

He  ended  the  fray  in  a  chace— 

I  he  Gaul  got  the  bed  of  the  fight,  ’tis  declar’d^ 

The  Briton — the  bed  of  the  race  L 
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,  ON  THE 

demolition 


O  F 


the 


FRENCH 


monarchy. 


n  ROM  Bourbon’s  brow  the  crown  remov’d, 

low  in  the  duft  is  ISid;  ,  ,4  »  • 

And,  parted  now  from  all  fhe  lov  d, 

Maria’s*  beauties  fade: 

What  lhall  relieve  her  fad  diftrefs,  . 

What  power  recall  that  former  ftate 

When  drinking  deep  her  . feas  of  bhfs, 

She  fmil’d,  and  look’d  ,fo  fweet  !— 

With  aching  heart  and  haggard  eye 

She  views  the  palace, f  towering  • 

Where,  once,  were  pafs^d  her  brightea  days, 

>And  nations  flood,  in  vs;itld  ama^e, 

Lo  uis !  to  fee  you  eat. 

This  gaudy  vifion  to  rcflore 
Shall  fate  its  laws  repeal,^ 

And  cruel  defpots  rife  once  more 
To  plan  a  new  Bastille  1  ^  ,  , ,  ,  . 

Shall, /ro/w  their  Jhtathesy  ten  thoufand  bladuX 

In  glittering  'vengeana  ftart  .  '  , 

To  mow  down  (laves,  and  (lice  oft  heads. 

Taking  a  monarch’s  part?—  \  e  c 
Ah  no  ! — the  heavens  this  liopc  refute ; 

Defpots !  they  fend  you  no  fuch  news— 

Nor  Condcy  fierce,  nor  Frederick,  flout. 

Nor  brings  this  work  about. 

Nor  'Brunjhvick* s  warlike  art  i 

Nor  HE, 11  that  once,  with  fire  and  fword. 

This  weftern  world  alarm’d : 

Throughout  our  clime  whofe  thunders  roar  d, 

Whofe  legions  round  us  fwarm’d — . 

Once  more  his  tyrant  arm  invades 

A  race  §  that  dare  be  free: 

His  Myrmidons,  with  murdering  blades. 

In  one  bafe  caufe  agree  1— 

III  fate  attend  on  every  feheme 
That  tends  to  darken  Reason’s  beam  : 

♦  Maria  Antoinette,  late  queen  of  Frairce.  ^  t  Thuilleri^wthm  \  i€W 

of  which  the  royal  family  of  France  were  at  this  time  impnfoncd. - 179^ 

1  Alluding  to  Mn  Edmund-Burke’s  rant  upon  this  lubjeCt. 

,  II Q gorge  lil,  ^  tFiie- French  Republicans.  , 
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And,  rifing  with  gigantic  might  ' 

In  Vi RTu e’s  caufe,  I  fee  unite 

Worlds,  under  Freedom’s  Tree  ! 

Val6ur,  at  length,  by  Fortune  led,  '  .  . 

The  Rights  OF  Man  reftores ; 

And  Gallia,  now  from  bondage  freed,  ' 

Her  nfinor  fun  adores : 

On  EQljOiL  RIGHTS,  her  fabric  plann’d, 
otorms  idly  round  it  rave,  I 

Nor  longer  breathes  in  Gallic  land  :  . 

A  monarch,  or  a  flave  ! 

At  dillance  far,  and  felf-remov’d 
From  all  he  own’d  and  all  he  lov’d,' 

See  l— turn’d  his  back  on  Freedom’s  blaze. 

^  foreign  lands  the  Emigrant  ftrays. 

Or  finds  an  early  ^rave  f 

Enroll’d  with  thefc-and  clofe  immur’d. 

T  he  gallant  chief*  is  found. 

That,  once,  admiring  crowds  adorM 
Through  either  world  renown’d. 

Here,  hold  in  arms,  and  firm  in  heartj 
He  help’d  to  gain  our  caufe,  ^  ; 

Yet  could  not  from  a  tyrant  part. 

But,  turn’d  to  embrace  his  laws ! _ 

Ah  1  had  ft  thou  ftay’d  in  fair  Auvergne  4- 
And  TRUTH  from  Paine  vouchfaf’d  to  learns 
There,  happy,  honour’d,  and  retir’d. 

Both  hemifpheres  had  ftiH  admir’d,^ 

Still  crown’d  you  with  applai^fe. 

y  ■ 

/ 

See  !— doom’d  to  fare  on'familh’d  Heeds, 
f  he  rude  Hungarians  By  ;  ^ 

^‘unj^vicky  with  drooping  courage  leads 
Heath’s  meagre  family ; 

In  difmal  groups,  o’er  hofts  of  dead. 

Their  madnefs  they  bemoan. 

No  friendly  hand  to  give  them  bread. 

No  1  HioNvitLE  their  own  ! 

The  Gaul,  enrag’d,  as  they  retire 
Hurls  at  their  heads  his  bjaze  of  fire— - 
What  hofts  of  Frederick^ s  reeking  crew 
Hying,  have  bid  the  world  adieu, 

T'O  dogs  their  flefti  been  thrown! 

\  Yvette ;  at  this  time  In  the  Pruffian  prifon  of  Spandau. 
t  The  province  ot  France,  where  the  Marijuis’s  f3mil>.eftatc 
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Efc*p’d  from  death,  a  mangled  train 
In  fcattcr’d  bands  retreat : 

Where,  bounding  on  Silesia  s  plain. 

The  Defpot*  holds  his  feat ;  * 

With  feeble  ftep,  I  fee  them  go 
The  heavy  news  to  tell 
Where  Odcr^s  Uzy  waters  flow. 

Or  glides  the  fwift  Mofelh ; 

Where  Rhine  his  various  journey  moves 
*  Through  marlhy  lands  and  ruin’d  grpves. 

Or,  where  the  vaft  flood 

(So  often  ilain’d  by  Auftrian  blood) 

Foams'  with  the  autumnal  fwell. 

'  L  -  ►-  ■*" 

Eut  fhall  they  not  feme  tidings  bear 
Of  Freedom’s  facr^ed  flame. 

And  fliall  not  groaning  millions  hear 
The  long  abandon’d  name  : 

Through  ages  paft,  their  fpirits  broke, .  . 

1  fee  them  fpurn  old  laws,^ 

Indignant,  bnrft  the  Auftrlan  yoke, 

^hd  clip  ihp.  Eagle’s-^*  claws . 

From  (hore  to  fhore,  fromMea  to  fea 

They  join,  to  fetUe  wretched/ree,  , 

And,  driving  from  the  fervile  court  ,  .  , 

Each  titled  Have— they  help  fuppor^t 
The  Democratic  Cause  1. 

O  France  !  the  world  to  thee  mull  owe 

'  A  debt  they  ne’er  can  pay  •  . 

The  Rights  of  Man  you  bid  them  know> 

And  kiiidle  Reason’s  Day  1^ 

Columbia,  in  your  friendlhip  bleu. 

Your  gallant  deeds  (hall  hail 

On  the  fame  ground  our  fortunes  reft, 

Muft  flourifh,  or  muft  fail : 

'  ^  But — flrould  all  Eu ropers  flaves  combine 
Againft  a  caufe  fo  fair  as  thine. 

And  Asia  aid  a  league  fo  bafe — 

De/eaf  would  all  their  aims  difgrace, 

'  An  D  LiBE  RTY  PrE  V  AIL  I 

#  The  Monarch  of  Pruffia,  t  iniperjal  ftandard  of  Gcrtnixl^ 

Philadelphia, 

December  19 - *79^* 
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